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PROEM. 

Moke than three centuries and a half ago, in the mid* 
springtime of 1492, we are sure that the angel of the dawn, 
as he travelled with broad slow wing from the Levant to the 
Pillars of Hercules, and from the siimnuts of the Caucasus 
across all the snowy Alpine ridges to the dark nakedness of 
the Western Isles, saw nearly the same outline of firm land 
and unstable sea — saw the same great mountain shadows on 
the same valleys as he has seen to-day — saw olive mounts, 
and pine forests, and the broad plains green with young corn 
or rain-freshened grass — saw the domes and spires of cities 
rising by the river-sides or mingled with the sedge-like masts 
on the many-curved sesrcoast, in the same spots where they 
rise to-day. And as the faint light of his course pierced into 
the dwellings of men, it fell, as now, on the rosy warmth of 
nestling children; on the haggard waking of sorrow and 
sickness ; on the hasty uprising of the hard-handed laborer ; 
and on the late sleep of the night-student, who had been 
questioning the stars or the sages, or his own soul, for that 
hidden knowledge which would break through the barrier of 
man’s brief life, and show its dark path, that seemed to bend 
no whither, to be an arc in an immeasurable circle of light 
and glory. The great river-courses which have shaped the 
Jives of men have hardly changed ; and those other streams, 
the life-currents that ebb and flow in human hearts, pulsate to 
the same great needs, the same great loves and terrors. As 
our thought follows close in the slow wake of the dawn, we 
are impressed with the broad sameness of the human lot, 
which never alters in the main headings of its history — 
hunger and labor, seed-time and hai'vest, love and death. 

Even if, instead of following the dim daybreak, our 
imagination pauses on a certain historical spot and awaits 
the fuller inorning, we may see a world-famous city, which 
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has hardly changed its outline since the days of ColumbuS] 
seeming to stand as an almost unviolated symbol, amidst the 
flux of human things, to remind us that we still resemble the 
men of the past more than we differ from them, as the great 
mechanical principles on which tliose domes and towers were 
raised must make a likeness in human building that will be 
broader and deeper than all possible change. And doubtles.3. 
if the spirit of a Florentine citizen, whose eyes were closed 
for the Iasi time while Columbus was still waiting and 
arguing for the three poor vessels with which he was to set 
sail from the port of Palos, could return from the shades and 
pause where our thought is pausing, he would believe that 
there must still be fellowship and understanding for him 
among the inheritors of his birthplace. 

Let us suppose ihat such a Shade has been permitted to 
revisit the glimpses of the golden morning, and is standing 
once more on the famous hill of San Miniato, which overlooks 
Florence from the south. 

The Spirit is clothed in his habit as he lived ; the folds of 
his welUined black silk garment or lucco hang in grave 
unbroken lines from neck to ankle ; his plain cloth cap, with 
its heccheitOy or long hanging strip of drapeiy, to serve as a 
scarf in case of need, surmounts a penetrating face, not, 
perhaps, very handsome, but with a firm, well-cut mouth, kept 
distinctly human by a close-shaven lip and chin. It is a face 
charged with memories of a keen and various life passed 
below there on the banks of the gleaming river ; and as he 
looks at the scene before him, the sense of familiarity is so 
much stronger than the perception of change, that he thinks 
it might be possible to descend once more amongst the streets, 
and take up that busy life where he left it. For it is not only 
the mountains and the westward-bending river that he 
recognizes ; not only the dark sides of Mount Morello opposite 
to him, and the long valley of the Arno that seems to stretch 
its gray low-tufted luxuriance to the far-off ridges of Carrara ; 
and the steep height of Fiesole, with its crown of monastic 
walls and cypresses 5 and all the green and gray slopes 
sprinkled with villas which he can name as he looks at them. 
He sees other familiar objects much closer to hie daily walks. 
For though he misses the seventy or more towers that once 
surmounted the walls, and encircled the city as with a regal 
diadem, his eyes will not dwell on that blank ; they are drawn 
irresistibly to the unique tower springing, like a tall flower- 
stem drawn towards the sun^ from the square turreted mass of 
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Mie Old Palace in the very heart of the city — the tower that 
looks none the worse for the four centuries that have passed 
since he used to walk under it. The great dome, too, greatest 
in the world, which, in his early boyhood, had been only a dar- 
ing thought in the mind of a sinall, quick-eyed man — there it 
raises its large curves still, eclipsing the hills. And the well- 
known bell-towers — Giotto’s, with its distant hint of rich 
color, and the graceful-spired Badia, and the rest — he looked 
at them all from the shoulder of his nurse. 

" Surely,” he thinks, “ Florence can still ring her bells with 
the solemn hammer-sound that used to beat on the hearts of 
her citizens and strike out the fire there. And here, on the 
right, stands the long dark mass of Santa Croce, where we 
buried our famous dead, laying the laurel on their cold brows 
and fanning them with the breath of praise and of banners. 
But Santa Croce had no spire then : we Florentines were too 
full of great building projects to carry them all out in stone 
and marble ; we had our frescoes and our shrines to pay for, 
not to speak of rapacious condottieri, bribed royalty, mid pur- 
chased territories, and our fat^ades and spires must needs wait. 
But what architect can the Frati IVlinori ^ have employed to 
build that spire for them ? If it had been built in my day, 
Filipiio Brunelleschi or Michelozzo would have devi&ed some- 
thing of another fashion than that — sometliing worthj^ to 
crown the church of Arnolfo.” 

At this the Spirit, with a sigh, lets Ids eyes travel on to the 
city walls, and now he dwells on the change there with wonder 
at these modern times. Why have five out of the eleven 
convenient gates been closed ? And why, above all, should the 
towers have been levelled that were once a glory and defence ? 
Is the world become so peaceful, then, and do Florentines 
dwell in such harmony, that there are no longer conspiracies to 
bring ambitious exiles home again with armed bands at their 
back ? These are difficult questions : it is easier and pleas- 
anter to recognize the old than to account for the new. And 
there flows Arno, with its bridges just whore thc^* used to be 
— the Ponte Vecchio, least like other bridges in the world, 
laden with the same quaint shops where our vSpirit remembers 
lingering a little on his way perhaps to look at the progress of 
that great palace which Messer Luca Pitti had set a-binlding 
with huge stones got from the Hill of Bogoli ® close behind, or 
perhaps to transact a little business with fee cloth-dressers in 
Oltrarno. The exorbitant line of the Pitti roof is Jiidden from 

* TUe FrftnciscwiB* * Xow IjoboK, 
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San Miniato 5 but the yeaniing of the old Elorentine is not tn 
see Messer Luca’s too ambitious palace which he built unto 
himself j it is to be down among those narrow streets and 
busy humming Piazze where he inherited the eager life of his 
fathers. Is not the anxious voting with black and white beans 
still going on down there ? Who are the priori in these 
months, eating soberly regulated official dinners in the Palazzo 
Vecchio, with removes of tripe and boiled partridges, seasoned 
by practical jokes against the ill-fated butt among those 
potent signors? -Are not the signiiicant banners still hung 
from the windows — still distributed with decent pomp under 
Orcagna’s Loggia every two months ? 

Life had its zest for the old Florentine when he, too, trod 
the marble steps and shared in those dignities. His politics 
had an area as wide as his trade, which stretched from Syria 
to Britain, but they had also the passionate intensity, aud the 
detailed practical interest, which could belong only to a 
narrow scene of corporate action ; only to the members of a 
community shut in close by the hills and by walls of six 
miles’ circuit, where men knew each other as they passed in 
the street, set their eyes every day on the memorials of their 
commonwealth, and were conscious of having not simply the 
right to vote, but the chance of being voted for. He loved 
his honors and his gains, the business of his counting-house, 
of his guild, of the public council-chamber 5 be loved his 
enmities too, and fingered the white bean which was to keep 
a hated name out of the borsa with more complacency than if 
it had been a golden florin. He loved to strengthen his 
family by a good alliance, and went home with a triumphant 
light in his eyes after concluding a satisfactory marriage for 
his son or daughter under his favorite loggia in the evening 
c^l; he loved his game at chess under that same loggia, and 
his biting jest, and even his coarse joke, as not beneath the 
dimity of a man eligible for the highest magistracy. He had 
gained an insight into all sorts of affairs at home and abroad : 
he had been of the “ Ten ” who managed the war department, 
of the Eight" who attended to home discipline, of the Priori 
or Signori who were the heads of the executive government ; 
he had even risen to the supreme office of Gonfaloniero ; he 
had made one in embassies to the Pope and to the Venetians ; 
aud he had been commissary to the hired army of the Republic, 
directing the inglorious bloodless battles in which no man 
died of brave breast wounds — virtuosi colpl — but only of 
casual falls and tramnlmgs. And in this wmy he had learned 
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to distrust men without bitterness ; looking on life mainly as 
a game of skilly but not dead to traditions of heroism and 
clean-handed honor. For the human soul is hospitable, and 
will entertain conflicting sentiments and contradictory opinions 
with much impartiality. It was his pride besides, that he was 
duly tinctured with the learning of his age, and judged not 
altogether with the vulgar, but in harmony with the ancients ; 
he, too, in his prime, had been eager for the most correct 
manuscripts, and had paid many florins for antique vases and 
for disinterred busts of the ancient immortals — some, per- 
haps, truncis naribus, wanting as to the nose, but not the less 
authentic ; and in his old age he had made haste to look at the 
first sheets of that fine Homer which was among the early 
glories of the Florentine press. But he had not, for all that, 
neglected to hang up a waxen image or double of himself 
under the protection of the Madonna Annunziata, or to 
do penance for his sins in large gifts to the shrines of saints 
whose lives "had not been modelled on the study of the 
classics ; he had not even neglected making liberal bequests 
towards buildings for tlie Frati, against whom he had levelled 
many a jest. 

For the Unseen Powers were mighty. Who knew — who 
was sure — that there was any name given to them behind 
which there was no angry force to be appeased, no inter- 
cessory pity to be won? Were not gems medicinal, though 
they only pressed the finger ? Were not all things charged 
with occult virtues ? Lucretius might be right — he was ati 
ancient, and a great poet ; Luigi Pulci, too, who was suspected 
of not believing anything from the roof upward (dal tetto in 
su)y had very much the air of being right over the supper- 
table, when the wune and jests were circulating fast, though 
he was only a poet in the vulgar tongue. There were even 
learned personages who maintained that Aristotle, wisest of 
men (unless, indeed, Plato were wiser ?), was a thoroughly 
irreligious philosopher ; and a liberal scholar must entertain 
all speculations. But the negatives might, after all, prove 
false; nay, seemed manifestly false, as the circling hours 
swept past him, and turned round with graver faces. For 
had not the world become Christian? Had he not been 
baptized in San Giovanni, where the dome is awful with the 
symbols of coming judgment, and where the altar bears a 
crucified Image disturbing to perfect complacency in one’s 
self and the world ? Oar resuscitated Spirit was not a pagan 
philosopher, nor a philosophizing pagan poet, but a man of 
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tlxe fifteenth century, inheriting its strange web of belief 
and unbelief; of Epicurean levity and fetichistic dread; of 
pedantic impossible ethics uttered by rote, and crude pas- 
sions acted out with childish impulsiveness; of inclination 
towards a self-indulgent paganism, and inevitable subjection 
to that human conscience which, in the unrest of a new 
growth, was filling the air with strange prophecies and pre- 
sentiments. 

He had smiled, perhaps, and shahcn his head dubiously, as 
he heard simple folk talk of a Pope Angelico, who was 
to come by and by and bring in a new order of things, to 
purify the Church from simony, and the lives of the clergy 
Irom scandal — a state of affaii-s too different from wliat 
existed under Innocent the Eighth fora shrewd merchant and 
politician to regard the prospect as worthy of entering into his 
calculations. But he felt the evils of the time, nevertheless; 
for he was a man of public spirit, and public spirit can never 
be wholly immoral, since its essence is care for a common 
good. That very Quaresima or Lent of 1492 in which he 
died, still in his erect old age, he had listened in San Lorenzo, 
not without a mixture of satisfaction, to the preaching of a 
Dominican Friar, named Girolamo Savonarola, who denounced 
with a rare boldness the worldliness and vicious habits of the 
clergy, and insisted on the duly of Christian men not to live 
for their owm ease when wrong was triumphing in high places, 
and not to spend their wealth in outward pom]) even in the 
churches, when their fellow-citizens were suffering from want 
and sickness. The Prate carried his doctrine rather too far 
for elderly ears ; yet it was a memorable thing to see a 
preacher move his audience to such a pitch that the women 
even took off their ornaments, and delivered them up to be 
sold for the benefit of the needy. 

He was a noteworthy man, that Prior of San Marco, ” 
thinks our Spirit ; somewhat arrogant and extreme, perhaps, 
especially in his denunciations of speedy vengeance. Ah, 
Iddio non paga il Sobato '^ — the wages of men’s sins often 
linger in their payment, and I my’self saw much established 
wickedness of long-standing prosperity. But a Prate Pre- 
dicatore who wanted to move the people — how could he be 
moderate? He might have been a little less defiant and curt, 
though, to Lorenzo de’ Medici, whose family had been the 
very makers of San Maico: was that quarrel ever made up? 
Ana our Lorenzo himself, with the dim outAvard eyes and the 

I •• God does not pay oq a Saturday. *’ 
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subtle inward vision, did he over that illness at Careggi? 
It was but a sad, uneasy-looking face that he would carry out 
of the world which had given him so much, and there were 
strong suspicions that his handsome son would play the part 
of Rehoboam. How has it all turned out ? Which party is 
likely to bo banished and have its houses sacked just now ? Is 
there any successor of the incomparable Lorenzo, to whom the 
great Turk is so gracious as to send over presents of rare ani- 
mals, rare relics, rare manuscripts, or fugitive enemies, suited 
to the tastes of a Christian Maguifico who is at once lettered 
and devout — and also slightly vindictive? And what famous 
scholar is dictating the Latin letters of the Republic — what 
fiery philosopher is lecturing on Dante in the Duomo, and 
going home to write bitter invectives against the father 
and mother of the bad critic who may have found fault 
with his classical spelling ? Are our wiser heads leaning 
towards alliance with the Pope and the Regno, ^ or are 
they rather inclining their ears to the orators of France and 
of Milan ? 

“There is knowledge of these things to be had in the 
streets below, on the beloved in front of the churches, 

aud under the sheltering Loggie, where surely our citizens 
have still their gossip and debates, their bitter and merry 
jests as of old. For are not the well-remembered buildings 
all there? The changes have not been so gwat in those 
uncounted years. I will go down aud hear — 1 will tread the 
familiar pavement, and hear once again the speech of Floren- 
tines.^^ 

Go not down, good Spirit ! for the changes are great and 
the speech of Florentines would sound as a riddle in your 
ears. Or, if you go, mingle with no politicians on the warn/, 
or elsewhere ; ask no questions about trade in the Caliiuara ; 
confuse yourself with no inquiries into scholarship, official or 
monastic. Only look at the sunlight and shadows on the 
grand walls that were built solidly, and have endured in their 
grandeur ; look at the faces of the little children, making 
another sunlight amid the shadows of age ; look, if you will, 
into the churches, and hear the same chants, see the same 
images as of old-— the images of willing anguish for a groat 
end, of beneficent love and ascending glory ; see upturned 
living faces, and lips moving to the old prayers for help. 
These things have not changed. The sunlight and shadows 
bring their old beauty and waken the old heart-strains at 

1 The name given to Kapled by way of distincUon among the Italian States. 
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morning, noon and eventide ; the little children are still the 
symbol of the eternal marriage between love and duty ; and 
men still yearn for the reign of peace and nghteoosness — 
still own rAtzff life to be the highest which is a conscious 
voluntary sacrifice. For the Pope Angelico is not come 
yet 
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CHAPTER L 

THE SHIPWRECKED STRANGER. 

The Loggia de^ Oerchi stood in the heart of old Florence, 
within a la%rinth of narrow streets behind the Badia, now 
rarely threaded by the stranger, unless in a dubious search for 
a certain severely simple door-place, bearing this inscription : 

QX7I NACQUE IL DIVINO POETA. 

To the ear of Dante, the same streets rang with the shout and 
clash of fierce battle between rival families ; but in the 
fifteenth century, they were only noisy with the unhistorical 
quarrels and broad jests of wool-carders in the cloth-producing 
quarters of San Martino and Garbo. 

Under this loggia, in the early morning of the 9th of April, 
1492, two men had their eyes fixed on each other: one was 
stooping slightly, and looking downward with the scrutiny of 
curiosity,* the other, lying on the pavement, was looking 
upward with the startled gaze of a suddenly awakened 
dreamer. 

The standing figure was the first to speak. He was a gray- 
haired, broad-shouldered man, of the type which, in Tuscan 
phrase, is moulded with the fist and polished with the pickaxe ; 
but the self-important gravity which had written itself out in 
the deep lines about his brow and mouth seemed intended to 
correct any contemptuous inferences from the hasty w’orkman- 
ship which Nature had besto^ved on his exterior. He had 
deposited a large well-filled bag, made of skins, on the pave- 
ment, and before him hung a pedler’s basket, garnished partly 
with small womanVware, such as thread and pins, and partly 
j^th fragments of glass, which had probably been taken in 
for those commodities. 

'^nng man,” he said, pointing to a ring on the finger of 
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the reclining figure, ^^when yoxir chin has got a stiffer crop ou 
it, youTl know better than to take your nap in street comers 
with a ring like that on your forefinger. By the Holy 
^vangels \ if it bad been anybody but me standing over you 
two minutes ago — but Bratti Ferraveechi is not the man 
to steal. The cat couldn't eat her mouse if she didn't catch it 
alive, and Bratti couldn’t relish gain if it had no taste of a 
bargain. Why, young man, one San Giovanni, three years 
ago, the Saint sent a dead body in my way — a blind beggar, 
with his cap well-lined with pieces — but, if you'll believe me, 
my stomach turned against the money I'd never bargained for, 
till it came into my head that San Giovanni owed me the 
pieces for what I spend yearly at the Festa ; besides, I buried 
the body and paid for a mass — and so I saw it was a fair 
bargain. But how comes a young man like you, with the face 
of Messer San Michele, to be sleeping on a stone bed with the 
wind for a curtain ? ” 

The deep guttural sounds of the speaker were scarcely 
intelligible to the newly waked, bewildered listener, but he 
understood the action of pointing to his ring: be looked down 
at it, and, with a half-automatic obedience to the warning, 
took it off and thrust it within his doublet, rising at the same 
time and stretching himself. 

Your tunic and hose match ill with that jewel, young man," 
said Bratti, deliberately. “ Anybody might say the saints had 
sent yov a dead body ; but if you took the jewels, I hope you 
buried him — and you can afford a mass or two for him into 
the bargain." 

Something like a painful thrill appeared to dart through the 
frame of the listener, and arrest the careless stretching of his 
arms and chest. For an instant he turned on Bratti with a 
sharp frown ; but he immediately recovered an aii‘ of indiffer- 
ence, took off the red Levantine cap which hung like a great 
purse over his left ear, pu^^hed back his long dark-brown curls, 
and glancing at his dress, said, smilingly — 

‘*You speak truth, friend: my garments are as weather- 
stained as an old sail, and they are not old either, only, like an 
old sail, they have had a sprinkling of the sea as well as the 
rain. The fact is, I'm a stranger in Florence, and when I 
came in footsore last night I preferred flinging myself in a 
comer of this hospitable ^lorch to hunting any longer for a 
chance hostelry, which might turn out to be a nest of blood- 
suckers of more sorts than one." 

stranger, in good sooth,” said Bratti, "for the w 
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come all melting out of your throat, so that d Christian and a 
Florentine can't tell a hook from a hanger. But you're not 
from Genoa ? More likely from Venice, by the cut of your 
clothes ? ” 

At thie present moment," said the stranger, smiling, ** it is 
of less importance where I come from than where I can go to 
for a mouthful of breakfast. This city of yours turns a grim 
look on me just here : can you show me the way to a more 
lively quarter, where I can get a meal and a lodging ? ” 

‘^That I can," said Bratti, ^^and it is your good fortune, 
young man, that I have happened to be walking in from 
Bovezzano this morning, and turned out of my way to Mercato 
Vecchio to say an Ave at the Badia. That, I say, is your good 
fortune. But it remains to be seen what is my profit in the 
matter. Nothing for nothing, young man. If I show you 
the way to Mercato Vecchio, you'll swear by your patron 
saint to let me have the bidding for that stained suit of yours, 
when^you set up a better — as doubtless you will." 

Agreed, by San Niccolo," said the other, laughing. But 
now let us set off to this said Mercato, for I feel the want of a 
better lining to this doublet of mine which you are coveting." 

Coveting ? Nay,” said Bratti, heaving his bag on his back 
and setting out. But he broke off in his reply, and burst out 
in loud, harsh tones, not unlike the creaking and grating of a 
cart-wheel : “ Chi abharatta — haratta — Vvatta — chiahbaratta, 
cenci e vetri — bh^atta ferri vecchi ? ” ^ 

It's worth but little,” he said presently, relapsing into hia 
conversational tone. “ Hose and altogether, your clothes are 
worth but little. Still, if you've a mind to set yourself up 
with a lute worth more than any new one, or with a sword 
that’s been worn by a Bidolfi, or with a paternoster of the 
best mode, I could let you have a great bargain, by making an 
allowance for the clothes ; for, simple as I stand here, I've 
got the best-furnished shop in the Ferravecchi, and it's close 
by the Mercato. The Virgin be praised ! it's not a pumpkin I 
carry on my shoulders. But I don't stay caged in my shop 
all day : I've got a wife and a raven to stay at home and mind 
the stock. Chiabbaratfa — baratta — bWatta? . . . And now, 
young man, where do you come from, and what’s your 
business in Florence ? ” 

“ I thought you liked nothing that came to you without a 
bargain," said the stranger. “ You've offered me nothing yet 
in exchange for that information." 

* ** Who waoto to exobango raga, bToken glaM, or old iron ? " 
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« Well, well ; a Florentine doesn^t mind bidding a fair pric^ 
for news : it stays the stomach a little though he may win no 
hose by it. If I take you to the prettiest damsel in the 
Mercato to get a cup of milk — that will be a fair bargain.” 

‘‘Hay; I can find her myself, if she be really in the 
Mercato ; for pretty heads are apt to look forth of doors and 
windows. No, no. Besides, a sharp trader, like you, ought 
to know that he who bids for nuts and news, may chance to 
find them hollow.” 

“Ah! young man,” said Bratti, with a sideway glance of 
some admiration, “ you were not born of a Sunday — the salt- 
shops were open when you came into the world. You’re not 
a Hebrew, eh? — come from Spain or Naples, eh? Let me 
tell you the Frati Minor! are trying to make Florence as hot 
as Spain for those dogs of hell that want to get all the profit 
of usury to themselves and leave none for Christians; and 
when you walk the Calimara with a piece of yellow cloth in 
your cap, it T!\"ill spoil your beauty more than a sword-cut 
across that smooth olive cheek of yours, — Ahbaratta^ baraUa 

— chi abbaratta? — 1 tell you, young man, gray cloth is against 
yellow cloth ; and there's as much gray cloth in Florence as 
would make a gown and cowl for the Duomo. and there's not 
so much yellow cloth as would make hose for Saint Christopher 

— blessed be his name, and scud me a sight of him this day ! 

— Abbaratta^ baratta, b*mtfa — chi abbaratta?^' 

“ All that is very amusing information you are parting with 
for nothing,” said the stranger, rather scornfully ; “ but it 
happens not to concern me. I am no Hebrew.” 

“ See, now I ” said Bratti, triumphantly ; “I've made a good 
bargain with mere words. Pve made you tell me something, 
young man, though you're as hard to hold as a lamprey. San 
Giovanni be praised ! a blind Florentine is a match for two 
one-eyed men. But here we are in the Mercato.” 

They had now emerged from the narrow streets into a 
broad piazza, known to the elder Florentine writers as the 
Mercato Vecchio, or the Old Market. This piazza, though it 
had been the scene of a provision-market ftom time imme- 
morial, and may, perhaps, says fond imagination, be the veiy 
cpot to which the Fesulean ancestors of the Florentines de- 
scended from their high fastness to traffic with the rustic 
population of the valley, had not been shunned as a place ol 
residence by Florentine wealth. In the early decades of the 
fifteenth century, which was now near its end, the Medici and 
other powerful families of the popolani grassif or commercial 
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nobility^ had their houses there, not perhaps finding their ears 
mucli offended by the loud roar of mingled dialects, or their 
eyes much shocked by the butchers^ stalls, which the old poet 
Antonio Pucci accounts a chief glory, ovdlffnith^ of a market 
that, in his esteem, eclipsed the markets of all the earth 
beside. But the glory of mutton and veal (well attested to be 
the flesh of the right animals ; for were not the skins, with 
the heads attached, duly displayed, according to the decree 
of the Signoria?) was just now wanting to the Mercato, the 
time of Lent not being yet over. The proud corporation, or 
'^Art,’^ of butchers was in abeyance, and it was the great har- 
vest-time of the market-gardeners, the cheesemongers, the vend- 
ers of macaroni, corn, eggs, milk, and dried fruits : a change 
which was apt to make the women’s voices pre<lominant in the 
chorus. But in all seasons there was the experimental ring- 
ing of i)ots and pans, the chinking of the money-changers, the 
tempting offers of cheapness at the old-clothes stalls, the chal- 
lenges of the dicers, the vaunting of new linens and woollens, 
of excellent wooden-ware, kettles, and frying-pans ; there was 
the choking of the narrow inlets with mules and carts, together 
with mucTx uncomplimentary remonstrance in terms re- 
markably identical with the insults in use by the gentler sex 
of the present day, under the same im browning and heating 
circumstances. Ladies and gentlemen, who came to market, 
looked on at a larger amount of amateur fighting than could 
easily be seen in these later times, and beheld more revolting 
rags, beggary, and rascaldom, than modern householders could 
well picture to themselves. As the clay wore on, the hideous 
drama of the gaming-house might be seen here by any chance 
open-air sx:)ectator — the quivering eagerness, the blank 
despair, the sobs, the blasphemy, and the blows : — 

** E vedesi clii perde con gmn soffi, 

E bestcmmiar colla mano alia mascella, 

E rlcever e dar dl moUl ingotli.” 

But still there was the relief of prettier sights : there were 
brood-rabbits, not less innocent and astonished than those of 
our own period; there were doves and singing-birds to be 
bought as presents for the children ; there were even kittens 
for sale, and here and there a handsome gattiiccioj or “ Tom, ” 
with the highest character for mousing ; and, better than all, 
there were young softly rounded cheeks and bright eyes, fresh- 
ened by the start from the faroff castello ^ at daybreak, not to 

^ W«Ued vUlage. 
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speak of older faces with the unfadiag charm of honest good- 
will in them, such as are never quite wanting in scenes of 
human industry. And high on a pillar in the centre of the 
place — a venerable pillar, fetched from the Church of Sun 
Giovanni — stood Donatello’s stone statue of Plenty, with 
fountain near it, where, says old Pucci, the good wives of the 
market freshened their utensils, and their throats also; nui 
because they were unable to buy wine, but because the} 
wished to save the money for their husbands. 

But on this particular morning a sudden change seemed to 
have come over the face of the market. The deschtj or stalls, 
were indeed partly dressed with their various commodities, 
and already there were purchasers assembled, on the aleit to 
secure the finest, freshest vegetables and the most unex- 
ceptionable butter. But when Bratti and liis companion 
entered the piazza, it appeared that some coiiimou preoccupa- 
tion had for the moment distracted the attention both of 
buyers and sellers from their proper business. Most of the 
triers had turned their backs on their goods, and had joined 
the knots of talkers who were concentrating themselves at 
different points in the piazza. A vender of old clothes, in the 
act of hanging out a pair of long hose, had distractedly hung 
them round his neck in his eagerness to join the nearest 
group; an oratorical cheesemonger, v\ith a piece of cheese in 
one hand and a knife in the other, was incautiously making 
notes of his emphatic pauses on that excellent specimen of 
marzolino ; and elderly market-women, with their egg-baskets 
in a dangerously oblique position, contributed a wailing fugue 
of invocation. 

In this general distraction, the Florentine boys, who were 
never wanting in any street scene, and were of an especially 
mischievous sort — as who should say, very sour crabs in- 
deed — saw a great opportunity. Some made a rush at the 
nuts and di-ied figs, others preferred the farinaceous delicacies 
at the cooked provision stalls — delicacies to which certain 
four-footed dogs also, who had learned to take kindly to 
Lenten fare, applied a discriminating nostril, and then disap- 
peared with much rapidity under the nearest shelter ; while 
the mules, not without some kicking and plunging among im- 
peding baskets, were stretching their muzzles towai'ds the 
aromatic green-meat. 

Diavolo 1 said Bratti, as he and his companion came, quite 
unnoticed, upon the noisy scene ; '^the Mercato is gone as mad 
as if the most Holy Father had excommunicated us again. I 
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must know what this is. But never fear : it seems a thou- 
sand years to you till you see the pretty Tessa, and get your 
cup of milk ; but keep hold of me, and I’ll hold to my bar- 
gain. Bemember, I’m to have the first bid for your suit ? 
specially for the hose, which, with all their stains, are the best 
panno di g(iiI>o — as good as ruined, though, with mud and 
weather stains.” 

01&, Monna Trecca,” Bratti proceeded, turning towards an 
old woman on the outside of the nearest group, who for the 
moment had suspended her wail to listen, and shouting close 
in her ear ; Here are the mules upsetting all your bunches 
of parsley : is the world coming to an end, then ? ” 

‘‘Monna Trecca” (equivalent to “Dame Greengrocer”) 
turned round at this unexpected trumpeting in her right ear, 
with a half-fierce, halt- bewildered look, first at the speaker, 
then at her disarranged commodities, and then at the speaker 
again. 

“ A bad Easter and a bad year to you, and may you die by 
the sword ! ” she burst out, rushing towards her stall, but 
directing this first volley' of her ■wrath against Bratti, who, 
without heeding the malediction, quietly slipped into her 
place, within hearing of the narrative which had been absorb- 
ing her attention ; making a sign at the same time to the 
younger stranger to keep near him. 

“ I tell you I saw it myself,” said a fat man with a bunch of 
newly purchased leeks in his hand. “ I was in Santa Maria 
Xovella, and saw it m 3 'self. The woman started up and threw 
out her arms, and cried out and said she sau a big bull with 
fiery horns coming down on the church to crush it. I saw 
it myself.” 

“ Saw what, Goro ? ” said a man of slim figure, w’hose eye 
twinkled rather roguishlj’. He wore a close jerkin, a skull-cap 
lodged carelessly over his left ear as if it had fallen there by 
chance, a delicate linen apron tucked up on one side, and a 
razor stuck in his belt. “ Saw the bull or onl}" the woman ? ” 

“ Why, the woman, to be sure ; but it’s all one, mi pare; it 
doesn’t alter the meaning — va I ” answered the fat man, with 
some contempt. 

“ Meaning ? no, no ; that‘s clear enough,” said several voices 
at once, and then followed a confusion of tongues, iu which 
“ Lights shooting over San Lorenzo for three nights together ” 
— “ Thunder in the clear starlight " — •• Lantern of the Duomo 
struck with the sword of St. Michael” — — “AH 

1 Aims of the MedicL 
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smashed ” — ** Lions tearing each other to pieces ” — " Ah ! and 
they might well ” — Boto ^ caduto in Santissima Nunziatn / ” 
— “ Died like the best of Christians ” — “ God will have par- 
doned him ” — were often^repeated phrases, which shot across 
each other like storm-driven hailstones, each speaker feeling 
I'ather the necessity of utterance than of finding a listener. 
Perhaps the only silent members of the group v'ere Bratti, 
who, as a new-comer, was busy in mentally piecing together 
the flying fragments of information ; the man of the razor ; and 
a thin-lipped, eager-looking personage in spectacles, wearing a 
pen-and-ink case at his belt. 

“ Ehhene, N'ello,’^ said Bratti, skirting the group till he was 
within hearing of the barber. It appears the Maguiflco is 
dead — rest his soul ! — and the price of wax will rise ? 

‘^Even as you say,’' answered Nello; and then added, with 
an air of extra gravity, but with marvellous rapidity, and his 
waxen image in the Xunziata fell at the same moment, they 
say ; or at some other time, whenever it pleases the Frati 
Serviti, who know best. And several cows and women have 
had still-born calves this Quaresima ; and for the bad eggs 
that have been broken since the Carnival, nobody has counted 
them. Ah ! a great man — a great politician — a greater poet 
than Dante. And yet the cupola didu't fall, only the lantern. 
Che miracolo ! ” 

A sharp and lengthened “ Pst ! ” was suddenly heard dart- 
ing across the pelting storm of gutturals. It came from the 
pale man iu spectacles, and had the effect he intended ; for 
the noise ceased, and all eyes in the group were fixed on him 
with a look of expectation, 

'Tis well said j'^ou Florentines are blind,” he began, in an 
incisive high voice. “ It appears to me, you need nothing but 
a diet of hay to make cattle of you. What ! do you think 
the death of Lorenzo is the scourge God has prepared for 
Florence ? Go ! you are sparrows chattering praise over the 
dead hawk. What! a man who was trying to slip a noose 
over every neck in the Republic that he might tighten it at 
his pleasure ! You like that ; you like to have the election of 
your magistrates turned into closet-work, and no man to use 
the rights of a citizen unless he is a Medicean. That is what 
is meant by qualification now: netto di specchio^ no longer 
means that a man pays his dues to the Republic : it means that 

^ A rolive Ima^ of Lorenzo, in wax, hungup in tho Church of the Annunzlata, aup< 
poacd to have fallen at the time of his death. Boto is popular Tuscan for Voto* 

> The phru.^ used to express the ab«^nce of dlaquaUflcatioii— {.c., the not being 
entered aa a debtor in the public hook (speccAioA . 
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lie’ll wluk at robbery of the people’s money — at robbery of 
their daughters’ dowries ; that he’ll play the chamberer and 
the philosopher by tunis — listen to bawdy songs at the 
Carnival and cry ^ Bellissimi ! ’ — and listen to sacred lauds and 
cry again ‘Bellissimi!’ But this is what you love: you 
grumble and raise a riot over your quattrini biancki^^ (white 
farthings) ; “ but you take no notice when the public treasury 
has got a hole in the bottom for the gold to run into Lorenzo’s 
drains. You like to pay for footmen to walk before and 
behind one. of your citizens, that he may be affable and conde- 
scending to you. ‘ See, what a tall Pisan we keep,’ say you, 
‘to march before him with the drawn sword flashing in our 
eyes ! — and yet Lorenzo smiles at us. What goodness ! ’ And 
you think the death of a man, who would soon have saddled 
and bridled you as the Sforza has saddled and bridled Milan — 
you think his death is the scourge God is warning you of by 
portents. I tell you there is another sort of scourge in the 
air.” 

“ITay, nay, Ser Cioni, keep astride your politics, and never 
mount your prophecy ; politics is the better horse,” said Nello. 
“But if you talk of portents, what portent cau bo greater 
than a pious notary ? Balaam’s ass was nothing to it.” 

“Ay, but a notary out of work, with his inkbottle dry,” 
said another bystander, very much out at elbows. “Better 
don a cowl at once, Ser Cioni ; everybody will believe in your 
fasting.” 

The notary turned and left the group with a look of indig- 
nant contempt, disclosing, as he did so, the sallow but mild 
face of a short man who had been standing behind him, and 
whose bent shoulders told of some sedentary occupation. 

“ By San Giovanni, though,” said the fat purchaser of leeks, 
with the air of a person rather shaken in his theories, “ I am 
not sure there isn't some truth in what Ser Cioni says. For I 
know i have good reason to find fault with the quattrini hianchi 
myself. Grumble, did he say ? Suffocation ! I should think 
we do grumble ; and, let anybody say the word. I'll turn out 
into the piazza with the readiest, sooner than have our money 
altered in our hands as if the magistracy were so many 
necromancers. And it’s true I*orenzu iniyrht have hindered 
such work if he would — and for the bull witli the flaming 
horns, why, as Ser Cioni says, there may be lujuiy meanings to 
it, for the matter of that ; it may have mote to do with the 
taxes than we think. For when Gotl aKuve spends a sign^ it*s 
not to be supposed he'd have oidv one 
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Spoken like an oracle, Goro I ” said the barber. “ Why, 
when we poor mortals can pack two or three meanings into 
one sentence, it were mere blasphemy not to believe that your 
miraculous bull means everything that any man in Florence 
likes it to mean.” 

‘‘ Thou art pleased to scoff, l^ello,” said the sallow, round- 
shouldered man, no longer eclipsed by the notary, but it is 
not the less true that every revelation, whether by visions, 
dreams, portents, or the Avritten word, has many meanings, 
which it la given to the illuminated only to unfold.” 

“Assuredly,” answei’ed Nello. “Haven't I been to hear 
the Frate in San Lorenzo ? But then, I’ve been to hear 
Fra Menico in the Duomo too ; and according to him, your 
Fra Girolamo, with his visions and interpretations, is running 
after the wind of Mongibello, and those who follow him are 
like to have the fate of certain swine that ran headlong into 
the sea — or some hotter place. With San Domenico roaring 
i vero in one ear, and San Francisco screaming e falsa in the 
other, what is a poor barber to do — unless he were illumi- 
nated? But it’s plain our Goi'O here is beginning to be 
illuminated, for he already sees that the bull with the flaming 
horns means first himself, and secondly all the other aggrieved 
taxpayers of Florence, who are determined to gore the 
magistracy on the first opporfcuj)ity.” 

“ Goro is a fool ! ” said a bass voice, Avith a note that dropped 
like the sound of a great bell in the midst of much tinkling. 
“ Let him carry home his leeks and shake his flanks over his 
wool-beating. He'll mend matters more that way than by 
showing his tun-shaped body in the piazza, as if everybody 
might measure his grievances by the size of his paunch. The 
burdens that harm him most are lus heavy carcass and liis 
idleness,” 

The speaker had joined the group only in time to hear the 
conclusion of Xello's speech, but he Avas one of those figures 
for whom all the Avorld instinctively makes way, as it Avould 
for a battering-ram. He was not much above the middle 
height, but the impiession of enormous force which Avas con- 
veyed by his capacious chest and brawny arms bared to the 
shoulder, was deepened by the keen sense and quiet resolution 
expressed in his glauce and in every furrow of his cheek and 
brow. He had often been an unconscious model to Domenico 
Ghirlandajo, when that great painter Avas making the Avails of 
the churches reflect the life ot Florence, and translating pale 
aerial traditions into the deep color and strong hues of the 
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faces he knew. The naturally dark tint of his skin was 
additionally bronzed by the same powdery deposit that gave a 
polished black surface to his leathern apron : a deposit which 
habit had probably made a necessary condition of perfect ease, 
for it was not washed off with punctilious regularity. 

Goro turned his fat cheek and glassy eye on the frank 
speaker with a look of deprecation rather than of resent- 
ment. 

Why, Niccolb,” he said in an injured tone, I've heard you 
sing to another tune than that, often enough, when youVe 
been laying down the law at San Gallo on a festa. I've heard 
you say yourself, that a man wasn't a mill-wheel, to be on the 
grind, grind, as long as he was driven, and then stick in his 
place without stirring when the water was low. And you're 
as fond of your vote as any man in Florence — ay, and I've 
heard you say, if Lorenzo ” — 

Yes, yes," said Niccolb. Don't you be bringing up my 
speeches again after you've swallowed them, and handing 
them about as if they w'ere none the worse. I vote and I 
speak when there’s any use iu it : if there's hot metal on the 
anvil, I lose no time before I strike j but I don't spend good 
hours in tinkling on cold iron, or in standing on the pavement 
as thou dost, Goro, with snout upw ard, like a pig uuder au 
oak-tree. And as for Lorenzo — dead and gone before his 
time — he W'as a man who had au eye for curious irou-work; 
and if anybody says he wanted to make himself a tyrant, I 
say, ^ Sla; I'll not deny which way the wind blows when 
every man can see the weathercock.' But that only means 
tbjit Lorenzo was a crested hawk, and there are plenty of 
hawks without crests whose claws and beaks are as good for 
tearing. Though if there was any chance of a real reform, so 
that Marzocco* might shake liis mane and roar again, instead 
of dipping his head to lick the feet of anj^body that w“ill mount 
and ride him, I'd strike a good blow for it." 

“ And that reform is not far off, Xiccolo " said the sallow, 
mild-faced man, seizing his opportunity like a missionary 
among the too liglil-miuded heathens; ‘‘for a time of tribu- 
lation is coining, and the scourge is at hand. And when the 
Church is purged of cardinals and prelates W’ho traffic in her 
inheritance that their hands ma^' be full to pay the price of 
blood and to satisfy their own lusts, the State will be purged 
too — and Florence will be purged of men who love to see 
avarice and lechery under the red hut and the mitre because it 
s TUt* slouc Lluu, eiubleui of tUe BepubUc, 



ROMOLA. 


gives them tlie screen of a more hellisli vice than their 
ovn.'' 

Ay^ as Goro’s broad body would be a screen for my narrow 
person in case of missiles/^ said ^'ello; ‘^but if that e2:cellent 
screen happened to fail. I were stifled under it, surely enough. 
That is no bad image uf thiue, Xanni — or, rather, of the 
Frates; for I fancy there is no room in the small cup of thy 
underatanfling for any other liquor than what he pours into 
it/^ 

And it were well for thee, Kello,” replied Xanui, if thou 
couldsfc empty thyself of thy scoffs and thy jests, and take 
in that liquor too. The warning is ringing in the ears of 
all men: and it's no new story; for the Abbot Joachim 
prophesied of the coming time three hundred years ago, and 
now Fra Giiolamo has got the message afresh. He has seen 
it in a vision, even as the prophets of old; he has seen the 
sword hanging fiom the &ky.'^ 

“Ay, and thou wilt see it thy&clf, Kaniii, if thou wilt stare 
upward long enough,’' said Xiccolb ; “ for that pitiable tailor’s 
work of thine makes thy noddle so overhang thy legs, that thy 
eyeballs can see naught above the stitching-board but the roof 
of thy own skull.” 

The honest tailor bore the jest without bitterness, bent on 
convincing his hearers of his doctrine rather than of his dig- 
nity. But Niccolb gave him uo opportunity for replying ; for 
ho turned aw<ay to the pursuit of his market business, probably 
considering furtlicr dialogue as a tinkling on cold iron, 

“ Ehhrnit^^ said the man with the hose ix»uud his neck, who 
had lately migrated from another knot of talkers, they are 
safest who cross themselves and jest at nobody. Do you know 
that the Magniiico sent for the Fvale at the last, and couldn't 
die without his blessing ? ” 

“AVas it so — in truth ? said several voices. “Yes, yes — 
God will have pardoned him.” “He died like the best of 
Christians.” “ Never took his eyes from the holy crucifix.” 
“And the Frate will have given him his blessing ? 

“ AYcll, I know no more,” said he of the liosen ; “ only Guc- 
cio there met a footman going back to Careggi, and he told 
him the Frate had been sent for yesterniglit, after the Magni- 
fico had confessed and liad the holy sacraments.” 

“ It’s likely enough the Frate will tell the people something 
about it in his sermon this morning ; is it not true, Namni ? ” 
said Goro. “TVhat do you think ? ” 

But Nanni had already turned his back on Goro, and the 
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group was rapidly thinning ; some being stirred by tbe im- 
pulse to go and hear new things ” from the Frate (•' new 
things ” were the nectar of Florentines) j others by the sense 
that it was time to attend to their private business. In this 
general movement, Bratti got close to the barber and 
said, — 

“Ifello, youVe a ready tongue of your own, and are used to 
worming secrets out of people when you've once got them well 
lathered. I picked up a stranger this niorning as I was com- 
ing in from Kovezzano, and I can spell him out no better than I 
can the letters on that scarf I bought from the French cava- 
lier. It isn^t my wits are at fault, — I want no man to help 
me tell peas from paternosters, — but when you come to 
foreign fashions, a fool may happen to know more than a wise 
man.” 

“Ay, thou hast the wisdom of ^lidas, who could turn rags 
and rusty nails into gold, even as Ihon dost,” said Nello, “ and 
he had also something of the ass about him. But where is thy 
bird of strange plumage ? ” 

Bratti was looking round, with an air of disappointment. 

“Diavolo!” he said, with some vexation. “The bird’s 
flown. It’s true he was hungry, and I forgot him. But we 
shall find him in the Mercato, within scent of bread and sav- 
ors, ni answer for him.” 

“ Let us make the round of the Mercato, then,” said 
IS^ello. 

“It isn’t bis feathers that puzzle me,” continued Bratti, as 
they pushed their way together, “ There isji’t much in the 
way of cut and cloth on this side the Holy Sepulchre that can. 
puzzle a Florentine.” 

“ Or frighten him either,” said Xello, “ after he has seen an 
Englander or a German.” 

“ No, no,” said Bratti, cordially ; “ one may never lose sight 
of the Cupola and yet know the world, I hope. Besides, this 
stranger’s clothes are good Italian merchandise, and the hose 
he wears were dyed in Ognissanti befoi^e ever they were dyed 
with salt water, as he saj's. But the riddle about him is ” — 

Here Biatti's explanation was interrupted by some jostling 
as they reached one of the entrances of the piazza, and before 
he could resume it they had caught sight of the enigmatical 
object they were in search oL 
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CHAPTER IL 

BREAKFAST FOB LOVE. 

A.FTEB Bratti had joined the knot of talkers, the young 
stranger, hopeless of learning what was the cause of the gen- 
eral agitation, and not much caring to know what was proba- 
bly of little interest to any but born Florentines, soon became 
tired of waiting for Bratti's escort ; and chose to stroll round 
the piazza, looking out for some vender of eatables who 
might happen to have less than the average curiosity about 
public news. But as if at the suggestion of a sudden thought, 
he thrust his hand into a purse or wallet that hung at his 
waist, and explored it again and again with a look of frustration. 

Not an obolus, by Jupiter ! ” he murmured, in a language 
which was not Tuscan or even Italian. “ I thought I had one 
poor piece left. I must get my breakfast for love, then ! ” 

He had not gone many steps farther before it seemed 
likely that he had found a quarter of the market where that 
medium of exchange might not be rejected. 

In a corner, away from any group of talkers, two mules were 
standing, well adorned with red tassels and collars. One of 
them carried wooden milk-vessels, the other a pair of pan- 
niers filled with herbs and salads. Resting her elbow on the 
neck of the mule that carried the milk, there leaned a young 
girl, api>arently not more than sixteen, with a red hood sur- 
rounding her face, which was all the more baby-like in its pret- 
tiness from the entire concealment of her hair. The poor child, 
perhaps, was weary after her labor in the morning twilight 
in preparation for her walk to market from some castello 
three or four miles off, for she seemed to have gone to sleep in 
that half-standing, half-leaning posture. Nevertheless, our 
stranger had no compunction in awaking her ; but the means 
he chose were so gentle, that it seemed to the damsel in her 
dream as if a little sprig of thyme had touched her lips while 
she was stooping to gather the herbs. The dream was broken, 
however, for she opened her blue baby-eyes, and started up 
with astonishment and confusion to see the young stranger 
standing close before her. She heard him speaking to her in a 
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voice which seemed so strange and soft^ that even if she had 
been more collected she would have taken it for granted that he 
said something hopelessly unintelligible to her, and her first 
movement was to turn her head a little away, and lift up a 
corner of her green serge mantle as a screen. He repeated his 
words, — 

“ Forgive me, pretty one, for awaking you. I’m dying with 
hunger, and the scent of milk makes breakfast seem more 
desirable than ever.” 

He bad chosen the words “ mttoio dlfatne” because he knew 
they would be familiar to her ears ; and he had uttered them 
playfully, with the intonation of a mendicant. This time he was 
understood ; the corner of the mantle was dropped, and in a 
few moments a large cup of fragrant milk was held out to him. 
He paid no further compliments before raising it to his lips, 
and while he was drinking, the little maiden found courage to 
look up at tlie long dark curls of this singular-voiced stranger, 
who had asked for food in the tones of a beggar, but who, 
though his clothes were much damaged, was unlike any beg- 
gar she had ever seen. 

While this process of survey was going on, there was another 
current of feeling that carried her hand into a bag which hung 
by the side of the mule, and when the stranger set down his 
cup, he saw a large piece of bread held out towards him, and 
caught a glance of the blue eyes that seemed intended as au 
encouragement to him to take this additional gift. 

“ But perhaps that is your own breakfast,” lie said. “Ifo, I 
have had enough without payment. A thousand thanks, my 
gentle one.” 

There was no rejoinder in words ; but the piece of bread 
was pushed a little nearer to him, as if in impatience at his 
refusal : and as the long dark eyes of the stranger rested on 
the baby-face, it seemed to be gathering more and more 
courage to look up and meet them. 

^^Ah, then, if I must take the bread,” he said, laying his 
hand on it, I shall get bolder still, and beg for another kiss 
to make the bread sweeter.” 

His speech was getting wonderfully intelligible in spite of 
the strange voice, which had at first almost seemed a thing to 
make her cross herself. She blushed deeply, and lifted up a 
corner of her mantle to her mouth again. But just as the too 
presumptuous stranger was leaning forward, and had his fingers 
on the arm that held up the screening mantle, be was startled 
by a harsh voice close upon his ear. 
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“Who are you — ^Y^tll a murrain to you ? !N^o honest buyer, 
I'll warrant, but a hanger-on of the dicers — or something 
worse. Go ! dance off, and find fitter company, or I'll give 
you a tune to a little quicker time than you'll like.” 

The young stranger drew back and looked at the speaker 
with a glance provokingly free from alarm and deprecation, 
and his slight expression of saucy amusement broke into a 
broad beaming smile as he surveyed the figure of his threaten- 
er. She was a stout but brawny woman, with a man’s jerkin 
slipped over her green serge gamurra or gown, and the peaked 
hood of some departed mantle fastened round her sunburned 
face, which, under all its coarseness and premature wrinkles, 
showed a half-sad, half-ludicrous maternal resemblance to the 
tender baby-face of the little maiden — the soiij of resemblance 
Av-hich often seems a more croaking, shudder-creating prophec}’ 
than that of the death's-head. 

There was something irresistibly propitiating in that bright 
young smile, but Monna Ghita was not a woman to betray any 
weakness, and she went on speaking, apparently with height- 
ened exasperation. 

“Yes, yes, you can grin as well as other monkeys in cap and 
jerkin. You're a minstrel ora mountebank, I’ll be sworn; 
you look for all the world as silly as a tumbler when he’s been 
upside down and has got on his heels again. And what fool's 
tricks hast thou been after, Tes.sa ? ” she added, turning to her 
daughter, whose frightened face was more inviting to abuse. 
“ Giving away the milk and victuals, it seems ; ay, ay, thou’dst 
carry water in thy ears for any idle vagabond that didn’t like 
to stoop for it, thou silly staring rabbit I Turn thy back, and 
lift the herbs out of the panniers, else ITl make thee say a few 
Aves without counting.” 

“Kay, Madonna,” said the stranger, with a pleading smile, 
“ don’t be angry Avith your pretty Tessa for taking pity on a 
hungry traveller, who found himself unexpectedly without a 
quattrino Your handsome face looks so well when it frowns, 
that I long to see it illuminated by a smile.” 

“ Ya via f 1 know what paste you are made of. You may 
tickle me with that straw a good long while before I shall 
laugh, I can tell you. Get along, with a bad Easter ! else Fll 
make a beauty-spot or two on that face of yours that shall 
spoil your kissing on this side Advent.” 

As Monna Ghita lifted her formidable talons by way of 
complying with the first and last requisite of eloquence, Bratti, 
who had come up a minute or two before, had been saying to 
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his companion; What think you of this pretty parrot; Nello ? 
Doesn’t his tongue smack of Venice ? ” 

“ Kay. Bratti,” said the barber in an undertone; “ thy wis- 
dom has much of the ass in it, as 1 told thee just now ; espe- 
cially about the ears. This stranger is a Greek, else Fm not 
the barber who has had the sole and exclusive shaving of the 
excellent Demetrio, and drawn more than one sorry tooth from 
his learned jaw. And this youth might be taken to have come 
straight from Olympus — at least when he has had a touch of 
my razor.” 

Or&u I Monna Ghita ! ” continued Nello, not sorry to see 
some sport; “what has happened to cause such a thunder- 
storm? Has this young stranger been misbehaving him- 
self?” 

“ By San Giovanni ! ” said the cautious Bratti, who had not 
shaken off his original suspicions concerning the shabbily clad 
possessor of jewels, “ he did right to run aAvay from me, if he 
meant to get into mischief. I can swear that I found him 
under the Loggia de’ Gerchi, with a ring on his finger such as 
TVe seen worn by Bernardo Eucellai himself. Not another 
rusty nail’s worth do I know about him.” 

“ The fact is,” said Nello, eying the stranger good-humored- 
ly. “this bello giovane has been a little too presumptuous in ad- 
miring the charms of I^rouna Ghita, and has attempted to kiss 
her while her daughter’s back is turned; for I observe that 
the pretty Tessa is too busy to look this way at present. "Was 
it not so, Messer ? ” Nello concluded, in a tone of courtesy. 

“ You have divined the offence like a soothsayer,” said the 
stranger, laughingly. “ Only that I had not the good fortune 
to find Monna Ghita here at first. I begged a eiip of milk 
from her daughter, and had accepted this gift of bread, for 
which I was making a humble offering of gratitude, before I 
bad the higher pleasure of being face to face with these riper 
charms which I was perhaps too bold in admiring.” 

“ Va, va ! be off, every one of you, and stay in purgatory till 
I pay to get you out, will you ? ” said Monua Ghita, fiercely, 
elbowing Nello, and leading forward her mule so as to compel 
the stranger to jump aside. “Tessa, thou simpleton, bring 
forward thy mule a bit ; the cart will he upon us." 

As Tessa turned to take the mule's bridle, she cast one 
timid glauce at the stranger, who was now moving with Kello 
out of the way of an approaching market-cart ; and the glance 
was just long enough to seize the beckoning movement of hia 
hand, which indicated that he had been watching for thia 
opportunity of an adieu* 
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JEhheney^ said Bratti, raising his voice to speak across the 
cart ; I leave you with Nello^ young man, for there^s no posh- 
ing my bag and basket any farther, and I have business at 
home. But you'll remember our bargain, because if you found 
Tessa without me, it was not my fault. Nello will show you 
my shop in the Ferravecchi, and I’ll not turn my back on 
you.” 

“ A thousand thanks, friend ! ” said the stranger, laughing, 
and then turned away with Nello up the narrow street which 
led most directly to the Piazza del Duomo. 


CHAPTEE in 

THE BABBEB’s SHOr. 

« To tell you the truth,” said the young stranger to Nello, as 
they got a little clearer of the entangled vehicles and mules, 
“ I am not sorry to be handed over by that patron of mine to 
one who has a less barbarous accent, and a less enigmatical 
business. Is it a common thing among you Florentines for an 
itinerant trafdcker in broken glass and rags to talk of a shop 
where he sells lutes and swords ? ” 

“Common? No: our Bratti is not a common man. He 
has a theory, and lives up to it, which is more than I can say 
for any philosopher I have the honor of shaving,” answered 
Nello, w'hose loquacity, like an over-full bottle, could never 
pour forth a small dose. “Bratti means to extract the utmost 
possible amount of pleasure, that is to say, of hard bargaining, 
out of this life^ winding it up with a bargain for the easiest 
possible passage through purgatory, by giving Holy Church 
his winnings when the game is over/ He has had his will 
made to that effect on the cheapest terms a notary could be 
got for. But I have often said to him, ^Bratti, thy bargain 
a limping one, and thou art on the lame side of it. Does it not 
make thee a little sad to look at the pictures of the Paradiso 7 
Thou wilt never be able there to chaffer for rags and rusty 
nails : the saints and angels want neither pins nor tinder ; and 
except with San Bartolommeo, who carries his skin about in 
an inconvenient manner, I see no chance of thy making a bar- 
gain for second-hand clothing.^ But God pardon me,” added 
Nello, changing his tone, and crossing himself| “this light 
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talk ill beseems a morning when Lorenzo lies dead, and the 
Muses are tearing their hair — always a painful thought to a 
barber ; and you yourself, Messere, are probably under a cloud, 
for when a man of your speech and presence takes up with so 
sorry a night^s lodging, it argues some misfortune to have 
befallen him.” 

“ What Lorenzo is that whose death you speak of ? ” said the 
stranger, appearing to have dwelt w^ith too anxious an interest 
on this point to have noticed the indirect inquiry that followed 
it. 

“What Lorenzo? There is but one Lorenzo, I imagine, 
whose death could throw the Mercato into an uproar, set the 
lantern of the Duomo leaping in desperation, and cause the 
lions of the Rejmblic to feel under an immediate necessity to 
devour one another. T mean Lorenzo de’ Medici, the Pericles 
of our Athens — if I may make such a comparison in the ear 
of a Greek.” 

“Why not?” said the other, laughingly; “for I doubt 
whether Athens, even in the days of Pericles, could have pro- 
duced so learned a barber.” 

“Yes, yes; I thought I could not be mistaken,” said the 
rapid Nello, “ else I have shaved the venerable Demetrio 
Calcondila to little purpose; but pardon me, I am lost in 
wonder : your Italian is better than his, though he has been 
in Italy forty years — better even than that of the accom- 
plished Marullo, who may be said to have married the Italic 
Muse in more senses than one, since he has married our 
learned and lovely Alessaiidra Scala.” 

“It will lighten your wonder to know that I come of a 
Greek stock planted in Italian soil much longer than the 
mulberry-trees which have taken so kindly to it. I was born 
at Bari, and my — I mean, I was brought up by an Italian — 
and, in fact, I am a Greek, very much as your peaches are 
Persian. The Greek dye was subdued in me, I suppose, till I 
had been dipped over again by long abode and much travel ia 
the laud of gods and heroes. And, to confess something of 
my private affairs to you, this same Gi'eek dye, with a few 
ancient gems I have about me, is the onl}" fortune shipwreck 
has left me. But — when the towers fall, you know it is an 
ill business for the small nest-builders — the death of your 
Pericles makes me wish I had rather turned my steps towards 
Rome, as I should have done but for a fallacious Minerva in 
the shape of an Augustinian monk. - At Rome/ he said, ‘you 
will be lost in a crowd of hungry scholars 5 but at Florence, 
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evciy comer is penetrated by tbo sunslune of Lorenzo^g 
patronage: Florence is the best market in Italy for such 
commodities as yours.’ ” 

« Chiaffhf and so it will remain, I hope,” said Nello. 
"Lorenzo was not the only patron and judge of learning in 
our city — Heaven forbid I Because he was a large melon, 
every other Morentine is not a pumpkin, I suppose. Have we 
not Bernardo Eucellai, aud Alamanno Einuccmi, and plenty 
more ? And if you want to be informed on such matters, I, 
Nello, am your man. It seems to me a thousand years tiU I 
can be of service to a bel erudlto like yourself. And, first of 
in the matter of your hair. That beard, my fine young 
man, must be parted with, were it as dear to you as the nymph 
of your dreams. Here at Florence, we love not to see a man 
with his nose projecting over a cascade of hair. But, remember, 
you will have passed the Eubicon, when once you have been 
shaven : if you repent, and let your beard grow after it has 
acqiiired stoutness by a struggle with the razor, your mouth 
will by and by show no longer what Messer Angelo calls tlie 
divine prerogative of lips, but will appear like a dark cavern 
fringed with horrent brambles.” 

" That is a terrible prophecy,” said the Greek, especially 
if your Florentine maidens are many of them as pretty as the 
little Tessa I stole a kiss from this morning.” 

"Tessa? she is a rough-handed contadina: you will rise 
into the favor of dames who bring no scent of the mule- 
stables with them. But to that end, you must not have the 
air of a sgherro, or a man of evil repute : you must look like 
a courtier, and a scholar of the more polished sort, such as our 
Pietro Grinito — like one who sins among well-bred, well-fed 
people, and not one who sucks down vile vino di sotto in a 
chance tavern.” 

“ With all my heart,” said the stranger. " If the Florentine 
Graces demand it, I am willing to give up this small matter of 
my beard, but ” — 

"Yes, yes,” interrupted Nello. "I know what you would 
say. It IS the beHa %aztera — the hyacinthine locks, you do 
not choose to part with ; and there is no need. Just a little 
pruning — ecco ! — and you will look not unlike the illustrious 
prince Pico di Mirandola in his prime. And here we are lu 
good time in the Piazza San Giovanni, and at the door of my 
shop. But you are pausing, I see: naturally, you want to 
look at OUT wonder of the world, our Duomo, our Santa Maria 
del Fiore. Well, well, a mere glance; but I beseech you to 
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leave a closer survey till you liave been shaved : I am quiver- 
ing with the inspiration of my art even to the very edge of 
my razor. Ah, then, come round this way.” 

The mercurial barber seized the arm of the stranger, and 
led him to a point, on the south side of the piazza, from which 
he could see at once the huge dark shell of the cupola, the 
slender soaring grace of Giotto’s campanile, and the quaint 
octagon of San Giovanni in front of them, showing its unique 
gates of storied bronze, which still bore the somewhat dimmed 
glory of their original gilding. The inlaid marbles were then 
fresher in their pink, and white, and purple, than they are 
now, when the winters of four centuries have turned their 
white to the rich ochre of well-mellowed meerschaum; the 
facade of the cathedral did not stand ignominious in faded 
stucco, but had upon it the magnificent promise of the half- 
completed marble inlaying and statued niches, which Giotto 
had devised a hundred and fifty years before; and as the 
campanile in all its harmonious variety of color and form led 
the eyes upward, high into the clear air of this April morning, 
it seemed a prophetic symbol, telling that human life must 
somehow and some time shape itself into accord with that 
pure aspiring beauty. 

But this was not the impression it appeared to produce on 
the Greek. His eyes were irresistibly led upward, but as he 
stood with his arms folded and his curls falling backward, 
there was a slight touch of scorn on his lip, and when his eyes 
fell again they glanced round with a scanning coolness which 
was rather piquing to Nello’s Morentine spirit. 

“Well, ray fine young man,” he said, with some impatience, 
“you seem to make as little of our Cathedral as if you were 
the Angel Gabriel come straight from Paradise. I should 
like to know if you have ever seen finer work than our Giotto’s 
tower, or any cupola that would not look a mere mushroom by 
the side of Brunelleschi’s there, or any marbles finer or more 
cunningly wrought than these that our Signoria got from far- 
off quarries, at a price that would buy a dukedom. Gome, 
now, have you ever seen anything to equal them ? ” 

“If you asked me that question with a scimitar at my 
throat, after the Turkish fashion, or even your own razor,” 
said the young Greek, smiling gayly, and moving on towards 
the gates of the Baptistery, “I dare say you might get a 
confession of the true faith from me. But with my throat 
free from peril, I venture to tell you that your buildings 
smack too much of Christian barbarism for my taste, I have 
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a shuddering sense of what there is inside — hideous smoked 
Madonnas; fleshless saints in mosaic, staring down idiotic 
astonishment and rebuke from the apse ; skin-clad skeletons 
hanging on crosses, or stuck all o7er with arrows, or stretched 
on gridirons ; women and monks with heads aside in perpetual 
lamentation. I have seen enough of those wry-iiecked favor- 
ites of heaven at Constantinople. But what is this bronze 
door rough with imagery ? These women's figures seem 
moulded in a different spirit from those starved and staring 
saints I spoke of : these heads in high relief speak of a human 
mind within them, instead of looking like an index to per- 
petual spasms and colic." 

“Yes, yes," said Xello, with some triumph. “I think we 
shall show you by and by that our Florentine art is not in a 
state of barbarism. These gates, my fine young man, were 
moulded half a century ago, hy our Lorenzo Ghiberti, when he 
counted hardly so many years as you do." 

“ A.h, I remember," said the stranger, turning away, like one 
whose appetite for contemplation was soon satisfied. “I have 
heard that your Tuscan sculptors and painters have been 
studying the antique a little. But with monks for models, and 
the legends of mad hermits and martyrs for subjects, tl«e 
vision of Olympus itself would be of small use to them." 

“I understand," said Nello, with a significant shrug, as they 
walked along. “ You are of the same mind as ichele Marullo, 
ay, and as Angelo Poliziano himself, in spite of his canouicate, 
when he relaxes himself a little in m3’ shop after his lectures, 
and talks of the gods awaking from their long sleep and 
making the woods and streams vital once more. But he rails 
against the Koman scholars who want to make us all talk 
Latin again : ‘ My ears,’ he says, * are sufficiently flayed by the 
barbarisms of the learned, and if the vulgar are to talk 
Latin I w'ould as soon have been in Florence the day they 
took to beating all the kettles in the city because the bells 
were not enough to stay the wrath of the saints.' Ah, Messer 
Greco, if you want to know the flavor of our acholai'ship, you 
must frequent my shop : it is the focus of Florentine intellect, 
and in that sense the navel of the earth — as my great 
predecessor, Burchiello, said of ?iis shop, on the more frivolous 
pretension that his street of the Oalimara was the centre of 
our city. And here we are at the sign of * Apollo and the 
Razor.' Apollo, j’^ou see, is bestowing the razor on the 
Triptolemus of our craft, the first reaper of beards, the sublime 
Anonimo, whose mysterious identity is indicated by a shadowy 
hand " 
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"I see thou hast had custom already, Sandro, continued 
Nello, addressing a solemn-looking dark-eyed youth, who made 
way for them on the threshold. And now make all clear for 
this signor to sit down. And prepare the finest-scented lather, 
for he has a learned and a handsome chin.” 

‘'You have a pleasant little adytum there, I see,” said the 
stranger, looking through a latticed screen which divided the 
shop from a room of about equal size, opening into a still 
smaller walled enclosure, where a few bays and laurels sur- 
rounded a stone Hermes. “ I suppose your conclave of eruditl 
meets there ? ” 

“ There, and not less in my shop,” said ifello, leading the 
way into the inner room, in which were some benches, a table, 
with one book in manuscript and one printed in capitals lying 
open upon it, a lute, a few oil-sketches, and a model or two of 
hands and ancient masks. “ For my shop is a no less fitting 
haunt of the Muses, as you will acknowledge when you feel 
the sudden illumination of understanding and the serene 
vigor of inspiration that will come to you with a clear chin. 
Ah ! you can make that lute discourse, I perceive. I, too, 
have some skill that way, though the serenata is useless when 
daylight discloses a visage like mine, looking no fresher than 
an apple that has stood the winter. But look at that sketch : 
it is a fancy of Piero di Cosirao’s, a strange freakish painter, 
who says he saw it by long looking at a mouldy wall.” 

The sketch Nello pointed to represented three masks — one 
a drunken laughing Satyr, another a sorrowing ^Magdalen, and 
the third, which lay between them, the rigi^ cold face of a 
Stoic : the masks rested obliquely on the lap of a little child, 
whose cherub features rose above them with something of the 
supernal promise in the gaze which painters had by that time 
learned to give to the Divine Infant. 

“ A symbolical picture, I see,” said the young Greek, touch- 
fiig the lute while he spoke, so as to bring out a slight musical 
murmur. “ The child, perhaps, is the Golden Age. wanting 
neither worship nor philosophy. And the Golden Age can al- 
ways come back as long as men are bom in the form of babies, 
and don’t come into the woidd in cassock or furred mantle. 
Or, the child may mean the wise philosophy of Epicurus, 
removed alike from the gross, the sad, and the severe.’’ 

“Ah! everybody has his own interpretation for that 
picture,” said ISTello ; “ and if you ask Piero himself what ha 
meant by it, he sa^'S his pictures are an appendix which Mes- 
ser Domeneddio has been pleased to make to the universe, '%nd 
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if any man is in doubt what they mean, he had better inquire 
of Holy Church. He has been asked to paint a picture aftnr 
the sketch, but he puts his fingers to his ears and shakes las 
head at that; the fancy is past, he says — a strange animal, 
pnr Piero. But now all is ready for your initiation into the 
mysteries of the razor. 

Mysteries they may well be called,” continued the barber, 
with rising spirits at the prospect of a long monologue, as 
imprisoned the young Greek in the shroud-like shaving-cloth; 

mysteries of Minerva and the Graces. I get the flower ol 
men’s thoughts, because 1 seize them in the first moment after 
shaving. (Ah ! you wince a little at the lather ; it tickles the 
outlying limits of the nose, I admit.) And that is what 
makes the peculiar fitness of a barber’s shop to become 
resort of wit and learning. For, look now at a druggist’s shop 
there is a dull conclave at the sign of ‘ The Moor,’ that pre- 
tends to rival mine ; but what sort of inspiration, I beseech 
you, can be got from the sfsent of nauseous vegetable decoc- 
tions ? — to say nothing of the fact that you no sooner pass the 
threshold than 3'ou see a doctor of physic, like a gigantic 
spider disguised in fur and scarlet, waiting for his prey ; or 
even see him blocking up the doorway seated on a bony hack 
inspecting saliva. (Your chin a little elevated, if it please 
you : contemplate that angel who is blowing the trumpet at 
you from the ceiling, I had it painted expressly for the regu- 
lation of my clients’ chins.) Besides, your druggist, who 
herborizes and decocts, is a man of prejudices ; he has poisoned 
people according to a system, and is obliged to stand up for 
his system to justify the consequences. Xow a barber can be 
dispassionate ; the only thing he necessarily stands by” is the 
razor, always providing he is not an author. That was the 
flaw in my great predecessor Burchiello : he was a poet, and 
had consequently a prejudice about his own poetry. 1 have 
escaped that; I saw very early that authorship is a narrow- 
ing business, in conflict with the liberal art of the razor, which 
demands an impartial affection for all men’s chins. Ecco, 
Messer ! the outline of your chin and lip is as clear as a 
maiden’s: and now fix your mind on a knotty question — ask 
yourself whether you are bound to spell Virgil with an i or an e, 
and say if you do not feel an unwonted clearness on the point. 
Onl}^, if you decide for the ?. keep it to yourself till your for- 
tune is made, for the e hath the stronger following in 
Florence. Ah 1 I think I see a gleam of still quicker wit in 
your eye. I have it on the authority of our young Niccold 
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Macchiavelli, himself keen enough to discern ilpelo nelV jtovoy 
as we say, and a great lover of delicate shaving, though his 
beard is hardly of two years’ date, that no sooner do the hairs 
begin to push themselves, than he perceives a certain gross^ 
ness of apprehension creeping over him.” 

Suppose you let me look at myself,” said the stranger, 
laughing. The happy effect on my intellect is perhaps ob* 
structed by a little doubt as to the effect of my appearance.” 

Behold yourself in this mirror, then; it is a Venetian mir- 
ror from Murano, the true nosce teipsam^ as 1 have named it, 
compared with which the finest mirror of steel or silver is mere 
darkness. See now, how by diligent shaving, the nether region 
of your face may preserve its human outline, instead of pre- 
senting no distinction from the physiognomy of a bearded owl 
or a Barbary ape. I have seen men whose beards have so in- 
vaded their cheeks, that one might have pitied them as the 
victims of a sad, brutalizing chastisement befitting our Dante’s 
Inferno, if they had not seemed to strut with a strange triumph 
in their extravagant hairiness.” 

It seems to me,” said the Greek, still looking into the 
mirror, ‘'that you have taken away some of my capital with 
your razor — 1 mean a year or two of age which might have 
won me more ready credit for my learning. Under the in- 
spection of a patron whose vision has grown somewhat dim, 1 
shall have a perilous resemblance to a maiden of eighteen in 
the disguise of hose and jerkin.” 

" Not at all,” said Nello, proceeding to clip the too extrava- 
gant curls; '’your proportions are not those of a maiden. 
And for your age, I myself remember seeing Angelo Toliziaiio 
begin his lectures on the Latin language when he had a young- 
er beard than yours; and between ourselves, his juvenile ug- 
liness was not less signal than his precocious scholarship. 
Whereas you — no, no, your age is not against you ; but 
between ourselves, let me hint to yon that your being a 
Greek, though it be only an Apulian Greek, is not in your 
favor. Certain of our scholars hold that 3"0ur Greek learning 
is but a wayside degenerate plant until it has been trans- 
planted into Italian brains, and that now there is such a plen- 
tiful crop of the superior qualit3',3'our native teacliei-s are mere 
propagators of degeneracy. Ecco ! 3'-our cnrls are now of the 
right proportion to neck and shoulders ; rise, ^Lesser, and I 
will free you from the encumbrance of this cloth. Gnaffl ! I 
almost advise you to retain the faded jerkin and hose a little 
longer; they give you the air of a fallen prince.” 
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*But the question is/’ said the young Greek, leaning against 
the high back of a chair, and returning Nello^s contemplative 
admiration with a look of inquiring anxiety ; “ the question is, 
in what quarter I am to carry my princely air, so as to rise 
from the said fallen condition. If your Florentine patxoiia 
of learning share this scholarly hostility to the Greeks, I see 
not how your city can be a hospitable refuge for me, as you 
seemed to say just now.” 

Pian piano — not so fast,” said Nello, sticking his thumbs 
into his belt and nodding to Sandro to restore order. "1 will 
not conceal from you that there is a prejudice against Greeks 
among us ; and though, as a barber nnsnared by authorship, I 
share no prejudices, 1 must admit that the Greeks are not al- 
ways such pretty youngsters as yourself : their erudition is 
often of an uncombed, unmannerly aspect, and incriisted with 
a barbarous utterance of Italian, that makes their converse 
hardly more euphonious than that of a Tedesco in a state of 
vinous loquacity. And then, again, excuse me — we Floren- 
tines have liberal ideas about speech, and consider that an 
instrument which can flatter and promise so cleverly as the 
tongue, must have been partly made for those purposes; and 
that truth is a riddle for eye.s and wit to discover, which it weiv 
a mere spoiling of sport for the tongue to betray. Still we 
have our limits beyond which we call dissimulation treachery. 
But it is said of the Greeks that their honesty begins at what 
.is the hanging point with us, and that since the old Furies 
went to sleep, your Christian Greek is of so easy a conscience 
that he would make a stepping-stone of his father’s corpse.” 

The flush on the stranger’s face indicated what seemed sn 
natural a movement of resentment, that the good-natured "Nellfl 
hastened to atone for his want of reticence. 

“Be not offended, hd giovane ; I am but repeating what I 
hear in my shop ; as you may perceive, my eloquence is simply 
the cream which I skim off my clients’ talk. Heaven forbid 
I should fetter my impartiality by entertaining an opinion. 
And for that same scholarly objection to the Greeks,” added 
"Nello, in a more mocking tone, and with a significant grimace, 
“ the fact is, you are heretics, Messer ; jealousy has nothing to 
do with it: if you would just change your opinion about 
leaven, and alter your Doxology a little, our Italian scholars 
would think it a thousand years till they could give up their 
chairs to you. Yes, yes ; it is chiefly religious scruple, and 
partly also the authority of a great classic, — Juvenal, is it 
not f He, I gather, had his bile as much stirred by the 
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swarm of Greeks as our Messer Angelo, wlio is fond of quoting 
some passage about their incorrigible impudence — audacia 
perdiiaJ^ 

Pooh ! the passage is a compliment,” said the Greek, who 
had recovered himself, and seemed wise enough to take the 
matter gayly, — 

‘ Xngenium vclox, andada perdita, sermo 
Fromptus, et Isseo torrenlior.’ 

A rapid intellect and ready eloquence may carry off a little 
impudence.” 

“ Assuredly,” said JTello. “ And since, as I see, you know 
Latin literature as well as Greek, you will not fall into the 
mistake of Giovanni Argiropulo, who ran full tilt against 
Cicero, and pronounced him all but a pumpkin-head. Por, let 
me give you one bit of advice, young man — trust a barber 
who has sliaved the best chins, and kept his eyes and ears 
open for twenty years — oil j^our tongue well when you talk 
of the ancient Latin writers, and give it an extra dip when 
you talk of the modern. A wise Greek win favor among 
us; witness our excellent Demetrio, who is loved by man}’, 
and not hated immoderately even by the most renowned 
scholars.” 

“ I discern the wisdom of your advice so clearly,” said the 
Greek, with the bright smile which was continually lighting 
up the fine form and color of his young face, that I will ask 
you for a little more. Who now, for example, would be the 
most likely patron for me ? Is there a son of Lorenzo who 
inherits his tastes ? Or is there any other wealthy Florentine 
specially addicted to purchasing antique gems ? I have 
a fine Cleopatra cut in sardonyx, and one or two other 
intaglios and cameos, both curious and beautiful, worthy of 
being added to the cabinet of a prince. Happil}-, I had taken 
the precaution of fastening them within the lining of my 
doublet before 1 set out on my voyage. Moreover, I should 
like to raise a small sum for my present need on this ring 
of mine” (here he took out the ring and replaced it on 
his finger), “ if you could recommend me to any honest traf- 
ficker.” 

“ Let us see, let us see,” said Nello, perusing the floor, and 
walking up and down the length of his shop. “This is no 
time to apply to Piero de' Medici, though he has the will to 
make such purchases if he could always spare the money ; but 
I think it is another sort of Cleopatra that he covets mosu 
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• • * Yes^ I have it. What you want is a man of vealth, 
and induence, and scholarly tastes — not one of your learned 
porcupines, bristling all over with critical tests, but one whose 
Greek and Latin are of a comfortable laxity. And that man 
is Bartolommeo Scala, the secretary of our Bepublic. He 
eame to Florence as a poor adventurer himself — a miller^s 
son — a ‘branny monster/ as he has been nicknamed by our 
honey-lipped Poliziano, who agrees with him as well as my 
teeth agree with lemon-juice. And, by the by, that may be a 
reason why the secretary may be the more ready to do a good 
turn to a strange scholar. For, between you and me, bel 
giovane — trust a barber who has shaved the best scholars — 
friendliness is much such a steed as Ser Benghi’s: it will 
Imrdly show much alacrity unless it has got &e thistle of 
hatred under its tail. However, the secretary is a man who’ll 
keep his word to you, even to the halving of a fennel-seed ; 
and he is not unlikely to some of your gems.’’ 

“But how am I to get at this great man ? ” said the Greek, 
rather impatiently. 

“I was coming to that,” said ITello. “Just now everybody 
of any public importance will be full of Lorenzo's death, and 
a stranger may find it difficult to get any notice. But in the 
mean time, I could take you to a man who, if he has a mind, 
can help you to a chance of a favorable intervie\7 with Scala 
sooner than anybody else in Florence — worth seeing for his 
own sake too, to say nothing of his collections, or of his 
daughter Eomola, who is as fair as the Florentine lily before 
it got quarrelsome and turned red.” 

“But if this father of the beautiful Romola makes collec- 
tiouB, why should he not like to buy some of my gems 
himself ? ” 

Nello shrugged his shoulders. “For two good reasons — 
want of sight to look at the gems, and want of money to pay 
for them. Our old Bardo de’ Bardi is so blind that he can see 
no more of his daughter than, as he says, a glimmering of 
something bright when she comes very near him ; doubtless 
her golden hair, which, as Messer Luigi Pulci says of his 
Meridiana’s, ‘ raggia come stella p&r sereno,^ Ah ! here come 
some clients of mine, and 1 shouldn’t wonder if one of them 
could serve your tuim about that ring.” 
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CHA.PTER IV. 

FIRST IMPRESSIONS. 

“Good-dAly, Messer Domenico,” said Nello to the foremost 
of the two visitors who entered the shop, while he nodded 
silently to the other. ‘‘ Yon come as opportunely as cheese on 
macaroni. Ah ! you are in haste — wish to be shaved without 
delay — ecco! And this is a morning when every one has 
grave matter on his mind. Florence orphaned — the very 
pivot of Italy snatched away — heaven itself at a loss what 
to do next. Oime! Well, well; the sun is nevertheless 
travelling on towards dinner-time again ; and as I was saying, 
you come like cheese ready grated. For this young stranger 
was wishing for an honorable trader who would advance him 
a sum on a certain ring of value, and if I had counted every 
goldsmith and money-lender in Florence on my fingers, I 
couldn’t have found a better name than Menico Cennini. 
Besides, he hath other ware in which you deal — Greek 
learning, and young eyes — a double implement which you 
printers are always in need of.” 

The grave elderly man, son of that Bernardo Cennini, who, 
twenty years before, having heard of the new process of 
printing carried on by Germans, had cast his own types in 
Florence, remained necessarily in lathered silence and passivity 
while Nello showered this talk in his ears, but turned a slow 
sideway gaze on the stranger. 

^^This fine young man has unlimited Greek, Latin, or 
Italian at your service,” continued Nello, fond of interpreting 
by very ample paraphrase. “ He is as great a wonder of 
juvenile learning as Francesco Filelfo or our own incomparable 
Poliziano. A second Guarino, too, for he has had the misfor- 
tune to be shipwrecked, and has doubtless lost a store of 
precious manuscripts that might have contributed some 
correctness even to your correct editions, Domenico, Fortu- 
nately, he has rescued a few gems of rare value. His name is 
— you said your name, Messer, was ? ” — 

“ Tito Melema,” said the stranger, slipping the ring from 
bis finger, and presenting it to Cennini, whom Nello, not less 
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rapid with bis razor tlian with his tongue^ had now released 
from the shav'ing'elotb. 

Meanwhile the man who had entered the shop in company 
with the goldsmith — a tali figure^ about with a short 
tiimmed ^ard, wearing an old felt hat and a threadbaie 
mantle — had kept his eye fixed on the Greek, and now said 
abruptly, — 

Young man, I am painting a picture of Sinon deceiving 
old Priam, and 1 should be glad of your face for my Sinon, if 
you^d give me a sitting.” 

Tito Melema started and looked round with a pale astonish^ 
ment in his face as if at a sudden accusation ; but Xello leit 
him no time to feel at a loss for an answer: “Piero/' said the 
barber, “thou art the most extraordinary compound of hunioH 
and fancies ever packed into a human skin. What trick wilt 
thou play with the fine visage of this young scholar to iii<ike 
it suit thy traitor ? Ask him rather to turn his eyes upward, 
and thou mayst make a Saint Sebastian of him that will 
draw troops of devout women ; or, if thou art in a clattsual 
vein, put myrtle about his curls and make him a young 
Bacchus, or say rather a Phoebus Apollo, for bis face is as 
warm and bright as a summer morning ; it made me his friend 
in the space of a ^ credo.' ” 

“ Ay, Nello,” said the painter, speaking with abrupt pauses; 
“ and if thy tongue can leave off its everlasting chirping long 
enough for thy understanding to consider the matter, tliou 
mayst see that thou hast just shown the reason why the face 
of Messere will suit my traitor. A perfect traitor should have 
a face which vice can write no marks on — lips that will lie 
with a dimpled smile — eyes of such agatedike brightness and 
depth that no infamy can dull them — cheeks that will rise 
from a murder and not look haggard. I say not this young 
man is a traitor : I mean, he has a face that would make him 
the more perfect traitor if he had the heart of one, which is 
saying neither more nor less than that he has a beautiful face, 
informed with rich^'oung blood, that will be nourished enough 
by food, and keep its color without much help of virtue. He 
ma)’ have the heaii; of a hero along with it; I aver nothing to 
the contrary. Ask Domenico there if the lapidaries can 
always tell a gem by the sight alone. And now Fm going to put 
the tow in my ear.s, for thy chatter and the bells together are 
more than I can endure : so say no more to me, but trim my 
beard.” 

With these last words Piero (called “ di Cosimo,” from hia 
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master, Cosimo Rosselli) drew out two bits of tow, stuffed 
them iu his ears, and placed himself in the chair before Nello, 
who shrugged his shoulders and cast a grimacing look of intel- 
ligence at the Greek as much as to say, “ A whimsical fellow, 
you perceive ! Everybody holds his speeches as mere 
jokes.” 

Tito, who had stood transfixed, with his long dark eyes rest 
ing on the unknown man who had addressed him so equivocal- 
ly, seemed recalled to his self-command by Piero's cliange of 
position, and apparently satisfied with his explanation, was 
again giving his attention to Cennini, who presently said, — 

“ This is a curious and valuable ring, young man. This in- 
taglio of the fish with the crested serpent above it, in the 
black stratum of the onyx, or rather nicolo, is u eil shown by 
the sui rounding blue of the upper stratum. The ring has, 
doubtless, a history ? ” added Cennini, looking up keenly at the 
young sti'anger. 

“ Yes, indeed,” said Tito, meeting the scrutiny very frank- 
ly. The ring was found in Sicily, and I have understood 
from those who busy themselves with gems and sigils, that 
both the stone and intaglio are of virtue to make the wearer 
fortunate, especially at sea, and also to restore to him what- 
ever he may have lost. Put,'’ he continued, smiling, “ though 
I have worn it constantly since I quitted Greece, it has not 
made me altogether fortunate at sea, you perceive, unless I am 
to count escape from drowning as a sufficient proof of its 
virtue. It remains to be seen whether my lost chest will come 
to light ; but to lose no chance of such a result, IMesser, I will 
pray you only to hold the ring for a short space as pledge for 
a small sum far beneath its value, and 1 will redeem it as soon 
as I can dispose of certain other gems which are secured within 
iny doublet, or indeed as soon as I can earn something by any 
scholarly employment, if I ma\" be so fortunate as to meet 
with such.” 

“ That may be seen, young man, if you will come with me,” 
said Cennini. My brother Pietro, who is a better judge of 
scholarship than I, will perhaps be able to supply you with a 
task that may test your capabilities. Meanwhile, take back 
your ring until I can hand you the necessary fiorius. and, if it 
please you, come along with me.'’ 

“Yes, yes,” said Aiello, “go with Messer Domenico, you 
cannot go in better company ; he was bom under the constel- 
lation that gives a man skill, riches, and integrity, whatever 
that constellation may be, which is of the less consequence 
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he^msehMi^ tlseiroiro indeed, if 

they eonid, there nugfat be an inennventent rash of faabie/at 

K riteular epochs. Besides, onr Fhcenbu the in^'omparable 
so, has sbown that joor hotoaeopwB are all a nonsensical 
dream — which is the less trouhlesonie opinlcMu Addio/b**^ 
gwnanet don^t foi^t to come back to me/' 

fear of said Tito, beekonsag a farewell, as 

turned toimd bis bright face at the door. *-* Yoa are to do mp 
a great service : — that is the most positire securitv for jour 
seeing me again.^’ 

‘"Say what thou wilt, Piero,^' said Xello, as the roun^ 
stranger disappeared, ^ I shall nerer look at such an oui'^ide 
as that without taking it as a sign of a lovable nature. Why, 
thou wilt say neKt that Liouardo* whom thou art always lav- 
ing about, ought to have made his Judas as beautiful as St 
John! But thou art as deaf as the top of Mount Morello 
with that accursed tow in tbj ears. Well, well : I’ll get a 
little more of this young man’s history from him before 1 take 
him to Bardo BardL’’ 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE BLIND SCHOLAR AND HIS DAUGHTER, 

The Via de’ Bardi, a street noted in the history of Florence, 
lies in Oltrarno, or that portion of the city which clothes the 
southern bank of the river. It extends from the Ponte 
Vecchio to the Piazza de' Mozzi at the head of the Ponte alle 
Grazie ; its right-hand line of houses and walls being backed 
by the rather steep ascent which in the fifteenth century was 
known as the hill of Bogoli, the famous stone-quarry whence 
the city got its pavement — of dangerously unstable con- 
sistence when penetrated by rains ; its left-hand buildings 
flanking the river and making on their northern side a length 
of quaint, irregularly pierced facade, of which the waters give 
a softened loving reflection as the sun begins to decline 
towards the western heights. But quaint as these buildings 
are, some of them seem to the historical memory a too 
modern substitute for the famous houses of the Bardi family, 
destroyed by popular rage in the middle of the fourteenth 
century. 

They were a proud and energetic stock, these Bardi ; con- 
spicuous among those who clutched the sword in the earliest 
world-famous quarrels of Florentines with Florentines, w’hen 
the narrow streets were darkened with the high towers of the 
nobles, and when the old tutelar god Mars, as he saw the gut- 
ters reddened with neighbors’ blood, might w^ell have smiled 
at the centuries of lip-service paid to his rival, the Baptist, 
But the Bardi hands were of the sort that not only clutch the 
sword-hilt with vigor, but love the more delicate pleasure of 
fingering minted metal : they W'^ere matched, too, with true 
Florentine eyes, capable of discerning that power was to be 
won by other means than by rending and riving, and bj’ the 
middle of the fourteenth century we find them risen from their 
original condition of popolani to be possessors, by purchase, of 
lands and strongholds, and the feudal dignit}* of Counts of 
Vernio, disturbing to the jealousy of their republican fellow- 
citizens. These lordly purchases are explained b}- our seeing 
the Bardi disastrously signalized only a fewye^ later ae 



42 


noyfoLA. 


Btanding in the very front of European commerce — the 
Christian Eothschilds of that time — undertaking to furnish 
specie for the wars of our Edward the Third, and having 
revenues in kind ” made over to them ; especially in wool, 
most precious of freights for Florentine galleys. Their august 
debtor left them with an august deficit, and alarmed Sicilian 
creditors made a too sudden demand for the payment of 
deposits, causing a ruinous shock to the credit of the Bardi 
and of associated houses, which was felt as a commercial 
calamity along all the coasts of the Mediterranean. But, like 
more modern bankrupts, they did not, for all that, hide their 
heads in humiliation; on the contrary, they seemed to have 
held them higher than ever, and to have been among the most 
arrogant of those grandees, who, under certain noteworthy cir- 
cumstances, open to all who will read the honest pages of 
Giovanni Villani, drew upon themselves the exasperation of 
the armed people in 1343. The Bardi, who had made them- 
selves fast in their street between the two bridges, kept these 
narrow inlets, like panthers at baj", against the oncoming gon- 
falons of the people, and were o^y made to give w^ay by an 
assault from the hill behind them; Their houses by the river, 
to the number of twenty -two e case gra7idi)j were sacked 

and burned, and many among the chief of those who bore the 
Bardi name were driven from the city. But an old Florentine 
family w'as inany-ropted, and we find the Bardi maintaining 
importance and rising again and again to the surface of Floren- 
tine affairs in a more or less creditable manner, implying ai\ 
untold family history that would have included even more 
vicissitudes and contrasts of dignity and disgrace, of wealth 
and poverty, than are usually seen on the background of wide 
kinship.^ But the Bardi never resumed their proprietorship 
in the old street on the banks of the river, which in 1492 had 
long been associated with other names of mark, and especially 
wdth the N’eri, w'bo possessed a considerable range of houses on 
the side towards the hill. 

In one of these Neri houses there lived, however, a descend- 
ant of the Bardi, and of that very branch which a century 
and a half before had become Counts of Vernio : a descendant 

* A atgii that hucU rontnist^ peculiarly frequent in Florence, ta the fact that 
Saint Antonlne, Prior of San Marco, and afternarda archbishop, in the first half of 
thU fifteenth century, founded t)ie ^oclet) of Buonuoniini dl San Martino (Good Men of 
St. Marlin) with the main object of succoring thepovert rtrgoffnnBi^ in other 
words, paupers of eood fainUy. lo the records of the famous Pauciatlchi family v* 
fiud a certain GiroTamo in this century who wa>< reduced to such a ttate of poverty 
that he was obliged to seek ctiarliy for the mere means of sustaining life, though 
other members of his family y,trQ enormously wealthy. 
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who had inherited the old family pride and energy, the old 
/ove of pre-eminence, the old desire to leave a lasting track of 
his footsteps on the fast whirling earth. But the family 
passions lived on in him under altered conditions : this 
descendant of the Bardi was not a man swift in street warfare, 
or one who loved to play the signor, fortifying strongholds and 
asserting the right to hang vassals, or a merchant and usurer 
of keen daring, who delighted in the generalship of wide 
commercial schemes : he was a man with a deep-veined hand 
cramped by much copying of manuscripts, wlm ate sparing 
dinners, and wore threadbare clothes, at first from choice and 
at last from necessity; who sat among his books and his 
marble fragments of the past, and saw them onl}- by the light 
of those far-off younger days which still shone in his memory : 
he was a moneyless, blind old scholar — the Bardo de’ Bardi 
to whom Nello, the barber, had promised to introduce the 
young Greek, Tito Melema. 

The house in which Bardo lived was situated on the side of 
the street nearest the hill, and was one of those large sombre 
masses of stone building pierced by comparatively small 
windows, and surmounted by what may be called a roofed 
terrace or loggia, of which there are many examples still to be 
seen in the venerable city. Grim doors, with conspicuous 
scrolled hinges, having high up on each side of them a small 
window defended by iron bars, opened on a groined entrance- 
court, em 2 ^ty of everything but a massive lamp-iron suspended 
from the centre of the groin. A smaller grim door on the 
left hand admitted to the stone staircase, and the rooms on the 
ground floor. These last were used as a warehouse by the 
proprietor ; so was the first floor ; and both were filled with 
precious stores, destined to be carried, some perhaps 
to the banks of the Scheldt, some to the shores of Africa, 
some to the isles of the JEgean, or to the banks of the 
Euxine. Maso, the old serving-man, when he returned from 
the Mercato with the stock of cheap vegetables, had to 
make his slow way up to the second story before he reached 
the door of his master, Bardo, through which we are about to 
enter only a few mornings after Nello^s conversation with the 
Greek. 

We follow Maso across the antechamber to the door on the 
left hand, through which we pass as he opens it. He merely 
looks in and nods, while a clear yoring voice says, “ Ah, you 
are come back, Maso. It is well. We have wanted nothing.*’ 

The voice came from the farther end of a long, spacious 
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room^ surrounded with shelves, on which books and antiquities 
were arranjjed in scrupulous order. Here and there, on 
separate stands in front of the shelves, were placed a beautiful 
feminine torso ; a headless statue, with an uplifted muscular 
arm wielding a bladeless sword; rounded, dimpled, infantine 
limbs severed from the trunk, inviting the lips to kiss the cold 
marble ; some well-preserved Roman busts ; and two or three 
vases from Magna Grecia. A large table in the centre was 
covered with antique bronze lamps and small vessels in dark 
pottery. The color of these objects was chiefly pale or sombre : 
the vellum bindings, with their deep-ridged baf;ks, gave little 
relief to the marble, livid with long burial; the once splendid 
patch of carpet at the farther end of the room had long been 
worn to dimness; the dark bronzes wanted sunlight upon 
them to bring out their tinge of green, and the sun was not, 
yet high enough to send gleams of brightness through the 
narrow windows that looked on the Via de’ Bardi. 

The onlj' spot of bright color in the room was made by the 
hair of a tall maiden of seventeen or eighteen, who was 
standing before a carved leffffto, or reading-desk, such as is 
often seen in the choirs of Italian churches. The hair was of 
a reddi«^h gold color, enriched b}*' an unbroken small ripple, 
such as may be seen in the sunset clouds on grandest autumiul 
evenings. It was confined by a black fillet above her small 
ears, from v'hich it rippled forward again, and made a natural 
veil for her neck above her square-cut gown of black msc/a, or 
serge. Her eyes were bent on a large volume placed before 
her: one long white hand rested on the reading-desk, and the 
other clasped the back of her father’s chair. 

The blind father sat with head uplifted and turned a little 
aside towards his daughter, as if he were looking at her. His 
delicate paleness, set off by the black velvet cap which 
surmounted his drooping white hair, made all the more 
perceptible the likeness between his aged features and those 
of the \*oung maiden, whose cheeks were also without any 
tinge of the rose. There was the same refinement of brow 
and nostril in both, count''rbalanced by a full though firm 
mouth and powerful chin, which gave an expression of proud 
tenacity and latent impetuousness : an expression carried out 
in the backward poise of the girl’s head, and the grand line of 
her neck and shoulders. It was a tj'pe of faee of which one 
could not venture to say whether it would inspire love or only 
that unwilling admiration which is mixed with dread : the 
question must be decided by the eyes, which often seemed 
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charged with a inore direct message from the soul. But the 
eyes of the father had long been silent, and the eyes of the 
daughter were bent on the Latin pages of Politian’s Misceb 
lanea,” from which she was reading aloud at the eightieth 
chapter, to the following effect ; — 

“There was a certain nymph of Thebes named Chariclo, 
especially dear to Pallaa ; and this nymph was the mother of 
Teiresias. But once when in the heat of summer, Pallas, in 
company with Chariclo, was bathing her disrobed limbs in the 
Heliconian Hippocrene, it happened that Teiresias coming as 
a hunter to quench his thirst at the same fountain, inadver 
tently behehl Minerva unveiled, and immediately became 
blind. For it is declared in the Saturnian laws, that he who 
beholds the gods against their will, shall atone for it by a 
heavy penalty. . . . When Teiresias had fallen into this 
calamity, Pallas, moved by the tears of Chariclo, endowed him 
with prophecy and length of days, and even caused his 
prudence and wisdom to continue after he had entered among 
the shades, so that an oracle spake from his tomb : and she 
gave him a staff, wherewith, as by a guide, he might walk 
without stumbling. , . . And hence, Nonnus, in the iifth book 
of the ^ Dionysiaca,' introduces Actseon exclaiming that he calls 
Teiresias happy, since, without dying, and with the loss of his 
eyesight merely, he had beheld Minerva unveiled, and thus, 
though blind, could forevermore carry her image in his soul.^* 

At this point in the reading, the daughter’s hand slipped 
from the back of the chair and met her father’s, which he had 
that moment uplifted ; but she had not looked round, and was 
going on, though with a voice a little altered by some sup- 
pressed feeling, to read the Greek quotation from Nonnus, 
when the old man said, — 

“ Stay, Eomola ; reach me my own copy of Nonnus. It is 
a more correct copy than any^ in Poliziano’s hands, for I made 
emendations in it which have not yet been communicated to 
any man. I finished it in 1477, when my sight was fast 
failing me.” 

Romola walked to the farther end of the room, with the 
queenly step which was the simple action of her tall, finely 
wrought frame, without the slightest conscious adjustment of 
herself. 

“Is it in the right place, Eomola?” asked Bardo, who was 
perpetually seeking the assurance that the outward fact 
continued to correspond with the image which lived to the 
minutest detail in his mind. 
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Yes, father 5 at the west end of the room, on the third 
shelf from the bottom, behind the bust of Hadrian, above 
Apollonius Rliodius and Callimachus, and below Lucan and 
Silius Italicus.” 

As Eomola said this, a fine ear would have detected in her 
clear voice and distinct utterance, a faint suggestion of weari- 
ness struggling with habitual patience. But as she ap- 
proached her father and saw his arms stretched out a little 
with nervous excitement to seize the volume, her hazel eyes 
filled with pity ; she hastened to lay the book on his lap, and 
kneeled down by him, looking up at him as if she believed 
that the love in her face must surely make its way through the 
dark obstruction that shut out everything else. At that 
moment the doubtful attractiveness of Romola’s face, iu which 
pride and passion seemed to be quivering in the balance with 
native refinement and intelligence, was transfigured to the 
most lovable womanliness by mingled pity and affection ; it 
was evident that the deepest fount of feeling within her had 
not yet wrought its way to the less changeful features, and 
only found its outlet through her ej'es. 

But the father, unconscious of that soft radiance, looked 
flushed and agitated as his hands explored the edges and back 
of the large book. 

“The vellum is yellowed in these thirteen years, Bomola” 

“ Yes, father,” said Koniola, gently ; “ but your letters at the 
back are dark and plain still — fine Roman letters; and the 
Greek character/’ she continued, laying the book open on her 
father^s knee, “ is more beautiful than that of any of your 
bought manuscripts.” 

“ Assuredly, child,” said Bardo, passing his finger across the 
page, as if he hoped to discriminate line and margin. “ What 
hired amanuensis can be equal to the scribe who loves the 
vrords that grow under his hand, and to whom an error or in- 
distinctness in the text is more painful than a sudden darkness 
or obstacle across his patli ? And even these mechanical 
printers who threaten to make learning a base and vulgar 
thing — even they must depend on the manuscript over which 
we scholars have bent with that insight into the poet’s mean- 
ing which is closely akin to the mens divinior of the fjoet 
himself; unless they would flood the world with grammatical 
falsities and inexplicable anomalies that would turn the very 
fountain of Parnassus into a deluge of poisonous mud. But 
find the passage in the fifth book, to which Poliziano refers — 
I know it very well.” 
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Seating herself on a low stool, close to her father’s knee, 
Romola took the book on her lap and read the four verses con- 
taining the exclamation of Actseen. 

^^* It is true, Romola,” said Bardo, when she had finished; 
“it is a true conception of the poet ; for what is that grosser, 
narrower light by which men behold merely the petty scene 
around them, compared with that far-stretching, lasting light 
which spreads over centuries of thought, and over the life of 
nations, and makes clear to us the minds of the immortals who 
have reaped the great harvest and left us to glean in their 
furrows ? For me, Romola, even when T could see, it was with 
the great dead that I lived; while the living often seemed to 
me mere spectres — shadows dispossessed of true feeling and 
intelligence ; and unlike those Lamiae, to whom Poliziano, with 
that superficial iiigenuit}" which I do not deny to him, com- 
pares our inquisitive Florentines, because they put on their 
eyes when they went abroad, and took them off when they got 
home again, I have returned from the converse of the streets 
as from a forgotten dream, and have sat down among my 
books, saying with Petrarca, the modern who is least unworthy 
to be named after the ancients, ^ Libri jnedullitus delectant, 
colloquuntur, consulunt, et viva quadam nobis atque arguta 
familiaritate junguntur.’ ” 

“ And in one thing you are happier than your favorite 
Petrarca, father,” said Romola, affectionately Immoring the 
old man's disposition to dilate in this way ; “ for he used to 
look at his copy of Homer and think sadly that the Greek 
was a dead letter to him : so far, he had the inwai’d blindness 
that you feel is worse than your outward blindness.” 

“ True, child ; for I carry within me the fruits of that fervid 
study which I gave to the Greek tongue under the teaching 
of the younger Crisolora, and Filelfo, and Argiropulo ; though 
that great work in which I had desired to gather, as iufco a 
firm web, all the threads that my research had laboriously dis- 
entangled, and which would have been the vintage of my life, 
was cut off by the failure of my sight and my want of a fitting 
coadjutor. For the sustained zeal and unconquerable patience 
demanded from those who would tread the unbeaten paths of 
knowledge are still less reconcilable with the wandering, 
vagrant propensity of the feminine mind than with the feeble 
powers of the feminine body.” 

“ Father,” said Romola, with a sudden flush and in an injured 
tone, “ I read anything you wish me to read ; and I v/ill look 
out any passages for you, and make whatever notes you want.” 
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Bardo shook his head, and smiled with a bitter sort of pity. 

As well try to be a peutathlos and perform all the five feats 
of the palaestra with the limbs of a nymph. Have I forgotten 
thy fainting in the mere search for the references I needed to 
explain a single passage of Callimachus ? ” 

“ But, father, it was the weight of the books, and Maso can 
help me ; it was not want of attention and patience.” 

Bardo shook his head again. “ It is not mere bodily organs 
that 1 want: it is tlie sharp edge of a young mind to piercn 
the way for my somewhat blunted faculties. For blindness 
acts like a dam, sending the sti^earos of thought backward along 
the already-travelled channels and hindering the course on- 
ward. If my son had not forsaken me, deluded by debasing 
fanatical dreams, worthy only of an energumen whose dwell- 
ing is among tombs, 1 might have gone on and seen iny 
path broadening to the end of my life ; for he was a youth of 
great promise, , . . But it has closed in now,'* the old 
man continued, after a short pause ; “ it has closed in now; — 
all but the narrow track he has left me to tread — alone in my 
blindness.” 

Bomola started from her seat, and carried away the large 
volume to its place again, stung too acutely by her father’s 
last words to remain motionless as well as silent; and when 
she turned away from the shelf again, she remained standing 
at some distance from him, stretching her arms downward and 
clasping her fingers tightly as she looked with a sad dreariness 
in her young face at the lifeless objects ai-ouiid her — the 
parcliment backs, the unchanging mutilated marble, the bits 
of obsolete bronze and clay. 

Bardo, though usually susceptible to Bomola's movements 
and eager to trace them, was now too entirely pre-occupied by 
the pain of rankling memories to notice her departure from 
his side. 

“Yes,” he went on, “with my son to aid me, I might have 
had my due share in the ti*ium\)hs of this century ; the names 
of the Bardi, father and son, might have been held reverently 
on the lips of scholars in the ages to come ; not on account of 
frivolous verses or philosophical treatises, which are super- 
fluous and presumptuous attempts to imitate the inimitable, 
such as allure vain men like Panhormifca, and from which even 
the admirable Poggio did not keep himself sufficiently free ; 
but because we should have given a lamp whereby men might 
have studied the supreme production of the past. For why is a 
young man like Poliziano (who was not yet boni when I was 
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already held worthy to maintain a discussion with Thomas of 
darzana) to have a glorious memory as a commentator on the 
Pandects — why is Ficino, whose Latin is an offence to me, 
and who wanders purblind among the superstitious fancies 
that marked the decline at once of art, literature, and philos- 
ophy, to descend to posterity as the very high priest of 
Platonism, while I, who am more than their equal, have not 
effected anything but scattered work, which will be appropri- 
ated by other men ? Why ? but because my son, whom I had 
brought up to replenish my ripe learning with young enter- 
prise, left me and all liberal pursuits that he might lash him- 
self and howl at midnight with besotted friars — that he might 
go wandering on pilgrimages befitting men who know of no 
past older than the missal and the crucifix ? — left me when 
the night was already beginning to fall on me.” 

In these last words the old man’s voice, which had risen 
high in indignant protest, fell into a tone of reproach so trem- 
ulous and plaintive that Romola, turning her eyes again 
towards the blind aged face, felt her heart swell with forgiving 
pity. She seated herself by her father again, and placed her 
hand on his knee — too proud to obtrude consolation in words 
that might seem like a vindication of her own value, yet wish- 
ing to comfort him by some sign of her presence. 

“Yes, Romola,” said Bardo, automatically letting his left 
hand, with its massive prophylactic rings, fall a little too heav- 
ily" on the delicate blue-veined back of the girl’s right, so that 
she bit her lip to prevent herself from stai-ting. “ If even 
Florence only is to remember me, it can but be on the same 
ground that it will remember Niccolo Kiccoli — because I for- 
sook the vulgar pursuit of wealth in commerce that I might 
devote myself to collecting the precious remains of ancient 
art and wisdom, and leave them, after the example of the 
munificent Romans, for an everlasting possession to my fel- 
low-citizens. But why do I say Florence only ? If Florence 
remembers me, will not the world remember me ? . . , 
Yet,” added Bardo, after a short pause, his voice falling again 
into a saddened key, “ Lorenzo’s untimely death has raised a 
new difficulty, I had his promise — I should have had his 
bond — that my collection should always bear my name and 
should never be sold, though the harpies might clutch every- 
thing else ; but there is enough for them — there is more than 
enough — and for thee, too, Romola, there will be enough. 
Besides, thou wilt marry ; Bernardo reproaches me that I do 
not seek a fitting parentodo for thee, and we will delay no 
longer, we will think about it.” 
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no, father; what could you do? besides^ it is useless; 
wait till some one seeks me/’ said Bomola, hastily. 

« Nay, my child, that is not the paternal duty. It was not 
so held by the ancients, and in this respect Florentines have 
not degenerated from their ancestral customs.” 

“ But I will study diligently,” said Bomola, her eyes dilating 
with anxiety. “ 1 will become as learned as Cassandra Fedele : 
I will try and be as useful to you as if I had been a boy, and 
then perhaps some great scholar will want to marry me, and 
will not mind about a dowr}'* ; and he will like to come and 
live with you, and he wnll be to you in place of my brother 
• . . and you will not be sorry that I was a daughter.” 

There was a rising sob in Bomola^s voice as she said the 
last words, which touched the fatherly fibre in Bardo. He 
stretched his hand upward a little in search of her golden 
hair, and as she placed her head under his hand, he gently 
stroked it, leaning towards her as if his eyes discerned some 
glimmer there. 

Nay, Bomola mia, I said not so ; if I have pronounced an 
anathema on a degenerate and ungrateful son, 1 said not that 
I could wish thee other than the sweet daughter thou hast 
been to me. For what son could have tended me so gently in 
the frequent sickness I have had of late? And even in 
learning thou art not, according to thy measure, contemptible. 
Something x)6thaps were to be wished in thy capacity o£ 
attention and memoiy, not incompatible even with the feminine 
mind. But as Calcondila bore testimony, when he aided me 
to teach thee, thou hast a ready apprehension, and even a 
wide-glancing intelligence. And thou hast a man’s nobility of 
soul; thou hast never fretted me with thy petty desires as 
thy mother did. Tt is true I have been careful to keep thee 
aloof from the debasing influence of thy own sex, with their 
sparrow-like frivolity and their enslaving superstition, except, 
indeed, from that of our cousin Brigida^ who may well 
serve as a scarecrow and a warning. And though — since I 
agree with the divine Petrarca, when he declares, quoting 
the ^ Aululai'ia ’ of Plautus, who again was indebted for 
the truth to the supreme Greek intellect, ^Optimum fmminam 
nullam esse, alia licet alia pejor sit ’ — I cannot boast that thou 
art entirely lifted out of that lower category to which Nature 
assigned thee, nor even that in erudition thou art on a par with 
the more learned women of this age ; thou ait, nevertheless — 
yes, Romola mia,” said the old man, his pedantry again melt- 
ing into tenderness, ‘‘tliou art my sweet daughter, and thy 
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roice is as tlie lower notes of tlie flute^ ' dulcis^ durabilis; clarai 
pura, secans aSra et auribus sedens/ according to the choice 
words of Quintilian ; and Bernardo tells me thou art fair, and 
thy hair is like the brightness of the morning, and indeed it 
seems to me that 1 discern some radiance from thee. Ah I I 
know how all else looks in this room, but thy form I only 
guess at. Thou art no longer the little woman six years old, 
that faded for me into darkness ; thou art tall, and thy arm is 
but little below mine. .Let us walk together.” 

The old man rose, and Bomola, soothed by these beams of 
tenderness, looked happy again as she drew his arm within 
hers, and placed in his right hand the stick which rested at 
the side of his chair. AYhile Bardo had been sitting, he had 
seemed hai’dly more than sixty: his face, though pale, had 
that refined texture in which wrinkles and lines are never 
deep ; but now that he began to walk he looked as old as he 
really was — rather more than seventy; for his tall spare 
frame had the student’s stoop of the shoulders, and he stepped 
with the undecided gait of the blind. 

“ No, Bomoia,” he said, pausing against the bust of Hadrian, 
and passing his stick from the right to the left that he might 
explore the familiar outline with a “seeing hand.” “There 
will be nothing else to preserve my memory and carry down 
my name as a member of the great republic of letters — 
nothing but my library and my collection of antiquities. And 
they are choice,” continued Bardo, pressing the bust and 
speaking in a tone of insistence. “ The collections of Niccol6 
I know were larger; but take any collection which is the 
work of a single man— that of the great Boccaccio even — 
mine will surpass it. That of Poggio was contemptible 
compared with mine. It will be a great gift to unborn 
scholars. And there is nothing else. For even if I were to 
yield to the wish of Aldo Manuzio when he sets up his press 
at Venice, and give him the aid of my annotated manuscripts, 
I know well what would be the result : some other scholar’s 
name would stand on the title-page of the edition — some 
scholar who would have fed on my honey, and then declared 
in his preface that he had gathered it all himself fresh from 
Hymettus. Else, why have I refused the loan of many an 
annotated codex ? why have I refused to make public any of 
my translations ? why ? but because scholarship is a system 
of licensed robbery, and your man in scarlet and furred robe 
who sits in judgment on thieves, is himself a thief of the 
' thoughts and the fame that belong to his fellows. But against 
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ihat robbery Bardo de’ Bardi shall struggle — though blind 
and forsaken, he shall struggle. I too have a right to be 
remembered — as great a right as Poutanus or Merula, whose 
names will be foremost on the lips of posterity, because they 
sought patronage and found it ; because they had tongues that 
could flatter, and blood that was used to be nourished from 
the client's basket. I have a right to be remembered." 

The old man’s voice had become at once loud and tremulous, 
and a pink flush overspread his proud, delicately cut features, 
while the habitually raised attitude of his head gave the idea 
that behind the ouitain of his blindness he saw some imaginary 
high tribunal to which he was appealing against the injustice 
of Fame. 

Komola was moved with sympathetic indignation, for in her 
nature too there lay the same large claims, and the same spirit 
of struggle against their denial. She tried to calm her father 
by a still prouder word than his. 

Nevertheless, father, it is a great gift of the gods to be 
born with a hatred and contempt of all injustice and meanness. 
Yours is a higher lot, never to have lied and truckled, never to 
have shared honors won by dishonor. There is strength hi 
scorn, as there was in the martial fury by which men became 
insensible to wounds.” 

“It is well said, Romola. It is a Promethean word thou 
hast uttered,” answered Bardo, after a little interval in which 
he had begun to lean on his stick again, and to walk on. 
“And I indeed am not to be pierced by the shafts of Fortune. 
My armor is the cph triplex of a clear conscience, and a mind 
nourished by the precepts of phiiosoi)hy. ‘For men,’ says 
Epictetus, ‘ are disturbed not by things themselves, but by 
their opinions or thoughts concerning those things.' And 
again, ‘whosoever will be free, let him not desire or dread 
that which it is in the power of others either to deny or inflict : 
otherwise, he is a slave.’ And of all such gifts as are depend- 
ent on the caprice of fortune or of men, I have long ago 
learned to say, with Horace — who, however, is too wavering 
in his philosophy, vacillating between the precepts of Zeno 
and the less worthy maxims of Epicurus, and attempting, as 
we say, ‘ duabus sellis sedere ' — concerniug such accidents, J 
say, with the pregnant brevity of the jioet, — 

‘ Sunt qui non habeant, cat qui non onrat habere.’ 

He is referring to gems, and purple, and other insignia of 
wealth', but I may apply his words not less justly to the 
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tributes men pay us with their lips and their pens, which are 
also matters ot purchase, and often with base coin. Yes, 
Hnania^ — hollow, empty — is the epithet justly bestowed on 
Fame.” 

They made the tour of the room in silence after this; 
but Bardots lip-born maxims were as powerless over the 
passion which had been moving him, as if they had been 
written on parchment and hung round his neck in a sealed 
bag; and he presently broke forth again in a new tone of 
insistence. 

^^Inxinis? yes>, if it is a lying fame; but not if it is the 
just meed of labor and a great purpose. I claim my right : it 
IS not fair that the work of my brain and my hands should 
not be a monument to me — it is not just that my labor should 
bear the name of another man. It is but little to ask,” the 
old man went on, bitterly, “ that my name should be over the 
door — that men should own themselves debtors to the Bardi 
Library in Floi*ence. They will speak coldly of me, perhaps : 

diligent collector and transcriber,' they will say, ^and juso 
of some critical ingenuity, but one who could hardly be 
conspicuous in an age so fruitful in illustrious scholars. Yet 
he merits our pity, for in the latter years of his life he was 
blind, and his otdy son, to whose education he had devoted 
his best yeai'S ’ — Neveitheless, my name will be remembered, 
and men will honor me : not with the breath of flattery, pur- 
chased by mean bribes, but because I have labored, and be- 
cause my labors will remain. Debts ! I know there are 
debts ; and there is thy dowry, Komola, to be paid. But 
there must be enough — or, at least, thei’e can lack but a 
small sum, such as the Signoria might well provide. And 
if Lorenzo had not died, all would have been secured and 
settled. But now ”... 

At this moment Maso opened the door, and advancing to 
his master, announced that Nello, the barber, had desired 
him to say, that he was come with the Greek scholar whom 
he had asked leave to introduce. 

^'It is well,” said the old man. “Bring them in.” 

Bardo, conscious that he looked more dependent when he 
was walking, liked always to be seabed in the presence of 
strangers, and Romola, without needing to be told, conducted 
him to his chair. She was standing by him at her full height, 
in quiet majestic self-possession, when the visitors entered ; 
and the most penetrating observer would hardly have divined 
that this proud pale face, at the slightest touch on the flbres 
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of affection or pity, could become passionate with tenderness, 
or that this woman, who imposed a certain awe on those whu 
approached her, was in a state of girlish simplicity and 
ignorance concerning the world outside her father^s books. 


CHAPTER VI. 

DAWNING HOPES. 

When Maso opened the door again, and ushered in the two 
visitors, !Neilo, first making a deep reverence to Romola, 
gently pushed Tito before him, and advanced with him 
towards her father. 

“ Messer Bardo,” he said, in a more measured and respectful 
tone than was usual with him, “ T have the honor of present- 
ing to you the Greek scholar, who has been eager to have 
speech of you, not less from the report I have made to him of 
your learning and your priceless collections, than because ot 
the furtherance your patronage may give him under the 
transient need to which he has been reduced by shipwreck. 
His name is Tito Meleina, at your service.” 

Romola’s astonishment conld hardly have been greater if 
the stranger had worn a panther-skin and carried a thyrsus ; 
for the cunning barber had said nothing of the Greek’s age or 
appearance j and among her father’s scholarly visitors, she had 
hardly ever seen any but middle-aged or gray-headed men. 
There was only one masculine face, at once youthful and beau- 
tiful, the image of which remained deeply impressed on her 
mind: it was that of her brother, who long years ago had 
taken her on his knee, kissed lier, and never come back again : 
a fair face, with sunny hair, like her own. But the habitual 
attitude of her mind towards strangers — a proud self- 
dependence and determination to ask for nothing even by a 
smile — confirmed in her by her father’s complaints against 
the world’s injustice, was like a snowy embankment hemming 
in the rush of admiring surprise. Tito’s bright face showed 
its rich-tinted beauty without any rivalry of color above his 
black sajo or tunic reaching to the knees. It seemed like a 
wreath of spring, dropped suddenly in Romola’s young but 
wintry life, which had inherited nothing but memories — 
memories of a dead mother, of a lost brother, of a blind 
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father’s happier time — memories of a far-off light, love, and 
beauty, that lay embedded in dark mines of books, and could 
hardly give out their brightness again until they were kindled 
for her by the torch of some known joy, "Nevertheless, she 
returned Tito’s bow, made to her on entering, with the same 
pale proud face as ever ; but, as he approached, the snow 
melted, and when he ventured to look towards her again, while 
Nello was speaking, a pink flush overspread her face, to vanish 
again almost immediately, as if her imperious will had recalled 
it. Tito’s glance, on the contrary, had that gentle, beseeching 
admiration in it which is the most propitiating of appeals to a 
proud, shy woman, and is perhaps the only atonement a man 
can make for being too handsome. The finished fascination 
of his air came chiefly from the absence of demand and 
assumption. It was that of a fleet, soft-coated, dark-eyed ani- 
mal that delights you by nob bounding away in indifference 
from you, and unexpectedly pillows its chin on your palm, and 
looks up at you desiring to be stroked — as if it loved you. 

“Messere, I give you welcome,” said Bardo, with some con- 
descension ; “ misfortune wedded to learning, and especially to 
Greek learning, is a letter of credit that should win the ear of 
every instructed Plorentine ; for, as you are doubtless aware, 
since the period when your countryman, Manuelo Crisolora, dif- 
fused the light of his teaching in the chief cities of Italy, now 
nearly a century ago, no man is held worthy of the name of 
scholar M'ho has acquired merely the transplanted and deriva- 
tive literature of the Latins ; rather, such inert students are 
stigmatized as opiel or barbarians according to the phrase of 
the Homans themselves, who frankly replenished their urns 
at the fountain-head. I am, as you perceive, and as Nello has 
doubtless forewarned you, totally blind : a calamity to which 
we "Florentines are held especially liable, whether owing to the 
cold winds which rush upon us in spring from the passes of 
the Apennines, or to that sudden transition from the cool 
gloom of our houses to the dazzling brightness of our summer 
sun, by which the Upjpi are said to have been made so numer- 
ous among the ancient Homans ; or, in fine, to some occult 
cause which eludes our superficial surmises. But I pray you 
be seated : Nello, my friend, be seated.” 

Bardo paused until his fine ear had assured him that 
the visitors were seating themselves, and that Homola 
was taking her usual chair at his right hand. Then he 
said, — 

^‘From what part of Greece do you come, Messere ? I had 
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tkonght that your unhappy country had been almost exhausted 
of those sons who could cherish in their minds any image of 
her original glory, though indeed the barbarous Sultans have 
of late shown themselves not indisposed to ingraft on their 
wild stock the precious vine which their own fierce bands have 
hewn down and trampled under foot. From what part of 
Greece do you come ? ” 

“ I sailed last from Nauplia,” said Tito ; but I have resided 
both at Constantinople and Thessalonica, and have travelled 
in various parts little visited by Western Christians since the 
triumph of the Turkish arms. I should tell you, however, 
Messere, that I was not born in Greece, but at Bari. I spent 
the first sixteen years of my life in Southern Italy and 
Sicily.” 

While Tito was speaking, some emotion passed like a breath 
on the waters, across Bardo’s delicate features ; he leaned for- 
ward, put out his right band towards Eomola, and tamed his 
head as if about to speak to her ; but then, correcting himself, 
turned away again, and said, in a subdued voice, — 

“ Excuse me ; is it not tme — you are young ? ” 

“ I am three and twenty,” said Tito. 

Ah,” said Bardo, still in a tone of subdued excitement, 
^‘and you had, doubtless, a father who cared for your early in- 
struction — who, perhaps, was himself a scholar ? ” 

There w^as a slight pause before Tito's answer came to tlie 
ear of Bardo ; but for Eomola and Nello it began with a slight 
shock that seemed to pass tlirough him, and cause a momentary 
quivering of the lip; doubtless at the revival of a supremely 
painful remembrance. 

“ Yes,” he replied, at least a father by adoption. He was 
a Neapolitan, and of accomplished scholarship, both Latin and 
Greek, But,” added Tito, after another slight pause, “he is 
lost to me — was lost on a voyage he too rashly undertook to 
Delos.” 

Bardo sank backward again, too delicate to ask another 
question that might probe a sorrow which he divined to be 
I'ccent. Eomola, who knew' well what w'cre the fibres that 
Tito's voice had stirred in her father, felt that this new 
acquaintance had with wonderful suddenness got within the 
barrier that lay between them and the alien w'orld. Nello, 
thinking that the evident check given to the conversation 
oiTered a graceful opportunity for relieving himself from 
silence, said, — 

“In truth, it is as clear as Venetian glass that this fine 
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young man has had the best training; for the two Cennini 
iave set him to work at their Greek sheets already, and it 
seems to me they are not men to begin cutting before they 
have felt the edge of their tools ; they tested him well before- 
hand, we may be sure, and if there are two things not to be 
hidden — love and a cough — I say there is a third, and that 
is ignorance, when once a man is obliged to do something 
besides wagging his head. The tonsor inequalis is inevitably 
betrayed when he takes the shears in his hand ; is it not true, 
Messer Bardo ? 1 speak after the fashion of a barber, but, as 
Luigi Pulci says, — 

“ 'Perdonimi s'io fal!o; chi m^ascolta 
Intenda il mio volgar col suo latino.’ ” 

" Nay, my good Nello,” said Bardo, with an air of friendly 
severity, “ you are not altogether illiterate, and might doubt- 
less have made a more respectable progress in learning if you 
had abstained somewhat from the cicalata and gossip of the 
street-corner, to which our Florentines are excessively addicted ; 
but still more if you had not clogged your memory with those 
frivolous productions of which Luigi Pulci has furnished the 
most peccant exemplar — a compendium of extravagances and 
incongniities the farthest removed from the models of a pure 
age, and resembling rather the grylli or conceits of a period 
when mystic meaning was held a warrant for monstresity of 
form ; with this difference, that while the monstrosity is 
retained, the mystic meaning is absent; in contemptible 
contrast with the great poem of Virgil, who, as I long held 
with Filelfo, before Landino had taken upon him to expound 
the same opinion, embodied the deepest lessons of philosophy 
in a graceful and well-knit fable. And I cannot but regard 
the multiplication of these babbling, lawless productions, albeit 
countenanced by the patronage, and in some degree the example 
of Lorenzo himself, otherwise a friend to true learning, as a 
sign that the glorious hopes of this century are to be quenched 
in gloom ; nay, that they have been the delusive prologue to 
an age worse than that of iron — the age of tinsel and 
gossamer, in which no thought has substance enough to be 
moulded into consistent and lasting form.^’ 

“Once more, pardon,” said Nello, opening his palms out- 
wards, and shrugging his shoulders, “ I find myself knowing 
so many things in good Tuscan before I have time to think of 
the Latin for them; and Messer Luigi’s rhymes are always 
slipping off the lips of my customers : — that is what corrupts 
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me« ABd, indeed^ talking of customers, I have left my shop 
and my reputation too long in the custody of my slow Sandro, 
who does not deserve even to be called a tonsor ineqiialis^ but 
rather to be pronounced simply a bungler in the vulgar 
tongue. So with your permission, Messer Bardo, I will take 
my leave — well understood that I am at your service when- 
ever Maso calls upon me. It seems a thousand years till I 
dress and perfume the daniigella's hair, which deserves to shine 
in the heavens as a constellation, though indeed it were a pity 
for it ever to go so far out of reach.” 

Three voices made a fugue of friendly farewells to Nello, as 
he retreated with a bow to Eomola and a beck to Tito. The 
acute barber saw that the pretty youngster, who had crept into 
his liking by some strong magic, was well launched in Bardo’s 
favorable regard •, and satisfied that his introduction had not 
miscarried so far, he felt the propriety of retiring. 

The little burst of wrath, called forth by Xello^s unlucky 
quotation, had diverted Bardo's mind from the feelings which 
had just ^fore been hemming in further speech, and he now 
addressed Tito again with his ordinary calmness. 

“Ah! young man, you are happy in having been able to 
unite the advantages of travel with those of study, and you 
will be welcome among us as a bringer of fresh tidings from 
a laud which has become sadly strange to us, except through 
the agents of a now restricted commerce and the reports of 
hasty pilgrims. For those days are in the far distance which 
I myself witnessed, uhen men like Aurispa and Guarino went 
out to Greece as to a storehouse, and came back laden with 
manuscripts which every scholar was eager to borrow — and, 
be it owned with shame, not always willing to restore; nay, 
even the days when erudite Greek.® flocked to our shores for a 
refuge, seem far off now — farther off than the on-coming 
of my blindness. But doubtless, young man, research after 
the treasures of antiquitv was not alien to the purpose of your 
travels ? ” 

“Assuredly not,” said Tito. “On the contrary, m;^ com- 
panion — -my father — was willing to risk his life in his zeal 
for the discovery of inscriptions and other traces of ancient 
civilization.” 

“ And I trust there is a record of his researches and their 
results,” said Bardo, eagerly, “ since they must be even more 
precious than those of Ciriaco, which I have diligently availed 
myself of, though they are not always illuminated by adequate 
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There was such a record,” said Tito, "but it was lost, like 
everything else, in the shipwreck I suffered below Ancona. 
'Fhe only record left is such as remains in our — in my 
memory.” 

"You must lose no time in committing it to paper, young 
man,” said Bardo, with gi’owmg interest. "Doubtless you 
remember much, if you aided in transcription ; for when 1 was 
your age, words wrought themselves into my mind as it the\ 
had been fixed by the tool of the graver ; wherefore I constantly 
marvel at the capriciousness of my daughter's memory, whici 
grasps certain objects with tenacity, and lets fall all those 
minutiae whereon depends accuracy, the very soul of scholar- 
ship. But I apprehend no such danger with you, young man, 
if your will has seconded the advantages of your ti'aining.” 

When Bardo made this reference to his daughter, Tito 
ventured to tum his eves towards her, and at the accusation 
against her memory his face broke into its brightest smile, 
which was reflected as inevitably as sudden sunbeams in 
Bomola’s. Conceive the soothing delight of that smile to her ! 
Romola had never dreamed that there was a scholar in the 
world who would smile at a deficiency for which she was 
constantly made to feel herself a culprit. It was like the 
dawn of a new sense to her — the sense of comradeship. They 
did not look away from each other immediately, as if the 
smile had been a stolen one; they looked and smiled with 
frank enjoyment. 

" She is not really so cold and proud,” thought Tito. 

"Does /te forget too, I wonder?” thought Eomola. "Yet 
I hope not, else he will vex my father.” 

But Tito was obliged to turn awaj’, and answer Bardo's 
question. 

"I have had much practice in transcription,” he said; "but 
in the case of inscriptions copied in memorable scenes, 
rendered doubly impressive by the sense of risk and 
adventure, it may have happened that my retention of 
written characters has been weakened. On the plain of the 
Eurotas, or among the gigantic stones of M3"cen2e and Tyrins 
— especially when the fear of tne Turk hovers over one like 
a vulture — the mind wanders, even though the hand writes 
faithfully what the eye dictates. But something doubtless I 
have retained,” added Tito, "with a modesty which was not 
false, though he w^as conscious that it was politic, “something 
that might be of service if illustrated and corrected by a 
wider learning than my own,” 
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“That is well spoken, young man,” said Bardo, delighted 
“And I will not withhold from you such aid as I can give, if 
you like to communicate with me conceraing your recollec- 
tions. I foresee a work which will be a useful supplement to 
the ‘ Isolario ’ of Christoforo Buondelmonte, and which may 
take rank with the ' Itineraria ’ of Ciriaco and the admirable 
Ambrogio Traversari. But we must prepare ourselves for 
calumny, young man,” Bardo went on with energy, as if the 
work were already growing so fast that the time of trial was 
near; “if your book contains novelties you will be charged 
with forgery; if my elucidations should clash with any 
principles of interpretation adopted by another scholar, our 
personal characters will be attacked, we shall be impeached 
with foul actions ; you must prepare yourself to be told that 
your mother was a hsh-woman, and that your father was a 
renegade priest or a hanged malefactor, I myself, for having 
shown error in a single preposition, had an invective written 
against me wherein I was taxed with treachery, fraud, 
indecency, and even hideous crimes. Such, my young friend 
— such are the flowers with which the glorious path of 
scholarship is strewed! But tell me, then: I have learned 
much concerning Byzantium and Thessalonica long ago from 
Demetrio Calcondila, who has but lately departed from 
Florence; but you, it seems, have visited less familiar 
scenes ? ” 

“ Yes ; we made what I may call a pilgrimage full of danger, 
for the sake of visiting places which have almost died out of 
the memory of the AVest, for they lie away from the track of 
pilgrims ; and my father used to say that scholars themselves 
hardly imagine them to have any existence out of books. He 
was of opinion that a new and more glorious era would open 
for learning when men should begin to look for their commen- 
taries on the ancient writers in the remains of cities and temples, 
nay, in tlie paths of the rivers, and on the face of the valleys 
and the mountains.” 

“ Ah ! ” said Bardo, fervently, “ your father, then, was not 
a common man. AVas he fortunate, may I ask ? Had he many 
friends ? ” These last words were uttered in a tone charged 
with meaning. 

“ No ; he made enemies — chiefly, I believe, by a certain 
impetuous candor ; and they hindered his advancement, so that 
he lived in obscurity. And he would never stoop to conciliate ; 
he could never forget an injury,” 

“ Ah ! ” said Bai'do again, with a long, deep intonation. 
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Among our hazardous expeditions,” continued Tito, willing 
to prevent further questions on a point so personal, I remem- 
ber with particular vividness a hastily snatched visit to Athens. 
Our hurry, and the double danger of being seized as prisoners 
by the Turks, and of our galley raising anchor before we could 
leturn, made it seem like a fevered vision of the night — the 
wide plain, the girdling mountains, the ruined porticos and 
columns, either standing far aloof, as if receding from our 
hurried footsteps, or else jammed in confusedly among the 
dwellings of Christians degraded into servitude, or among the 
foists and turrets of their Moslem conquerors, ifho have their 
stronghold on the Acropolis.” 

“You fill me witli surprise,” said Bardo. “Athens, then, is 
not utterly destroyed and swept, away, as I had imagined.” 

“^To wonder you should be under that mistake, for few 
even of the Greeks themselves, who live beyond the mountain 
boundary of Attica, know anything about the present condition 
of Athens, or Setlae, as the sailors call it. 1 remember, as we 
were rounding the promontory of Sunimn, the Greek pilot we 
had on board our Venetian galley pointed to the mighty col- 
umns that stand ou the summit of the rock — the remains, as 
you know well, of the great temple erected to the goddess 
Athena, who looked down from that high shrine with triumph 
at her conquered rival Poseidon; — well, our Greek pilot, 
pointing to those oolurnus, said, ^That was the school of the 
great philosopher Aristotle.’ And at Athens itself, the monk 
who acted as our guide in the hast}" view we snatched, insisted 
most on showing us the spot where St. Philip baptized the 
Ethiopian eunuch, or some such legend.” 

“Talk not of monks and their legends, young man!” said 
Bardo, interrupting Tito impetuously. “ It is enough to over- 
lay human hope and enterprise with an eternal frost to think 
that the ground which was trodden by philosophers and poets 
is crawled over by those insect-swarms of besotted fanatics or 
howling hypocrites.” 

“ Perdioy 1 have no affection for them,” said Tito, with a 
shrug ; “ servitude agrees well with a religion like theirs, which 
lies in the renunciation of all that makes life precious to other 
men. And they carry the yoke that befits them ; their matin 
chant is drowned by the voice of the muezzin, who, from the 
gallery of the high tower on the Acropolis, calls every klussuU 
man to his prayers. That tower springs from the Parthenon 
itself ; and every time wo paused and directed our eyes towards 
it, our guide set up a wail, that a temple which had once beeu 
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won from the diabolical uses of the pagans to become the temple 
of another virgin than Pallas — the Virgin-Mother of God — 
was now again perverted to the accursed ends of the Moslem. 
It was the sight of those walls of the Aeropolis, which disclosed 
themselves in the distance as we leaned over the side of our 
galley when it was forced by contrary winds to anchor in the 
Pirseus, that hred my father’s mind with the determination to 
see Athens at all risks^ and in spite of the sailors’ warnings 
that if we lingered till a change of wind, they would depart 
without us : but, after all, it was impossible for us to venture 
near the Acro^lis, for the sight of men eager in examining 
‘old stones’ raised the suspicion that we were Venetian spies, 
and we had to hurry back to the harbor.” 

“ We will talk more of these things,” said Bardo, eagerly. 
“You must recall everything, to the minutest trace left in 
your memory. Vou will win the gratitude of after-times by 
leaving a record of the aspect Greece bore while yet the bar- 
barians had not swept away every trace of the structures that 
Pausanias and Pliny described: you will take those great 
writers as your models, and such contribution of criticism 
and suggestion as my riper mind can supply shall not be 
wanting to you. There will be much to tell ; fur you have 
travelled, you said, in the Peloponnesus ? ” 

“ Yes ; and in Boeotia also : I have rested in the groves of 
Helicon, and tasted of the fountain Hippocrene. But on every 
memorable spot in Greece conquest after conquest has set its 
seal, till there is a confusion of ownership even in ruins, that 
only close study and comparison could unravel. High over 
every fastness, from the plains of Lacedaemon to the straits of 
Thermopylae, there towers some huge Frankish fortress, once 
inhabited by a French or Italian marquis, now either aban- 
doned or held by Turkish bands,” 

“ Stay ! ” cried Bardo, whose mind was now too thoroughly 
pre-occupied by the idea of the future book to attend to Tito’s 
further narration. “ Do you think of writing in Latin or Greek ? 
Doubtless Greek is the more ready clothing for your thoughts, 
and it is the nobler language. But, on tlie other hand, Latin 
is the tongue in which we shall measure ourselves with the 
larger and more famous number of modern rivals. And if you 
are less at ease in it, I will aid you — yes, I will spend on you 
that long-accumulated study which was to have been thrown 
iuto the channel of another work — a work in which I myself 
was to have had a helpmate.” 

Bardo paused a moment, and then added, — 
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"But who knows whether that work may not be executed 
yet ? For you, too, young man, have been brought up by a 
father who poured into your mind all the long-gathered stream 
of his knowledge and experience. Our aid might be mutual.” 

Komola, who had watched her father’s growing excitement, 
and divined well the invisible cun’ents of feeling that deter- 
mined every question and remark, felt herself in a glow of 
strange anxiety ; she turned her eyes on Tito continually, to 
watch the impression her father’s words made on him, afraid 
lest he should be inclined to dispel these visions of co-operation 
which were lighting up her father’s face with a new hope. But 
no ! He looked so bright and gentle : he must feel, as she did, 
that in this eagerness of blind age there was piteousness enough 
to call forth inexhaustible patience. How much more strongly 
he would feel this if he knew about her brother ! A girl of 
eighteen imagines the feelings behind the face that has moved 
her with its sympathetic youth, as easily as primitive people 
imagined the humors of the gods in fair weather : what is she 
to believe in, if not in this vision woven from within ? 

And Tito was really very far from feeling impatient. He 
delighted in sitting there with the sense that Eomola’s atten- 
tion was fixed on him, and that lie could occasionally look at 
her. He was pleased that Bardo should take an interest in 
him; and he did not dwell with enough seriousness on the 
prospect of the work in which he was to be aided, to feel 
moved by it to anything else than that easy, good-humored 
acquiescence which was natural to him. 

“I shall be proud and happy,” he said, in answer to Bardo’s 
last words, "if ray services can be held a meet offering to the 
matured scholarship of Messere. But doubtless ” — here he 
looked towards Eomola — "the lovely damigella, your daugh- 
ter, makes all other aid superfluous ; for I have learned from 
N'ello that she has been nourished on the highest studies from 
her earliest years.” 

“You are mistaken,” said Eomola; “ I am by no means suffi- 
cient to my father : I have not the gifts that are necessary foi 
scholarship.” 

Eomola did not make this self-depreciatory statement in a 
tone of anxious humility, but with a proud gravity. 

“Nay, my Eomola,” said her father, not willing that the 
stranger should have too low a conception of his daughter’s 
powers; “thou art not destitute of gifts; rather, thou art 
endowed beyond the measure of women ; but thou hast withal 
the woman’s delicate frame, which ever craves repose and 
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variety, and so begets a wandering imagination. My daugh- 
ter” — turning to Tito — *‘lias been very precious to me, fill- 
ing up to the best of her power the place of a son. For I bad 
once a son ”... 

Bardo checked himself: he did not wish to assume an atti- 
tude of complaint in the presence of a stranger, and he re- 
membered that this young man, in whom he had unexpectedly 
become so much interested, Avas still a stranger, towards whom 
it became him rather to keep the position of a patron. His 
pride was roused to double activity by the fear that he had 
forgotten his dignity. 

“But,” he resumed, in his original tone of condescension, 
“ we are departing from what I believe is to you the most 
important business. Nello informed me that you had certain 
gems which you would fain dispose of, and that you desired a 
passport to some man of wealth and taste who would be likely 
to become a purchaser.” 

“ It is true ; for, though I have obtained employment, as a 
corrector with the Cennini, my payment leaves little margin 
beyond the provision of necessaries, and would leave less but 
that my good friend Xello insists on my hiring a lodging from 
him, and saying nothing about the rent till better days.” 

“Nello is a good-hearted prodigal,” said Bardo; “ and though, 
with that ready ear and ready tongue of his, he is too much 
like the ill-famed Mar gites — knowing many things and know- 
ing them all badly, as I hinted to him but noAv — he is never- 
theless ‘abnorniis sapiens/ after the manner of our born 
Florentines. But have you the gems with you? I Avould 
willingly know what they are — yet it is useless : no, it might 
only deepen regret. I cannot add to my store.” 

“I have one or two intaglios of much beauty,” said Tito, 
proceeding to draw from his wallet a small case. 

But Romola no sooner saw the movement than she looked 
at him with significant gravity, and placed her finger on her 
lips, 

“ Con viso die tacendo dicea, TacK’’ 

If Bardo were made a^vare that the gems were within reach, 
she knew well he would want a minute description of them, 
and it would become pain to him that they should go away 
from him, even if he did not insist on some device for pur- 
chasing them in spite of poverty. But she had no sooner 
made this sign than she felt rather guilty and ashamed at 
having virtually confessed a weakness of her father’s to a 
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stranger. It seemed that she was destined to a sudden con- 
fidence and familiarity with this young Greek, strangely at 
variance with her deep-seated pride and reserve ; and this con- 
sciousness again brought the unwonted color to her cheeks. 

Tito understood her look and sign, and immediately with- 
drew his hand from the case, saying, in a careless tone, so as 
to make it appear that he was merely following up his last 
words, “ But they are usually in the keeping of Messer Domen- 
ico Cennini, who has strong and safe places for these things. 
He estimates them as worth at least five hundred ducats.” 

Ah, then, they are fine iutagli,” said Bardo. “Five hun- 
dred ducats ! Ah, more than a man's ransom !” 

Tito gave a slight, almost imperceptible start, and opened 
his long dark eyes with questioning surprise at Bardo’s blind 
face, as if his words — a mere phrase of common parlance, at 
a time when men were often being ransomed from slavery or 
imprisonment — had had some special meaning for him. But 
the next moment he looked towards Komola, as if her eyes 
must be her father's interpreters. She, intensely pre-occupied 
with what related to her father, imagined that Tito was looking 
to her again for some guidance, and immediately spoke. 

“ Alessandra Scala delights in gems, you know, father ; she 
calls them her winter flowers; and the Segretario would be 
almost sure to buy any gems that she wished for. Besides, he 
himself sets great store by rings and sigils, which he wears as 
a defence against pains in the joints,” 

“It is true,” said Bardo. “Bartolommeo has overmuch con- 
fidence in the efficacy of gems — a confidence wider than what 
is sanctioned by Pliny, who clearly shows that he regards 
many beliefs of that sort as idle superstitions ; though not to 
the utter denial of medicinal virtues in gems. Wherefore, I 
myself, as you observe, young man, wear certain rings, which 
the discreet Cainillo Leonardi prescribed to me by letter when 
two years ago I had a certain infirmity of sudden numbness. 
But thou hast spoken well, Boiuola. I will dictate a letter to 
Bartolommeo, which Maso shall carry. But it were well that 
Messere should notify to thee what the gems are, together 
with the intagli they bear, as a warrant to Bartolommeo that 
they will be worthy of his attention.” 

“ Nay, father,” said Romola, whose dread lest a paroxysm 
of the collector’s mania should seize her father, gave her the 
courage to resist his proposal. “ Your word will be sufficient 
that Messere is a scholar and has travelled much. The Segre- 
tario will need no farther inducement to receive him.” 
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«True, child,” said Bardo, touched on a chord that was sure 
to respond. 1 have no need to add proofs and arguments in 
confirmation of my word to Bartolommeo. And I doubt not 
that this young man's presence is in accord with the tones zL 
his voice, so that, the door being once opened, he will he ms 
own best advocate.” 

Bardo paused a few moments, but his suence was evidently 
charged with some idea that he was uesi .tiling to express, for 
he once leaned torwai*d a iittie as it lie were going to speak, 
then tamed his head aside towards Bomola and sank liack- 
ward again. At last, as if he had made up his mind, he said 
in a tone w^hich might have become a prince giving the courte- 
ous signal of dismissal, — 

am somewhat fatigued this morning, and shall prefer 
seeing you again to-morrow, when I shall be able to give you 
the secretary's answer, authorizing you to present yourself to 
him at some given time. But before you go ” — here the old 
man, in spite of himself, fell into a more faltering tone — “you 
will perhaps permit me to touch your hand ? It is long since 
1 touched the hand of a young man.*' 

Bardo had stretched out his aged white hand, and Tito 
immediately placed his dark but delicate and supple fingers 
within it. Bardo's cramped fingers closed o\er them, and he 
held them for a few minutes in silence. Then he said, — 

“Romola, has this young man_J;be^sai5ie ^complexion as thy 
brother — fair and pale ? ” 

“No, father,” Eomola answered, with delfermined composure, 
though her heart began to beat violently with mingled emo- 
tions. “The hair of Messere is dark — his complexion is 
dark.” Inwardly she said, “ Will he mind it ? will it be dis- 
agreeable ? No, he looks so gentle and good-natured.” Then 
aloud again, — 

“Would Messere permit my father to touch his hair and 
face ? ” 

Her eyes inevitably made a timid entreating appeal while 
she asked this, and Tito’s met them with soft brightness as he 
said, “Assuredly,” and, leaning forward, raised Bardo’s hand 
to his curls, with a readiness of assent, which was the greater 
relief to her, because it was unaccompanied by any sign of 
embarrassment. 

Bardo passed his hand again and again over the long curls 
and grasped them a little, as if their spiral resistance made hia 
inward vision clearer ; then he passed his hand over the brow 
and cheek, tracing the profile with the edge of his palm and 
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fourth finger, and letting the breadth of his hand repose on 
the rich oral of the cheek. 

Ah,” he said, as his hand glided from the face and rested 
on the young man's shoulder. “ He must be very unlike thy 
brother, Romola: and it is the better. You see no visions, I 
trust, my young friend ? ” 

At this moment the door opened, and there entered unan- 
nounced, a tall elderly man in a handsome black silk lucco, 
who, unwinding his becchetto from his neck and taking off his 
cap, disclosed a head as white as Bardo's. He cast a keen 
glance of surprise at the group before him — the young 
stranger leaning in that filial attitude, while Bardo’s hand 
rested on his shoulder, and Eomola sitting near with eyes 
dilated by anxiety and agitation. But there was an instan- 
taneous change ; Baido let fall his band, Tito raised himself 
from his stooping posture, and Romola rose to meet the visitor 
with an alacrity which implied all the greater intimacy’’, because 
it was unaccompanied by any smile. 

Well, god-daughter,” said the stately man, as he touched 
Romola's shoulder ; " Maso said you had a visitor, but 1 came 
in nevertheless.” 

“ It is thou, Bernardo,” said Bardo. “ Thou art come at a 
fortunate moment. This, young man,” lie continued, while 
Tito rose and bowed, “ is one of the chief citizens of Florence, 
Messer Bernardo del Nero, my oldest, I had almost said my 
only friend — whose^good opinion, if you can win it, may carry 
you far. He is but three and twenty, Bernardo, yet he can 
doubtless tell thee much which thou wilt care to hear ; for 
though a scholar, he has already travelled far, and looked on 
other things besides the manuscripts for which thou hast too 
light an esteem.” 

“Ah, a Greek, as I augur,” said Bernardo, returning Tito’s 
reverence but slightly, and surveying him with that sort of 
glance which seems almost to cut like fine steel. “Newly 
arrived in Florence, it appears. The name of Messere — or 
part of it, for it is doubtless a long one ? ” 

“ On the contrary,” said Tito, with perfect good-humor, “ it 
is most modestly free from polysyllabic pomp. My name is 
Tito Melema.” 

“Truly?” said Bernardo, rather scornfully, as he took a 
seat ; “ I had expected it to be at least as long as the names 
of a city, a river, a province, and an empire all put together. 
We Florentines mostly use names as we do prawns, and strip 
them of all flourishes before we trust them to our throats. 
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^*Well, Bardo,*’ he continued, as if the stranger were nx)t 
worth further notice, and changing bis tone of sarcastic suspi- 
cion for one of sadness, ‘‘ we have buried him.” 

“Ah !” replied Bardo, with corresponding sadness, “and a 
new epoch has come for Florence — a dark one, I fear. 
Lorenzo has left behind him an inheritance that is but like 
the alchemist’s laboratory when the wisdom of the alchemist 
is gone.” 

“ Not altogether so,” said. Bernardo. “ Piero de’ Medici has 
abundant intelligence; his faults are only the faults of hot 
blood. I love the lad — lad he will always be to me, as I have 
always been ‘little father* to him.” 

“Yet all who want a new order of things are likely to con- 
ceive new hopes,” said Bardo. “ We shall have the old strife 
of parties, I fear.” 

“ If we could have a new order of things that was some- 
thing else than knocking down one coat of arms to put up 
another,” said Bernardo, **' I should be ready to say, ‘ I belong 
to no party ; I am a Florentine.* But as long as parties are 
in question, I am a Medicean, and will be a Mediceau till I 
die. I am of the same mind as Farinata degli Uberti : if any 
man asks me what is meant by siding with a party, 1 say, as 
he did, ‘ To wish ill or well, for the sake of past wrongs or kind- 
nesses.’ ” 

During this short dialogue, Tito had been standing, and now 
took his leave. 

“But come again at the same hour to-morrow,” said Bardo, 
graciously, before Tito left the room, “ that I may give you 
Bartolommeo’s answer.” 

“ From what quarter of the sky has this pretty Greek 
youngster alighted so close to thy chair, Bardo ? ” said 
Bernardo del Nero, as the door closed. He spoke with dry 
emphasis, evidently intended to convey something more to 
Bardo than was implied by the mere words. 

“ He is a scholar who has been shipwrecked and has saved 
a few gems, for which he wants to find a purchaser. J am 
going to send him to Bartolommeo Scala, for thou knowest it 
were more prudent in me to abstain from further purchases.” 

Bernardo shrugged his shoulders and said, “ Romola, wilt 
thou see if my servant is without ? I ordered him to wait for 
me here.” Then, when Romola was at a sufficient distance, 
he leaned forward and said to Bardo in a low, emphatic tone, — 

“ Remember, Bardo, thou hast a rare gem of thy own ; take 
care no one gets it who is not likely to pay a worthy price. 
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'1‘kat ptetty Greek has a lithe sleekness about him, that seems 
marvellously fitted for slipping easily into any nest he fixes 
his mind on.^’ 

Bardo was startled ; the association of Tito with the image 
of his lost son had excluded instead of suggesting the thought 
of. Romola. But almost immediately there seemed to be a 
re-action which made him grasp the warning as if it had been 
a hope. 

But why not, Bernardo ? If tlie young man approved him- 
self worthy — he is a scholar — and — and there would be no 
difficulty about the dowry, which always makes thee gloomy/' 


CHAPTER VIL 

A LEAKNEB SQUABBLE. 

BARTOLOMitfEO ScALA, Secretary of the Florentine Republic, 
on whom Tito Melema had been thus led to anchor his hopes, 
lived in a handsome palace close to the Porta Pinti^ now 
known as the Casa Gherardesca. His arms — an azure ladder 
transverse on a golden field, with the motto Grctdatim placed 
over the entrance — told all comers that the miller's son held 
his ascent to honors by his own efforts a fact to be proclaimed 
without wincing. The secretary was a vain and pompous 
man, but he was also an honest one : he w^as sincerely con- 
vinced of his own merit, and could see no reason for feigning. 
The topmost round of his azure ladder had been reached by 
this time : he had held his secretaryship these twenty yeai*s 
— had long since made his orations on the ringhiera, or plat- 
form of the Old Palace, as the custom w'as, in the presence of 
princely visitors, while Marzocco. the republican lion, wore his 
gold crown on the occasion, and all the people cried, “ Viva 
Messer Bartolommeo ! ” — had been on an embassy to Rome, 
and had there been made titular Senator, Apostolical Secretary, 
Knight of the Golden Spur ; and had. eight years ago, been 
Gonfaloniere — last goal of the Florentine citizen's ambition. 
Meantime he had got richer and richer, and more and more 
gouty, after the manner of successful mortality ; and the 
Knight of the Golden Spur had often to sit with helpless 
cushioned heel under the handsome loggia he had built for 
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himself overlooking the spacious gardens and lawn at the back 
of his palace. 

He was in this position on the day when he had granted the 
desired interview' to Tito Melema. The May afternoon sun was 
on the flowers and the grass beyond the pleasant shade of the 
loggia ; the too stately silk lucco was cast aside^ and the light 
loose mantle was thrown over his funic ; his beautiful daugh- 
ter, Alessandro, and her husband, the Greek soldier-poet 
Marullo, were seated on one side of him : on the other, o 
friends not oppressively illustrious, and therefore the better 
listeners. Yet, to say nothing of the gout, Messer BartoloiU' 
meo^s felicity was far from perfect : it was embittered by the 
contents of certain papers that lay before him, consisting 
chiefly of a correspondence between himself and Politian. It 
was a human foible at that period (incredible as it may seem) 
to recite quarrels, and favor scholarly visitors with the com- 
munication of an entire and lengthy correspondence ; and this 
was neither the first nor the second time that Scala had asked 
the candid opinion of his friends as to the balance of right 
and wrong in some half-score Latin letters between himself 
and Politian, all springing out of certain epigrams written in 
the most playful tone in the world. It was the story of a 
very typical and pretty quarrel, in which we are interested, 
because it supplied precisely that thistle of hatred necessary, 
according to Nello, as a stimulus to the sluggish paces of the 
cautious steed, Friendship. 

Politian, having been a rejected pretender to the love and 
the hand of Scala’s daughter, kept a very sharp and learned 
tooth in readiness against the too prosperous and presumptu- 
ous secretary, who had declined the greatest scholar of the 
age for a son-in-law. Scala was a meritorious public servant, 
and, moreover, a lucky man — naturally exasperating to an 
offended scholar ; but then — 0 beautiful balance of things ! 
— he had an itch for authorship, and was a bad writer — one 
of those excellent people who, sitting in gouty slippers, 

penned poetical trifles ” entirely for their ow'n amusement, 
without any view to an audience,' and, consequently, sent them 
to their friends in letters, which were the literary periodicals 
of the fifteenth century. Now Scala had abundance of friends 
who were ready to praise his writings : friends like Ficino and 
Landino — amiable browsers in the Medicean park along with 
himself — who found his Latin prose style elegant and mascu- 
line; and the terrible Joseph Scaliger,\ho was to pronounce 
him totally ignorant of Latin! ty, was at a comfortable dis- 
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tanoe in the next century. But when was the fatal coquetry 
inherent in superfluous authorship ever quite contented with 
the ready praise of friends ? That critical supercilious Polt 
tian — a fellow-browser, who was far from amiable — must be 
made aware that the solid secretary showed, in his leisure 
hours, a pleasant fertility in verses, which indicated pretty 
clearly how much he might do in that way if he were not a 
man of affairs. 

Ineffable moment ! when the man you secretly hate sends 
you a Latin epigram with a false gender — hen decasyllabics 
with a questionable elision, at least a toe too much — attempts 
at poetic figures which are manifest solecisms. That moment 
had come to Politiau : the secretary had put foith his soft head 
from the official shell, and the terrible lurking crab was down 
upon him. Politian had used the freedom of a fi lend, and pleas- 
antly, in the form of a Latin epigram, corrected the mistake of 
Scala in making the culex (an insect too well known on the 
banka of the A.rno) of the inferior or feminine gender. Scala 
replied by a bad joke, in suitable Latin verses, referring to 
Politian’s unsuccessful suit. Better and better. Politian found 
the verses very pretty and highly facetious : the more was the 
pity that they were seriously incorrect, and inasmuch as Scala 
had alleged that he had written them in imitation of a Greek 
epigram, Politian, being on such friendly terms, would enclose 
a Greek epigram of his own, on the same interesting insect — 
not, we may presume, out of any wish to luimble Scala, but 
rather to instruct him j said epigram containing a lively conceit 
about Venus, Cupid, and the of a kind much tasted at 

that period, founded partly on the zoological fact that the gnat, 
like Venus, was born from the waters. Scala, in reply, begged 
to say that his verses were never intended for a scholar with 
such delicate olfactories as Politian, neareat of all living men 
to the perfection of the ancients, cand of a taste so fastidious 
that sturgeon itself must seem insipid to him ; defended his 
own verses, nevertheless, though indeed they were written 
hastily, without correction, and intended as an agreeable dis 
traction during the summer heat to himself and such triends 
as were satisfied with mediocrity, he, Scala, not being like 
some other people, who courted publicity through the book- 
sellers. For the rest, he had barely enough Greek to make 
out the sense of the epigram so graciously sent him, to say 
nothing of tasting its elegances ; but — tlie epigram was 
Politian’s : what more need be said ? Still, by way of post- 
script, he feared that his incomparable friend’s comparison of 
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the gnat to Venus, on account of its origin from the craters, 
was ill many ways ticklish. On the one hand, Venus might 
be offended; and on the other, unless the poet intended an 
allusion to the doctrine of Thales, tliat cold and damp origin 
seemed doubtful to Scala in the case of a creature so fond 
of warmth; a fish were perliaps the better comparison, or. 
when the power of flying was in question, an eagle, or indeed, 
when the darkness was taken into consideration, a bat or an 
owl were a less obscure and more apposite parallel, etc. 
Here was a great opportunity for Folitian. He was not 
aware, he wrote, that when he had Scala’s verses placed before 
him, there was any question of sturgeon, but rather of frogs 
and gudgeons: made short work with Scala’s defence of his 
own Latin, and mangled him terribly on the score of the 
stupid criticisms he had ventured on the Greek epigram 
kindly forwarded to him as a model. Wretched cavils, 
indeed ! for as to the damp origin of the gnat, there was the 
authority of Virgil himself, who had called it tlie alumnus 
of the waters; " and as to wliat his dear dull friend had to say 
about tlie tisli. the eagle, find the rest, it w;is nihil ad rem ; 
for because the eagle could fly higher, it by no means followed 
that the gnnt could not fly at all, etc. He was ashamed, 
however, to dwell on such trivialities, and thus to swell a 
gnat into an elephant; luit. I'or his ouu part would only add 
that he hud uolhing deceittul oi d<tuble about him. neither 
wap he to be caught v^hen [uesenf by the I'albe blandishments 
of those who slandered him in his absence, agreeing rather 
with a Homeric sentiment on that head — which furnished a 
Greek quotation to serve as ponder to his bullet. 

The quarrel could not end there. The logic could hardlj 
get worse, but the secretary got more pom pousl}'^ self-asserting, 
and the scholarly poet’s temper more and more venomous 
Folitian had been generously willing to hold up a mirror, 
which the too-inflated secretary, beholding his own likeness, 
might be induced to cease setting up his ignorant defences of 
bad Latin against ancient aufcViorities whom the consent of 
centuries had placed beyond question, — unless, indeed, he 
had designed to sink in literature in proportion as he rose in 
honors, that by a soif of compensation men of letters might 
feel themselves his equals. In return, Folitian was begged to 
examine Scala’s writings: nowhere would he find a more 
devout admiration of antiquity. The secretary was ashamed 
of the age in which he lived, and blushed for it. Somef 
indeed, there were who wanted to have their own works 
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ptaised and exalted to a level with the divine mounments of 
aatiquity \ but he, Scala, could not oblige them. And as to 
the honors which were offensive to the envious, they had been 
well earned ; witness his whole life since he came in penury 
to Florence. The elegant scholar, in reply, was not surprised 
that Bcala found the Age distasteful to him, since he himself 
was so distasteful to the Age ; nay, it was with perfect ac- 
curacy that he, the elegant scholar, had called Scala a branny 
monster, inasmuch as he was formed from the offscourings of 
monsters, born amidst the refuse of a mill, and eminently 
worthy the long-eared office of turning the paternal mill- 
stones (in s^ordihu^ natus et qaidein pistrino dignis^ 

simus) ! 

It was not without reference to Titovs appointed visit that 
the papers containing this correspondence were brought out 
to-day. Here was a new Greek scholar whose accomplisli- 
ments were to be tested, and on nothing did Scala more 
desire a dispassionate opinion from persons of superior knowU 
edge than on that Greek epigram of Politian’s. After suffi- 
cient introductory talk concerning Tito’s travels, after a sxir- 
vey and discussion of the gems, and an eas}" passage from the 
mention of the lamented Lorenzo’s eagerness in collecting 
such specimens of ancient art to the subject of classical 
tastes and studies in general and their present condition in 
Florence, it was inevitable to mention Politian. a man of emi- 
nent ability, indeed, but a little too arrogant — assuming to 
be a Hercules, whose office it was to destroy all the literary 
monstrosities of the age, and writing letters to his elders 
without signing them, as if they were miraculous revelations 
that could only have one source. And after all. were not his 
own criticisms often questionable and his tastes perverse ? 
He was fond of saying pungent things about the men who 
thought they wrote like Cicero because they ended every 
sentence with esse videtnr : ” but while he was boating ol 
his freedom from servile imitation, did he not fall into the 
other extreme, running after strange words and affected 
phrases ? Even in his much -belauded “ IMiscellanea ” ^yas 
every point tenable ? And Tito, who had just been looking 
into the “Miscellanea,” found so much to say that was agree-* 
able to the secretary — he would have done so from the mere 
disposition to please, without further motive — that he showed 
himself quite worthy to be made a judge in the notable cor- 
respondence concerning the cnlex. Here was the Greek 
epigram which Politian had doubtless thought the finest in 
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the world, though he had pretended to believe that the 
transmarini,” the Greeks themselves, would make light of 
it: had he not been unintentionally speaking the truth in 
his false modesty ? 

Tito was ready, and scarified the epigram to Scala's con- 
tent. 0 wise young judge ! He could doubtless appreciate 
satire even in the vulgar tongue, and ScaJa — who, excellent 
man, not seeking publicity through the booksellers, was 
never unprovided with hasty uncorrected trifles,'’ as a sort 
of sherbet for a visitor on a hot day, or, if the weather were 
cold, why then as a cordial — bad a few little matters in the 
shape of Sonnets, turning on well-known foibles of Politian's, 
which he would not like to go any farther, but which would, 
perhaps, amuse the company. 

Enough: Tito took his leave under an urgent invitation to 
come again. His gems were interesting ; especially the agate, 
with the liisits natures in it — a most wonderful semblance of 
Cupid riding on the lion; and the “Jew’s stone,” with the 
lion-headed serpent enchased iu it ; both of which the secre- 
tary agreed to buy — the latter as a re-enforceinent of his 
preventives against the gout, which gave him such severe 
twinges that it was plain enough how intolerable it would be 
if he were not well supplied with rings of rare virtue, and 
with an amulet worn close \inder the right breast But Tito 
was assured that he himself was more interesting than his 
gems. He had won his way to the Scala Palace by the 
recommendation of Bardo de’ Bardi, who, to be sure, was 
Scala’s old acquaintance and a worthy scholar, in spite of his 
overvaluing himself a little (a frequent foible in the secre- 
tary’s friends) ; but he must come again on the ground of his 
own manifest accomplishments. 

The interview could hardly have ended more auspiciously 
for Tito, and as he walked out at the Porta Pinli that he 
might laugh a little at his ease over the affair of the cwZcoc, 
he felt that fortune could hardly mean to turn her back on 
him again at present, since she had taken him by the hand in 
this decided way. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

A FACE m TUB CROWD. 

It is easy to northern people to rise early on midsummer 
morning, to see the dew on the grassy edge of the dusty 
pathway, to notice the fi*esh shoots among the darker green of 
the oak and hr in the coppice, and to look over the gate at the 
shorn meadow, without recollecting that it is the Nativity of 
St. John the Baptist. 

Not so to the Florentine — still less to the Florentine of the 
fifteenth century: to him on that particular morning the 
brightness of the eastern sun on the Arno had something 
special in it; the ringing of the bells was articulate, and 
declared it to be the great summer festival of Florence, the 
day of San Giovanni. 

San Giovanni had been the patron saint of Florence for at 
least eight hundred years — ever since the time when the 
Lombard Queen Theodolinda had commanded her subjects to 
do him peculiar honor ; nny, says old Yillani, to the best of 
his knowledge, ever since the days of Constantine the Great 
and Pope Sylvester, when the Florentines deposed their idol 
Mars, whom they were nevertheless careful not to treat with 
contumely ; for while they consecrated their beautiful and 
noble temple to the honor of God and of the ^'Beato Alessere 
Santo Giovanni,’^ they placed old Mars respectfully on a high 
tower near the River Arno, finding in certain ancient 
memorials that he had been elected as their tutelar deity 
under such astral influences that if he were broken, or other- 
wise treated with indignit}”, the city would suffer great damage 
and mutation. But in the fifteenth century that discreet 
regard to the feelings of the Man-destroyer had long vanished ; 
the god of the spear and shield had ceased to frown by the 
side of the Amo, and the defences of the Republic were held 
to lie in its craft and its coffers. For spear and shield could 
be hired by gold florins, and on the gold florins there had 
always been the image of San Giovanni. 

Much good had come to Florence since the dim time of 
struggle between the old patron and the new ; some quarrelling 
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and bloodshed, doubtless, between Guelf and Ghibelline, 
between Black and White, between orthodox sons of the 
Church and heretic Paterini; some floods, famine, and pesti- 
lence; but still much wealth and glory. Florence had 
achieved conquests over walled cities once mightier than itself, 
and especially over hated Pisa, whose marble buildings were 
too high and beautiful, whose masts were too much honored 
on Greek and Italian coasts. The name of Florence had been 
growing prouder and prouder in all the courts of Europe, na3^ 
in Africa itself, on the strength of purest gold coinage, finest 
dyes and textures, pre-einiiieut scholarship and poetic genius, 
and wits of the most serviceable sort for statesmanship and 
banking : it was a name so omnipresent that a Pope with a 
turn for epigram had called Florentines '^the fifth element.'* 
And for this high destiny, though it might partly depend on 
the stars and Madonna dell’ Impruneta, and certainly depended 
on other higher Powers less often named, the praise was 
greatly due to San Giovanni, whose image was on the fair 
gold flonns. 

Therefore it w'as fitting that the day of San Giovanni — 
that ancient Church festival already venerable in the days of 
St. Augustine — should be a day of peculiar rejoicing to 
Florence, and should be ushered in by a vigil duly kept in 
strict old Florentine fashion, with much dancing, with much 
street jesting, and perhaps with not a little stone-throwing 
and w'indo'w-breakiug, but emphatically with certain street 
sights such as could only be provided bj'* a city which held in 
its service a clever Cecca, engineer and architect, valuable 
alike in sieges and in shows. By the help of Cecca, the very 
saints, surrounded with their almond-shaped glory, and floating 
on clouds with their joyous companionship of winged cherubs, 
even as they may be seen to this day in the pictures of Peru- 
gino, seemed, on the eve of San Giovanni, to have brought 
their piece of the heavens down into the narrow streets, and to 
pass slowly through them ; and, more wonderful still, saints 
of gigantic size, with attendant angels, might be seen, not 
seated, but moving in a slow mysterious manner along the 
streets, like a procession of colossal figures come down from 
the high domes and tribunes of the churches. The clouds 
were made of good woven stuff, the saints and cherubs were 
unglorified mortals supported by firm bars, and those mysteri- 
ous giants were really men of very steady brain, balancing 
themselves on stilts, and enlarged, like Greek tragedians, by 
huge masks and stuffed shoulders ; but he was a miserably 
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nnimaginative riorentine who thought only of that — nay, 
somewhat impious, for in the images of sacred things was 
there not some of the viitue of sacred things themselves? 
And if, after that, there came a company of merry black 
demons well armed with claws and thongs, and other imple- 
ments of sport, ready to perform impromptu farces of 
bastinadoing and clothes-tearing, why, that was the demons' 
way of keeping a vigil, and they, too, might have descended 
from the domes and the tribunes. The Tuscan mind slipped 
from the devout to the burlesque, as readily as water round 
an angle ; and the saints liad already had their turn, had gone 
their way, and made their due pause before the gates of San 
Giovanni, to do him honor on the eve of his festn. And on 
the morrow, the great day thus ushered in, it was fitting that 
the tributary symbols paid to Florence by all its dependent 
cities, districts, and villages, whether conquered, pioteeted, or 
of immemorial possession, should be offered at the shrine of 
San Giovanni in the old octagonal church, once the catliedral, 
and now the baptistery, where every Florentine had had the 
sign of the Cross made with the anointing chrism on his 
brow; that all the city, from the white-haired man to the 
stnpling, and from the matron to the lisping child, should be 
clothed in its best to do honor to the great day, and see the 
great sight; and tliat again, when the sun was sloping and 
the streets were cool, there should be the glorious race or 
Corso, when the unsaddled horses, clothed in rich trappings, 
should run right across tlie city, from the Porta al Prato on 
the northwest, through the Mercato Vecchio, to the Porta 
Santa Groce on the southeast, where the richest of or 

velvet and brocade banners with silk linings and fringe of 
gold, such as became a city that balf-clothcd the well-dressed 
world, were mounted on a triumphal car awaiting the winner 
or winner's owner. 

And thereafter followed more dancing ; nay, through the 
whole day, says an old chvoniider at the beginning of that 
century, there were weddings and the grandest g^lthering^, 
with so much piping, music and song, with balls and feasts 
and gladness and ornament, that tliis earth might have been 
mistaken for Paradise ! 

In this year of 1492, it was, perhaps, a little less easy to 
make that mistake. Lorenzo the magnificent and subtle was 
dead, and an arrogant, incautious I’iero was come in his room, 
an evil change for Florence, unless, indeed, the wise horse 
prefers the bad rider, as more easily thrown from the saddle; 
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and xAxeaAy the regrets for Loreozo were getting less predomi 
nant over the murmured desire for government on a broader 
basis, in which corruption might be arrested, and there might 
be that free play for eveij'body^s jealousy and ambition, 
which made tise ideal liberty of the good old quarreLome. 
struggling times, when Florence raised her great buildings, 
reared her own soldiers, drove out wonM-be tj'rants at the 
sword''s point, and was proud to keep faith at her own loss 
J^renzo was dead, Po}>e Innocent was dying, and a tronbi*^- 
some ]S'eax)olitan succession, with an intriguing, ambitious 
^filan, might set Italy by the ears before long, the tiinpa 
were likely to be difficult. Still, there was ^1 the morp 
reason that the Eepublic should keep its religious festivals. 

And midsummer morning, in this year 1402, w.is not les^ 
bright than usual. It was betimes in the morning that the 
symbolic offerings to be carried in grand procession were 
all assembled at their starting-point in the Piazza della 
Signoria — that famous piazza, where stood then, and stand 
now, the massive turreted Palace of the People, called the 
Palazzo Ycechio, and the spacious Loggia, built by <)rcagna — 
the scene of all grand State ceremonial. The sky made the 
fairest blue tent, and under it the bells swung so vigorously 
that even*' evil spirit with sense emmgh to be formidable, 
mast long since have taken his flight ; Mindows and terraced 
roofs were alive with human faces ; sombre stone houses were 
bright with banging draperies; the bohily soaring palai-e 
tower, the yet older square lower of the Bargellu, and the 
spire of the neighboring Badia, seemed to keep vratch above ; 
and below, on the broad polygonal flags of the piazza, was the 
glorious show of banners, and horses with rich trappings, and 
gigantic rer«, or tapers, that were fitly called towers — 
strangely aggrandized descendants of those torches by whose 
faint light the Church worshipped in the Catacombs. 
Betimes in the morning all processions had need to move 
under the midsummer sky of Florence, where the shelter oi 
the narrow streets must every now and then b® exchanged for 
the glare of inide spaf'cs; and the sun would be high up in 
the heav'cns before the long pomp had ended its pilgrimage 
in the Piazza di San Giovanni. 

But here, where the procession was to pause, the magnifi- 
cent city, with its ingenious Cecea, had provideil another tent 
than the sky ; for the whole of the Piazza del Buomo, from 
tlie octagonal baptistery in the centre to the fagade of the 
cathedral and the wails of the houses on the other sides of the 
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(juadrangle, was covered, at the height of forty feet or more, 
with blue drapery, adorned with well*^titched yellow lilies 
and the familiar coats of arms, while sheaves of many-colored 
banners drooped at fit angles under this superincumbent blue 

— a gorgeous rainbow-lit shelter to the waiting spectator who 
leaned from the windows, and made a narrow border on the 
pavement, and wished for the coming of the show. 

One of these spectators was Tito Meleina. Bright, in the 
midst of brightness, he sat at the window of the room above 
Kello's shop, his right elbow resting on the red drapery hang* 
ing from the window-sill, and his head supported in a back- 
ward position by the right hand, which pressed the curls 
against his ear. His face wore that bland liveliness, as far 
removed from excitability as from heaviness or gloom, which 
marks the companion popular alike amongst men and women 

— the companion who is never obtrusive or noisy from uneasy 
vanity or excessive animal spirits, and whose brow is never 
contracted by resentment or indignation. He showed no 
other change from the two months and more that had passed 
since his first appearance in the weather-stained tunic and 
hose, than that added radiance of good fortune, which is like 
the just perceptible perfecting of a flower after it has drunk 
a morning^s sunbeams. Close behind him, ensconced in the 
narrow angle between his chair and the ivindow-frame, stood 
the slim figure of Nello in holiday suit, and at his left the 
younger Ceiiuini — Pietro, the erudite corrector of proof- 
sheets, not Domenico the practical. Tito w’as looking alter- 
nately down on the scene beioiv, and upward at the varied 
knot of gazers and talkers immediately around him, some of 
whom had come in after witnessing the commencement of the 
procession in the Piazza della Signoria. Piero di Coslmo was 
raising a laugh among them by liis grimaces and anathemas at 
the noise of the bells, against which no kind of ear-stuffing 
was a sufficient barricade, since the more he stuffed his ears 
the more he felt the vibration of his skull; and declaring 
that he would bury himself in the most solitary spot of the 
Valdamo on tifesta^ if he were not condemned, as a painter, 
to lie in wait for the secrets of color that were sometimes to 
be caught from the floating of banners and the chance group- 
ing of the multitude. 

Tito had just turned his laughing face away from the 
whimsical painter to look down at the small drama going on 
among the checkered border of spectators, when at the angle 
of the marble steps in front of the Duomo, nearly opposite 
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l^ello’s shop, he saw a maii^s face upturned towards him, and 
tixing on him a gaze that seemed to have more meaning in it 
than the ordinary passing observation of a stranger. It was 
a face with tonsured head, that rose above the black mantle 
and white tunic of a Dominican friar — a very common sight 
in Florence ; but the glance had something peculiar in it for 
Tito. There was a faint suggestion in it, certainly not of an 
unpleasant kind. Yet what pleasant association had he ever 
had with monks ? None. The glance and the suggestion 
hardly took longer than a flash of lightning. 

“Nello!” said Tito, hastily, but immediately added in a 
tone of disappointment, “ Ah, he has turned round. It was 
that tali, thin friar who is going up the steps, I wanted j’oii 
to tell me if you knew aught of him ? ” 

“One of the Frati Predicatori,” said Nello, carelessly; 
“you don’t expect me to know the private history of the 
crows.” 

“ I seem to remember something about his face,” said Tito. 
“ It is an uncommon face.” 

“ What ? you thought it might be our Fra Girolamo ? Too 
tall; and be never shows himself in that chance way.” 

“Besides, that loud-barking ‘ hound of the Lord ’ ^ is not in 
Florence just now,” said Francesco Cei, the popular poet ; “ he 
Jias taken Piero de’ Medici’s hint, to carry liis railing proplu*- 
cies on a journey for a while.” 

“The Frate neither rails nor prophesies against any m.aii,” 
said a middle-aged personage seated at the other corner of the 
window; “he only prophesies against vice. If you think 
that an attack on your poems, Francesco, it is not the Frate’s 
fault.” 

“Ah, he’s gone into the Duomo now,” said Tito, who had 
watched the figure eagerly. “No, I was not under that mis- 
take, Nello. Your Fra Girolamo has a high nose and a large 
under-lip. I saw him once — he is not handsome ; but this 
man” . . . 

“ Truce to your descriptions ! ” said Cennini. “ Hark ! see ! 
Here come the horsemen and the banners. That standard,” 
he continued, laying his hand familiarly on Tito's shoulder, — 
“ that carried on the horse with white trappings — that with 
the red eagle holding the green dragon between his talons, 
and tlie red lily over the eagle — is the Gonfalon of the Guelf 

1 A play on the name of (he Dominicans {Domini Canes) which was accepted by 
tbemsf^ves, and which U pictoriaily represented in a fresco painted for tuetn by 
Simone Mcmmi. 
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parly, and those cavaliers close round it are the chief officers 
of the Guelf party- That is one of our proudest banners, 
grumble as we may; it means the triumph of the Guelfs, 
which means the triumph of Florentine will, which means 
triumph of the popolani.*^ 

*^Kay, go on, Cennini," said the middle-aged man, seated at 
the window, which means triumph of the fat popolani over 
the lean, which again means triumph of the fattest popolano 
over those who are less fat," 

"Cronaca, you are becoming sententious," said the printer ; 
“Fra Girolamo's preaching will spoil you, and make you take 
life by the wrong handle. Trust me, your cornices will lose 
half their beauty if you begin to mingle bitterness with them ; 
that is the 7naniera Tedeaeavfhi^Yi you used to declaim against 
when you came from Kome. The next palace you build we 
shall see you trying to put the Frate*s doctrine into stone.” 

“ That is a goodly show of cavaliers,” said Tito, who had 
learned by this time the best way to please Florentines ; '’'biit 
are there not strangers among them ? I see foreign costumes.” 

“Assuredly,” said Cennini; “you see there the Orators 
from France, Milan, and Venice, and behind them are Eng- 
lish and German nobles ; for it is customary that all foreign 
visitors of distinction pay their tribute to San Giovanni in 
the train of that gonfalon. For my part, 1 think our Floren- 
tine cavaliers sit their horses as well as any of those cut-and- 
thrust northerners, whose wits lie in their heels and saddles; 
and for yon Venetian, I fancy he would feel himself more at 
ease on the back of a dolphin. We ought to know something 
of horsemanship, for we excel all Italy in the sports of the 
Giostra, and the money we spend on them. But you will see 
a finer show of our chief men by and by, Melema ; my brother 
himself wdll be among the officers of the Zecca.” 

“The banners are the better sight,” said Piero di Oosimo, 
forgetting the noise in his delight at the winding stream of color 
as the tributary standards advanced round the piazza. “The 
Florentine men are so-so ; they make but a sorry show at this 
distance with their patch of sallow flesh-tint above the black 
garments ; but tliose banners with their velvet, and satin, and 
miniver, and brocade, and their endless play of delicate light 
and shadow ! — Va ! your human talk and doings are a tame 
jest ; the only passionate life is in form and color.” 

“ Ay, Piero, if Satanasso could paint, thou wouldst sell thy 
soul to learn his secrets,” said Xello. “ But there is little 
likelihood of it, seeing the blessed angels themselves are such 
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poor hands at cbiaroscurO) if one may judge from their capo. 
d*apera, the Madonna Nunziata.” 

^^Theregothe banners of Pisa and Arezzo,” said Cennini, 

" Ay, Messer Pisano, it is no use for you to look sullen ; you 
may as well carry your banner to our San Giovanni with agootl 
grace. * Pisans false, Florentines blind ’ — the second halt of 
that proverb will hold no longer. There come the ensigns of 
our subject towns and signories, Meleina ; they will all be su?. 
pended in San Giovanni until this day next year, when they 
will give place to new ones.” 

They are a fair sight,” said Tito; and San Giovanni will 
surely be as well satisfied with that prod\iee of Italian looms 
as !Minerva with her peplos, especially as he contents himself 
with so little drapery. But my eyes are less delighted with 
those whirling towers, which would soon make me fall from 
the window in sympathetic vertigo.” 

The “ towers ” of whitjh Tito spoke were a part of the pin- 
cession esteemed very glorious by the Florentine popiilac*^, 
and being perhaps chiefly a kind of hyperbole for the all>eiS.' 
cacious wax taper, were also called een. But inasmuch [\s 
hyperbole is impracticable in a real and literal fashion, these 
gigantic eerij some of them so large as to be of necessity car- 
ried on wheels, were not solid but hollow, and had their sur- 
face made not solely of wax, but of wood and pasteboard, 
gilded, carved, and painted, as real sacred tapers often are, 
with successive circles of figures — warriors on horseback, 
foot*soldiers with lance and shield, dancing maidens, animals, 
trees and fruits, and in fine, says the old chronicler, *^all 
things that could delight the eye and the heart ; ” the hollow- 
ness having the further advantage that men could stand inside 
these hyperbolic tapers and whirl them continuall3^, so as to 
produce a phantasmagoric effect, which, considering the 
towers were numerous, must have been calculated to produce 
dizziness on a truly magnificent scale. 

Pestilen::a / said Piero di Cosimo, moving from the win- 
dow, “those whirling circles one above the other are worse 
than the jangling of all the bells. Let me know when the 
last taper has passed.” 

“ Nay, you will surely like to be called when the eontadinV 
come carrying their torches,” said Nello; “you would not 
miss the country folk of the Mugello and the Casentino, of 
whom your favorite Lionardo would make a hundred grotesque 
sketches.” 

“ No,” said Piero, resolutely, “ I will see nothing till the 
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ear of the Zecca comes. I have seen clowns enough holding 
tapers aslant, both with and without cowls, to last me for my 
life." 

‘‘Here it comes, then, Piero — the car of the Zecca/' 
called out Kello, after an interval during which towers and 
tapers in a descending scale of size h£^ been making their 
slow transit. 

“ Fediddio ! ” exclaimed Francesco Cei, “ that is a well- 
tanned San Giovanni ! some sturdy Romagnole beggar-man, 
I’ll warrant. Our Signoria plays the host to ail the Jewish 
and Christian scum that every other city shuts its gates 
s^ainst, and lets them fatten on us like St. Anthony’s swine," 

The car of the Zecca or Mint, which had just rolled into 
sight, was originally an immense wooden tower or cero 
adorned after the same fashion as the other tributary ceri^ 
mounted on a splendid car, and drawn by two mouse-colored 
oxen, whose mild heads looked out from rich trappings bear- 
ing the arms of the Zecca. But the latter half of the cen- 
tury was getting rather ashamed of the towers with their 
circular or spiral paintings, which had delighted the eyes and 
the hearts of the other half, so that they had become a con- 
temptuous proverb, and any ill-painted figure looking, as will 
sometimes happen to figures in the best ages of art, as if it 
had been boned for a pie, was called a fanioncio da cero, a 
tower-puppet; consequently improved taste, with Cecca to 
help it, had devised for the magnificent Zecca a triumphal car 
like a pyramidal catafalque, with ingenious wheels warranted 
to turn all corners easily. Bound the base were living figures 
of saints and angels arrayed in sculpturesque fashion ; and 
on the summit, at the height of thirty feet, well bound to an 
iron rod and holding an iron cross also firmly infixed, stood a 
living representative of St. John the Baptist, with arms and 
legs bare, a garment of tiger-skins about his body, and a 
golden nimbus fastened on his head — as the Precursor was 
wont to appear in the cloisters and churches, not having yet 
revealed himself to painters as the brown and sturdy boy 
who made one of the Holy Family. For where could the 
image of the patron saint be more fitly placed than on the sym- 
bol of the Zecca ? Was not the royal prerogative of coining 
money the surest token that a city had won its independence ? 
and by the blessing of San Giovanni this “ beautiful sheep- 
fold " of his had shown that token earliest among the Italian 
cities. Nevertheless, the annual function of representing the 
patron saint was not among the high prizes of public life ; it 
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-was paid for T^ith something like ten shillings, a cake weigh* 
ing fourteen pounds, two bottles of wine, and a handsome 
fiupplj^ of light eatables ; tlie money being furnished by the 
maguiJicent Zecca, and the payment in kind being by peculiar 
“ privilege ” presented in a basket suspended on a pole from 
an upper window of a private house, whereupon the eidolon 
of the austere saint at once invigorated himself with a reason- 
able share of the sweets and wine, threw the remnants to the 
crowd, and embraced the mighty cake securely Avith his right 
arm through the remainder of his passage. This was the 
attitude in which the mimic San Giovanni presented liiiuselt 
as the tall car jerked and vibrated on its slow way round the 
piazza to the northern gate of the Baptistery. 

** There go the Masters of the Zecca, and there is my 
brother — you see him, Melema?” cried Cennini, Avitli an 
agreeable stirring of pride at showing a stranger what Avas 
too familiar to be remarkable to felloAv-citizens. “Behind 
come the members of the Corporation of Calimarad tlie dealers 
in foreign cloth, to Avhich we haA^e given our Florentine finish ; 
men of ripe years, you see, Avho a\ ere matriculated before you 
were born; and then comes the famous Art of 3Ioney- 
chaugers.” 

“ Many of them matriculated also to the noble art of usury 
before you were born,” interrupted Francesco Cei, “ as you 
may discern by a certain fitful glare of the eye and sharp 
curve of the nose which manifest their descent from the an- 
cient Harpies, whose portraits you saw supporting the arms of 
the Zecca. Shaking off old prejudices now, such a procession 
as that of some four hundred passably ugly men carrying their 
tapers in open daylight, Diogenes-fasliion, as if they Avere 
looking for a lost quattrino, would make a merry spectacle for 
the Feast of Fools.” 

“ Blaspheme not against the usages of Qur city,” said Pietro 
Cennini, much offended. “There are new wits Avho think 
they see things more truly because tlit-y stand on their heads 
to look at them, like tumblers and mountebaiiks, instead of 
keeping the attitude of rational men. Doubtless it makes 
litrle difference to Maestro Vaiano's monkey a whetlier they 
see our Donatello’s statue of Judith Avith their heads or their 
tails uppeimost.” 

“ Your solemnity will allow some quarter to playful fancy, 
I hope,” said Cei, with a shrug, “ else Avhat becomes of the 
ancients, whose example you scholars are bound to revere, 

1 ** <U Caltmara/* *< arte being, in thla use of it, equivalent to corporation* 
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Mesfi6r Pietro ? Life was never anything but a perpetual see* 
saw between gravity and jest.” 

« Keep your jest then till your end of the pole is upper- 
most,” said Cennini, still angry, "and that is not when the 
great, bond of our Republic is expressing itself in ancient 
symbols, without which the vulgar would be conscious of noth- 
ing beyond their own petty wants of back and stomach, and 
never rise to the sense of community in religion and law. 
There has been no great ]>eople without processions, and the 
man who thinks himself too wise to be moved by them to 
anything but contempt, is like the puddle that was proud of 
standing alone while the river rushed by.” 

No one said anything after this indignant burst of Cenuiui^s 
till he himself spoke again. 

"Hark! the trumpets of the Signoria: now comes the last 
stage of the show, Meleraa. That is our Gonfaloniere in the 
middle, in the starred mantle, with the sword carried before 
him. Twenty years ago we used to see our foreign Podestli, 
who was our judge in civil causes, walking on his right hand ; 
but our Republic has been over-doctored by clever Medici 
That is the Proposto ^ of the Priori on the left ; then come 
the other seven Priori ; then all the other mngistracies and 
officials of our Republic. You see your patron the Segretario ? ” 

"There is Messer Bernardo del Nero also,” said Tito ; "his 
visage is a fine and venerable one, though it has worn rather 
a petrifying look towards me.” 

"Ah,” said Nello, "he is the dragon that guards the rem- 
nant of old Bardo's gold, w'hich, T fancy, is chiefly that virgin 
gold that falls about the fair KomoLVs head an'^d shoulders; 
eh, my Apollino? ” he added, patting Tito’s head. 

Tito had the youthful grace of blushing, but he had also the 
adroit and ready speech that prevents a blush from looking 
like embarrassment. He replied at once, — 

" And a very Pactolus it is — a stream with golden ripples. 
If I were an alchemist” — 

He was saved from the need for further speech by the sud- 
den fortissimo of drums and trumpets and fifes, bursting into 
the breadth of the piazza in a grand storm of sound — a roar, 
a blast, and a whistling, well befitting a city famous for its 
musical instruments, and reducing the members of the closest 
group to a state of deaf isolation. 

During this interval Nello observed Tito’s fingers moving 
in recognition of some one in the crowd below, but not seeing 

1 Spokeaman or moderator. 
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the directioa of his glance he failed to detect the object of 
this greeting — the sweet round blue-eyed face under a white 
hood — immediately lost in the narrow border of heads, where 
there was a continual eclipse of round contadina cheeks by the 
harsh-lined features or bent shoulders of an old spadesman, 
and where profiles turned as sharply from north to south as 
weather-cocks under a shifting wind. 

But when it was felt that the show was ended — when the 
twelve prisoners released in honor of the day, and the very 
Oarheri or race-horses, with the arms of their owners embroid- 
ered on their cloths, had followed up the Signoria, and been 
duly consecrated to San Giovanni, and every one was moving 
from the window — Nello, whose Florentine curiosity was of 
that lively canine sort which thinks no trifle too despicable 
for investigation, put his hand on Tito's shoulder and said, — 

“ What acquaintance was that you were making signals to, 
eh, giovane mio 7 ” 

‘^Some little contadina who probably mistook me fox an 
acquaintance, for she had honored me with a greeting.” 

“Or who wished to begin an acquaintance,” said Nello. 
“ But you are bound for the Via de’ Bardi and the feast of the 
Muses: there is no counting on you for a frolic, else we 
might have gone in search of adventures together in the 
crowd, and had some pleasant fooling in honor of San Gio- 
vanni. But your high fortune has come on you loo soon : I 
don't mean the professor's mantle — that is roomy enough to 
hide a few stolen chickens, but — Messer Endymion minded 
his manners after that singular good fortune of his \ and what 
says our Luigi Pulci ? 

“ * Da quel giorno in quk ch’amor m'accese 
Per lei son fatto e gentile e cortese.’ ” 

“Nello, amico wio, thou hast an intolerable trick of making 
life stale by forestalling it with thy talk,” said Tito, shrug- 
ging his shoulders with a look of patient resignation, which 
was his nearest approach to anger: “not to mention that such 
ill-founded babbling would be held a great offence' by that 
same goddess whose humble worshipper you are always pro- 
fessing yourself.” 

“I will be mute,” said Nello, laying his finger on his lips, 
with a responding shrug. “ But it is only under our four eyes 
iihat I talk any folly about her,” 

“ Pardon ! you were on the verge of it just now in the hear- 
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Ing of others* If you want to ruin me in the minds of Bardo 
and his daughter” — 

Enough, enough!” said Kello. am an absurd old 
barber. It all comes from that abstinence of mine, in not 
making bad verses in my youth : for want of letting my 
folly run out that way when 1 was eighteen, it runs out at my 
tongue’s end now I am at the unseemly age of fifty. But 
Nello h^ not got his head muffled for all that j he can see a 
buffalo in the snow. AddiOy giovaTie mioJ^ 


CHAPTER IX. 

A man’s ransom. 

Tito was soon down among the crowd, and, notwithstanding 
his indifferent reply to Nello’s question about his chance ac- 
quaintance, he was not withoiit a passing wish, as he made his 
way round the piazza to the Corso degli Adimari. that he might 
encounter the pair of blue eyes which had looked up towards 
him from under the square bit of white linen drapery that 
formed the ordinary hood of the coutadina at festa time. He 
was perfectly well aware that that face was Tessa’s j but he 
had not chosen to say so. What had Xello to do with the 
matter ? Tito had an innate love of reticence — let us say a 
talent for it — which acted as other impulses do, without any 
conscious motive, and, like all people to whom concealment is 
easy, he would now and then conceal something wliieh had as 
little the nature of a secret as the fact that he had seen a 
flight of crows. 

But the passing wish about the pretty Te'ssa was almost 
immediately eclipsed by the recurrent recollection of that 
friar whose face had some irrecoverable association for him. 
Why should a sickly fanatic, worn with fasting, have looked 
at him in particular, and where in all his travels could he re- 
member encountering that face before ? Folly I such vague 
memories hang about the mind like cobwebs, with a tickling 
importunity — best to sweep them away at a dash : and Tito 
had pleasanter occupation for his thoughts. By the time he 
was turning out of the Corso degli Adimari into a side-street 
he was caring only that the sun was high, and that the pro- 
cession had kepi him longer than he had intended from his 
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visit to that room in the Via de’ Bardi, where his coining, h« 
knew, was anxiously awaited. He felt the scene of his 
entrance beforehand : the joy beaming diffusedly in the blind 
face like the light in a semi-transparent lamp ; the transient 
pink flush on Eomola’s face and neck, which subtracted 
nothing from her majesty, but only gave it the exquisite 
charm of womanly sensitiveness, heightened still more by 
what seemed the paradoxical boy-like frankness of her look 
and smile. They were the best comrades in the world during 
the hours they passed together round the blind man's chair: 
she was constantly appealing to Tito, and he was informing 
her, yet he felt himself strangely in subjection to Eomola 
with that simplicity of hers : he felt for the first time, with- 
out dehning it to himself, that loving awe hi the presence of 
noble womanhood, which is perhaps something like the wor- 
ship paid of old to a great nature-goddess, who was not all- 
knowing, but whose life and power were something deeper 
and move primordial than knowledge. They had never been 
alone together, and he could frame to himself no probable 
image of love-sceues between them ; he could only fancy and 
wish wildly' — what he knew ivaa impossible — that Eomola 
would some duy tell him that she loved him. One day in 
Greece, as he was lemming over a wall in the sunshine, a little 
black-ey'ed peasant girl, who had rested her water-pot on the 
wall, crept gradually' nearer and nearer to him, and at last 
shyly asked him to kiss her, putting up her round olive cheek 
very innocently. Tito w'as used to love that came in this 
unsought fashion. But Eomola’s love would never come in 
that way : would it ever come at all ? — and yet it was that 
topmost apple on which he had set his mind. He was in his 
fresh youth — not passionate, but impressible : it was as 
inevitable that he should feel lovingly towards Eomola as 
that the white irises should be reflected in the clear sunlit 
stream ; but he had no coxcombry, and he had an intimate 
sense that Eomola was something very much above him. 
Many men have felt the same before a large-eyed, simple 
child. 

Nevertheless, Tito had had the rapid success which would 
have made some men presuming, or would have warranted 
him in thinking that there would be no great presumption in 
entertaining an agreeable confidence that he might one day 
be the husband of Eomola — nay, that her father himself was 
not without a vision of such a future for him. His first 
auspicious interview with Bartolommeo Scala had proved the 



A MA^'S JiANSO^f. 


89 


ccmmencement of a growing favor on the secretary's part, 
and had led to an issue which would have been enough to 
make Tito decide on Florence as the place iu which to 
establish himself, even if it had held no other magnet. 
Politian was professor of Greek as well as Latin at Florence, 
professorial chairs being maintained there, although the 
university had been removed to Pisa; but for a long time 
Demetrio Calcondila, one of the most eminent and respect- 
able among the emigrant Greeks, had also held a Greek ehair^ 
simultaneously with the too predominant Italian. Calrondila 
was now- gone to Milan, and there was no counterpoise or 
rival to Politian such as was desired for him by the friends 
who wished him to be taught a little propriety and humility* 
Scala was far from being the only friend of this class, and he 
found several who, if they were not among those tljirsty 
admirers of mediocrity that were glad to be refreshed with 
his verses in hot weather, w^ere yet qnite willing to join liim in 
doing that moral service to Politian. It was finally agreed 
that Tito should be supported in a Greek chair, as Demetrio 
Calcondila had been by Lorenzo himself, who, being at the 
same time the affectionate patron of Politian, had shown 
by precedent that there was nothing invidious in such a 
measure, but only a zeal for true learnirg and for the in- 
struction of the Florentine 3’oiitli. 

Tito was thus sailing under the fairest breeze, and besides 
convincing fair judges that his talents squared with his good 
fortune, he wore that fortune so easily and unpretentiously 
that no one had yet been offended by it Ho was not unlikely 
to get into the best Florentine society : society where there 
was much more plate than the circle of enamelled silver in 
the centre of the brass dishes, and where it was not forbidden 
by the Signory to wear the richest brocatle. For w'here could 
a handsome young scholar not be welcome when he could 
touch the lute and troll a gay song? That bright face, that 
easy smile, that liquid voice, seemed to give life a holiday 
aspect; just as a strain of gay music and the hoi'^ting of 
colors make the work-worn and the sad rather ashamed of 
showing theinselveri. Here was a x>^*ofessor likely to render 
the Greek classics amiable to the sutis of great houses. 

And that was not the whole of Tito’s good fortune ; for he 
had sold all hi.s jew^els, except the rijig he did not choose to 
part with, and he was master of full five hundred gold florins. 

Yet the moment wlien lio first had this sum hi his posses- 
flion Mras the crisis of the first serious ’^triigglo his facile| 
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good-hninored nature had known. An importunate thought, 
of which he had till now refused to see more than the shadow 
as it dogged his footsteps^ at last rushed upon him and grasped 
him ; he was obliged to pause and decide whether he would 
surrender and obey, or whether he would give the refusal that 
must carry irrevocable consequences. It was in the room 
above Nello’s shop, w'hich Tito had now hired as a lodging, 
that the elder Cennini handed him the last quota of the sum 
on behalf of Bernardo Rucellai, the purchaser of the t^No 
most valuable gems. 

“EccOi giovane mioH^ said the respectable printer and 
goldsmith, “you have now a pretty little fortune; and if you 
will take my advice, you will let me place your florins in a 
safe quarter, where they may increase and multiply, instead 
of slipping through your fingers for banquets and other 
follies which are rife among our Florentine youth. And it 
has been too much the fashion of scholars, especially when, 
like our Pietro Crinito, the}*^ think their scholai'ship needs to 
be scented and broidered, to squander with one hand till they 
have been fain to beg with the other. I have brought you the 
money, and j"ou are free to make a wise choice or an unwise : 
I shall see on which side the balance dips. We Florentines 
hold no man a member of an Art till he has shown his skill 
and been matriculated; and no man is matriculated to the art 
of life till he has been well tempted. If you make up your 
mind to put your florins out to usury, you can let me know 
to-morrow. A scholar may marry, and should have something 
in readiness for the viorgen-cap} AddioP 

As Cennini closed the door behind him, Tito turned round 
with the smile dying out of his face, and fixed his eyes on the 
table where the florins lay. He made no other movement, but 
stood with his thumbs in his belt, looking down, in that 
transfixed state which accompanies the concentration of 
consciousness on some inward image. 

“ A man’s ransom ! ” — w’’ho was it that had said five hun- 
dred florins was more than a man’s ransom ? If now, under 
this midday sun, on some hot coast far away, a man some- 
what stricken in years — a man not without high thoughts 
and with the most passionate heart — a man who long years 
ago had rescued a little boy from a life of beggary, filth, and 
cruel wrong, had reared him tenderly and been to him as a 
father — if that man were now under this summer sun, toiling 

^ A ftum given by the bridegroom to the bride the day after the marriage 
(Jfmgenga&e). 
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6& a slave, hewing wood and drawing water, perhaps being 
smitten and buffeted because he was not deft and active ? If 
he were saying to himself, “Tito will find me : he had but to 
carry our manuscripts and gems to Venice; he will have 
raised money, and will never rest till he finds me out ” ? If 
that were certain, could he, Tito, see the price of the gems 
lying before him, and say, “ I will stay at Florence, where I 
am fanned by soft airs of promised love and prosperity; I 
will not risk myself for his sake ” ? No, surely not, if it 
were certain. But nothing could be farther from certainty. 
The galley had been taken by a Turkish vessel on its way to 
Delos : that was known by the report of the companion galley, 
which had escaped. But there had been resistance, and 
probable bloodshed ; a man had been seen falling overboard : 
who were the survivors, and what had befallen them amongst 
all the multitude of possibilities ? Had not he, Tito, suffered 
shipwreck and narrowly escaped drowning? He had good 
cause for feeling the omnipresence of casualties that 
threatened all projects with futility. The rumor that they 
were pirates who had a settlement in Delos was not to be 
depended on, or might be nothing to the purpose. What, 
probably enough, would be the result if he were to quit 
Florence and go to Venice; get authoritative letters — yes, he 
knew that might be done — and set out for the Archipelago ? 
Why, that he should be himself seized, and spend all his 
florins on preliminaries, and be again a destitute wanderer — 
with no more gems to sell. 

Tito had a clearer vision of that result than of the possible 
moment when he might find his father again, and carry him 
deliverance. It would surely be an unfairness that he, in his 
full ripe youth, to whom life had liitherto had some of the 
stint and subjection of a school, should turn his back on 
promised love and distinction, and perhaps never be visited by 
that promise again. “And yet,” he said to himself, “if I 
were certain that Baldassarre Calvo was alive, and that I coaid 
free him, by whatever exertions or perils, I would go now — 
now I have the money : it was useless to debate the matter 
before. I would go now to Bardo and Bartolommeo Scala, and 
tell them the whole truth.” Tito did not say to himself so 
distinctly that if those two men had known the whole truth 
he was aware tliere would have been no alternative for him 
but to go in search of his benefactor, who, if alive, was the 
rightful owner of the gems, and whom he had always 
equivocally spoken of as “lost; ” he did not say to himself-— 
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what he was not ignorant of — that Greeks of distinction had 
made sacrifices, taken vo^^ages again and again, and sought 
help from crowned and mitred heads for the sake of freeing 
relatives from slavery to the Turks. Public opinion did not 
regard this as exceptional virtue. 

This was liis first real colloquy with himself ; he had gone 
on following the impulses of the moment, and one of those 
impulses h^ been to conceal half the fact ; he had never 
considered this part of his conduct long enough to face the 
consciousness of his motives for the concealment. What was 
the use of telling the wliole ? It was true, the thought had 
crossed his mind several times since he had quitted Kauplia 
that, alter all, it was a great relief to be quit of Baldassarre, 
and he would have liked to know who it was that had fallen 
overboard. But such thoughts spring inevitably out of a 
relation that is irksome. Baldassarre was exacting, and had 
got stranger as he got older . he was constantly scinitiniziiig 
Titovs mind to see whether it answered to his own exaggerated 
expectations ; and age — the age of a thick-set, heavy-browed, 
bald man beyond sixty, whose intensity and eagerness in the 
grasp of ideas have long taken the character of monotony 
and repetition, may be looked at from many points of view 
without being found attractive. Such a man stranded among 
new acquaintances, unless he had the philosopher’s stone, 
would hardly find rank, youth, and beauty at his feet. The 
feelings that gather fervor from novelty will be of little help 
towards making the world a home for dimmed and faded 
human beings; and if there is any love of which they are not 
widow'ed, it must be the love that is rooted in memories and 
distils perpetually the sweet balms of fidelity and forbearing 
tenderness. 

But surely such memories were not absent from Tito’s 
mind ? Far in the backward vista of his remembered life, 
when he was only seven years old, Baldassarre had rescued 
him from blows, hfid taken Inm to a home that seemed like 
opened paradise, where there was sweet food and soothing 
caresses, all had on Baldassarre’s kii#^e ; and from that time 
till the hour they had parted, Tito hac been the one centre of 
Balda.ssarre’s fatherly cares. 

And he bad been docile, pliable, quick of apprehension, 
ready to acquire : a very bright lovely bcy, a y^outh of even 
splendid grace, who seemed quite without vices, as if that 
beautiful form represented a vitality so exquisitely poised 
and balanced that it could know no uneasy desires, no unrest 
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radiant presence for a lonely man to have w^on for him- 
self. If he were silent when his father expected some 
response, still he did not look moody ; if he declined some 
labor — why, he flung himself down with such a charming, 
half-smiling, half-pleading air, that the pleasure of looking at 
him made amends to one who had watched his growth with 
a sense of claim and possession : the curves of Tito’s mouth 
had ineffable good-humor in them. And then, the quick 
talent to which everything came readily, from philosophical 
systems to the rhymes of a street ballad caught up at a 
hearing ! Would any one have said that Tito had not made 
a rich return to his benefactor, or that his gratitude and 
affection would tail on any great demand ? 

He did not admit that his gratitude had failed ; but it was 
not ceHain that Baldassarre was iu slavery, not certain that 
he was living. 

“ Do E not owe soniethiu" to in} seif ? ” said Tito, inwardly, 
with a slight movement of his shoulders, the first he liad made 
since he had turned to look clouu at the florins. '‘Before I 
quit everything, and incur again all the risks of which I am 
even now weary, I must at least have a reasonable hope. Am 
I to spend my life in a wandering search ? I believe he is 
dead, Cennini was right about my florins : I will place them 
in his hands to-morrow.” 

When, the next morning, Tito put this determination into 
act he had chosen his color in the game, and had given an 
inevitable bent to his wishes. He had made it impossible that 
he should not from henceforth desire it to be the truth that 
his father was dead ; impossible that he should not be tempted 
to baseness rather t^n that the precise facts of his conduct 
should not remain forever concealed. 

Under every guilty secret there is hidden a brood of guilty 
wishes, whose unwholesome infecting life is cherished^ by the 
darkness. The contaminating effect of deeds often lies less 
in the commission than in the consequent adjustment of our 
desires — the enlistment of our self-interest on the side of 
falsity ; as, on the other hand, the purifying influence of public 
confession springs from the fact, that by it the hope in lies is 
forever swept away, and the soul recovers the noble attitude 
of simplicity. 

Besides, in this first distinct colloquy with himself the ideas 
which had previously been scattered and interrupted had now 
concentrated themselves 5 the little rills of selfishness had 
united and made a channel, so that they could never again 
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meet with the same resistance* Hitherto Tito had left in 
vague indecision the question whether, with the means in his 
power, he would not return, and ascertain his father’s fate ; he 
had now made a definite excuse to himself for not taking that 
course ; he had avowed to himself a choice which he would 
have been ashamed to avow to others, and which would haA’e 
made him ashamed in the resurgent presence of his father. 
But the inward shame, the reflex of that outward law which 
the great heart of mankind makes for every individual man, 
a reflex which will exist even in the absence of the sympa- 
thetic impulses that need no law, but rush to the deed of 
fidelity and pity as inevitably as the brute mother shields her 
young from the attack of the hereditary enemy — that inward 
shame was showing its blushes in Tito’s determined assertion 
CO himself that his father was dead, or that at least seai'ch 
was hopeless. 


CHAPTEE X. 

UNDER THE PDANE-TREE, 

On the day of San Giovanni it was already three weeks ago 
that Tito had handed his florins to Cennini, and we have seen 
that as he set out towards the Via de’ Bardi he showed all the 
outward signs of a mind at ease. How should it be otherwise ? 
He never jarred with what was immediately around him, and 
his nature was too joyous, too unapprehensive, for the hiddeu 
and the distant to grasp him in the shape of a dread. As he 
turned out of the hot sunshine into the shelter of a narrow 
street, took off the black cloth berretta, or simple cap with 
upturned lappet, which just crowned his brown curls, pushing 
bis hair and tossing his head backward to court the cooler air, 
there was uo brand of duplicit}' on his brow ; neither was 
there any stamp of candor: it was simply a finely formed, 
square, smooth young brow. And the slow absent glance he 
cast around at the upper windows of the houses had neither 
more dissimulation in it, nor more ingenuousness, than belongs 
to a youthful well-opened eyelid with its unwearied breadth 
of gaze ; to perfectly pellucid lenses ; to the undimmed dark 
of a rich brown iris ; and to a pure cerulean-tinted angle of 
whiteness streaked with the delicate shadows of long eyelashes. 
Was it that Tito’s face attracted or repelled according to the 
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mental attitude of the observer ? Was it a cipher with more 
than one key ? The strong, unmistakable expression in his 
whole air and person was a negative one, and it was perfectly 
veracious ; it declared the absence of any uneasy claim, any 
restless vanity, and it made the admiration that followed him 
as he passed among the troop of holiday-makers a thoroughly 
willing tribute. 

Por by this time the stir of the Festa was felt even in the 
narrowest side-streets ; the throng which had at one time been 
concentrated in the lines through which the procession had to 
pass, was now streaming out in all directions in pursuit of a 
new object. Such intervals of a Festa are precisely the 
moments when the vaguely active animal spirits of a crowd 
are likely to be the most petulant and most ready to sacrihee 
a stray individual to the greater happiness of the greater 
number. As Tito entered the neighborhood of San Martino, 
he found the throng rather denser ; and near tlie hostelry of 
the Bertitcce^ or Baboons, there was evidently some object 
which was arresting the passengers and forming them into a 
knot. It needed nothing of great interest to draw aside 
passengers unfreighted with a purpose, and Tito was prepar- 
ing to turn aside into an adjoining street, when, amidst the 
loud laughter, his ear discerned a distressed childish voice 
crying, Loose me ! Holy Virgin, help me ! ” which at once 
determined him to push his way into the knot of 
gazers. He had just had time to perceive that the distressed 
voice came from a young contadina, whose white hood had 
fallen off in the struggle to get her hands free from the grasp 
of a man in the party-colored dress of a cerretano^ or conjurer, 
who was making laughing attempts to soothe and cajole her, 
evidently carrying with him the amused sympathy of the 
spectators. These, by a persuasive variety of words signify- 
ing simpleton, for which the Florentine dialect is rich in 
equivalents, seemed to be arguing with the contadina against 
her obstinacy. At the first moment the girl’s face was turned 
away, and he saw only her light-brown hair plaited and 
fastened with a long silver pin ; but in the next, the struggle 
brought her face opposite Tito’s, and he saw the baby 
features of Tessa, her blue eyes filled with tears; and her 
under-lip quivering. Tessa, too, saw and through the 

mist of her swelling tears there beamed a sudden hope, like 
that in the face of a little child, when, held by a stranger 
against its will, it sees a familiar hand stretched out. 

In an instant Tito had pushed his way through the barrier 
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of bystanders, whose curiosity made them ready to turn aside 
at the sudden interference of this handsome j'oung signor, had 
grasped Tessa's waist, and had said, “ Loose this child ! What 
right have you to hold her against her will ? " 

The conjurer — a man with one of those faces in which the 
angles of the eye and eyebrows, of the nostrils, moutli, and 
sharply defined jaw, all tend upward — showed his small regu- 
lar teeth in an impish but not ill-natured grin, as he let go 
Tessa's hands, and stretched out his own backward, shrugging 
his shoulders, and bending them forward a little in a half-apol 
ogetic, half-protesting manner. 

‘‘ 1 mean the ragazza no evil in the world, Messere : ask this 
respectable company. I was only going fco show them a few 
samples of my skill, in which this little damsel might have 
helped me the better because of her kitten face, which would 
have assured them of open dealing ; and I had promised her a 
lapful of confetti as a reward. But what then ? Messer has 
doubtless better confetti at hand, and she knows it."' 

A general laugh among the bystanders accompanied these 
last words of the conjurer, raised, probably, by the look of 
relief and confidence with which Tessa clung to Tito's arm, as 
he drew it from her waist, and placed her hand within it. IShe 
only cared about the laugh as she might have cared about the 
roar of wild beasts from which she was escaping, not attaching 
any meaning to it ; but Tito, who had no sooner got her on his 
arm than he foresaw some embavrasstnent in the situation, 
hastened to get clear of observers who, having been despoiled 
of an expected amusement, were sure to re-establish the bal- 
ance by jest. 

‘^See, see, little one ! here is your hood,” said the conjurer, 
throwing the bit of white drapery over Tessa's head. “ Or^, 
bear me no malice ; come back to me when Messere can spare 
you.” 

“Ah ! !Maestro Vaiaiio, she’ll come back presently, as the 
toad said to the harrow,” called out one of the spectators, see- 
ing how Tessa started and shrank at the action of the conjurer. 

Tito pushed his way vigorously towards the corner of a side 
stre^^t, a little vexed at this delay in his progress to the Via 
de' Bardi, and intending to get rid of the poor little contadina 
as soon as possible. The next street, too, had its passengers 
inclined to make holiday remarks on so unusual a paii ; but 
they had no sooner enteVed it than he said, in a kind but hur- 
ried manner, “Nov/, little one, whei’e were you going? Are 
you come by yourself to the Festa ? ” 
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Ah, no!” said Tessa, looking frightened and distressed 
again j “I have lost my mother in the crowd — her and my 
father-in-law. They will be angry — he will beat me. [t was 
in the srowd in San Pulinari — somebody pushed me along 
and 1 couldn’t stop myself, so I got away from them. Oh, I 
don’t know where they’re gone ! Please, don’t leave me ! ” 

Her eyes had been swelling with tears again, and she ended 
with a sob. 

Tito hurried along again : the Church of the Badia was not 
far off. They could enter it by the cloiscer that opened at the 
back, and in the 'church he could talk to Tessa — perhaps 
leave her. No ! it was an hour au which the church was not 
open; but they paused under the shelter of the cloister, and he 
said, “ Have you no cousin or friend in Florence, my little 
Tessa, whose house you could Hnd ; or are you afraid of walk- 
ing by yourself since you have been frightened by the con- 
jurer ? I am in a hurry to get to OUrarao. but if I "could take 
you anywhere near ” — 

'‘Oh, I am frightened : he was the devil — I know he was. 
And I don’t know where to go. I have nobody : and my 
mother meant to have her dinner somewhere, and I don't know 
where. Holy Itfadonna ! I shall be beaten.” 

The corners of the pouting mouth went down piteously, and 
the poor little bosom with the beads on it above the green 
serge gown heaved so, that there was no longer any help for 
it ; a loud sob wotdd come, and the big tears fell as if they 
were making up for lost time. Here was a situation ! It 
would have l^en brutal to leave her, and Tito’s nature was all 
gentleness. He wished at that moment that he had not been 
expected in the Via de’ Bardi. As he saw her lifting^ up her 
holiday apron to catch the hurrying tears, he laid his hand, 
too, on the apron, and rubbed one of the cheeks and kissed the 
baby-like roundness. 

« My poor little Tessa ! leave off crying. Let ua see what 
can be done. Where is your home — where do you live ?” 

There was no ansAver, but the sobs began to subside a little 
and the drops to fall less quickly. 

" Come ! I’ll take you a little way, if you’ll tell me where 
you want to go/’ 

The apron fell, and Tessa’s face began to look as contented 
as a cherub’s budding from a cloud. The diabolical conjurer, 
the anger and the beating, seemed a long w^ay off. 

“ 1 think I’ll go home, if you’ll take me,” she said, in a 
half whisper, looking up at Tito with wide blue eyes, and 
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with something sweeter than a smile— with a childlike 
calm. 

“ Come, then, little one,” said Tito, in a caressing tone, put- 
ting her arm within his again. Which way is it ? ” 

“Beyond Feretola — where the large pear-tree is.” 

“ Perctola ? Out at which gate, pazzarella ? I am a stran 
ger, you must remember.” 

“ Out at the For del Frato,” said Tessa, moving along with 
a very fast hold on Titovs arm. 

lie did not know all the turnings well enough to venture on 
an attempt at choosing the quietest streets ; and besides^ it 
occurred to him that where the passengers were most numer- 
ous there was, perhaps, the most chance of meeting with 
Monna Ghita and finding an end to his knight-errantship. 
So he made straight for Forta Rossa, and on to Ognissanti, 
showing his usual bright propitiatory face to the mixed ob- 
servers who threw their jests at him and his little heavj'-shod 
maiden with much liberality. Mingled with the more decent 
holiday-makers there were frolicsome apprentices, rather envi- 
ous of his good fortune ; bold-eyed women with the badge of 
the yellow veil ; beggars who thrust forward their caps for 
alms, in derision at Tito’s evident haste i dicers, sharpers, and 
loungers of the worst sort ; boys whose tongues were used to 
wag in concert at the most brutal street games : for the streets 
of Florence were not always a moral spectacle in those times, 
and Tessa’s terror at being lost in the crowd was not wholly 
unreasonable. 

When they reached the Piazza d’Ognissanti, Tito slackened 
his pace \ they were both heated with their hurried walk, and 
here was a wider space where they could take breath. They 
sat down on one or the stone benches which were frequent 
against the walls of old Florentine houses. 

“ Holy Virgin ! ” said Tessa; “I am glad we have got away 
from those women and boys ; but I was not frightened, because 
you could take care of me.” 

“Pretty little Tessa!” said Tito, smiling at her. “What 
makes you feel so safe with me ? ” 

“ Because you are so beautiful — ^like the people going into 
Paradise : they are all good.” 

“ It is a long while since you had your breakfast, Tessa,” 
said Tito, seeing some stalls near, with fruit and sweetmeats 
upon them. “ Are you hungry ? ” 

“ Fes, I think I am — if you will have some too.” 

Tito bought some apricots, and cakes, and comfits, and put 
them into her apron. 
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«'Oome,” he said, “let us walk on to the Prato, and then 
perhaps yon will not be afraid to go the rest of the way 
alone/^ 


“But you will have oome of the apricots and things,” said 
Tessa, rising obediently and gathering up her apron as a bag 
for her store. 


“We will see,” said Tito aloud; and to himself he said, 
“Here is a little coutadiua who might inspire a better idyl 
than Lorenzo de^ Medici’s ^Nencia da Barberino,’ that 2?ello’s 
friends rave about ; if I were only a Theocritus, or had time 
to cultivate the necessary experience by unseasonable walks 
of this sort \ However, the mischief is done now ; I am so 
late already that another half-hour will make no difference. 
Pretty little pigeon ! ” 

“We have a garden and plenty of pears,” said Tessa, “and 
two cows, besides the mules ; and I’m very fond of them. But 
my father-in-law is a cross man : I wish my mother had not 
marned him. I think he is wicked ; he is very ugly.” 

“ And does your mother let him beat you, poverina ? You 
said you were afraid of being beaten.” 

“Ah, my mother herself scolds me; she loves my 3'oung 
sister better, and thinks I don’t do work enough. Nobody 
speaks kindly to me, only the Pievano ” (parish priest) “ when 
I go to confession. And the men in the Mercato laugli at me 
and make fun of me. Nobody ever kissed me and spoke to 
me as you do; just as I talk to my little black-faced kid, 
because I’m very fond of it.” 

It seemed not to have entered Tessa’s mind that there was 


any chaiige in Tito’s appearance since the morning he begged 
the milk from her, and that he looked now like a personage 
for whom she must summon her little stock of reverent words 


and signs. He had impressed her too differently from any 
human being who had ever come near her before, for her to 
make any comparison of details ; she took no note of his dress ; 
he was simply a voice and a face to her, something come from 
Paradise into a world where most things seemed hard and 
siT^gry ; and she prattled with as little restraint as if he had 
been an imaginary companion born of her own lovingness and 
the sunshine. 

They had now reached the Prato, which at that time was a 
large open space within the walls, where the Florentine youth 
played at their favorite Calcio — a peculiar kind of football 
and otherwise exercised themselves. At this midday time it 
was forsaken and quiet to the very gates, where a tent had 
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heen erected in preparation for the race. On the boi*der of 
this wide meadow, Tito paused and said, — 

Tessa, you will not be frightened if 1 leave you to 
walk the rest of the way by yourself, Addio ! Shall T come 
and buy a cup of milk from you in the Mercato to-moriw 
morning, to see that you are quite safe ? ” 

He added this question in a soothing tone, as he saw her eyes 
widening sorrowfully, and the corners of her mouth falling. 
She said nothing at first ; she only opened her apron and looked 
down at her apricots and sweetmeats. Then she looked up at 
him again and said complainingly, — 

" I thought you would have some, and we could sit down 
under a tree outside the gate, and eat them together.” 

Tessa, Tessa, you little siren, you would ruin me,” said Tito, 
laughing, and kissing both her cheeks. ** I ought to have been 
in the Yia de’ Bardi long ago. !No ! I must go back now ; you 
are in no danger. There — I’ll take an apricot. Addio ! ” 

He had already stepped two yards fi’om her w^hen he said 
the last word. Tessa could not have spoken j she was pale, 
and a great sob was rising 5 but she turned round as it she 
felt there was no hope for her, and stepped on, holding her 
apron so forgetfully that the apricots began to roll out on the 
grass, 

Tito could not help looking after her, and seeing her shoul- 
ders rise to the bursting sob, and the apricots fall — could not 
help going after her and picking them up. It was very hard 
upon him : he was a long way off the Via de’ Bardi, and very 
near to Tessa. 

“ See, my silly one,” he said, picking up the apricots. 

Come, leave off crying, I will go with you, and we’ll sit 
down under the tree. Come, I don’t like to see you cry ; but 
you know I must go back some time.” 

So it came to pass that they found a great plane-tree not far 
outside the gates, and they sat down under it, and all the feast 
was spread out on Tessa’s lap, she leaning with her back against 
the trunk of the tree, and he stretched opposite to her, resting 
his elbows on the rough green growth cherished by the shade, 
while the sunlight stole through the boughs and played about 
them like a winged thing. Tessa’s face was all contentment 
again, and the taste of the apricots and sweetmeats seemed 
very good. 

I* You pretty bird ! ” said Tito, looking at her as she sat 
eying the remains of the feast with an evident mental debate 
about saving them, since he had said lie would not have any 
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"To think of any one scolding you! What sins do 
you tell of at confession, Tessa ? ” 

«Oh, a great many. I am often naughty. I don’t like 
work, and I can’t help being idle, though I know I shall be 
beaten and scolded ; and 1 give tlie mules the best fodder when 
nobody sees me. and then when the Madre is angry I say I 
didn’t do it, and that makes me frightened at the devil. I 
think the conjurer was the devil. 1 am not so frightened 
after I’ve been to confession. And see, IVe got a Breve here 
that a good father Avho came to Prato preaching this Easter, 
Uessed and gave us all.’’ Here Tessa drew from her bosom 
a tiny bag carefully fastened up. And I think the holy 
Madonna will take care of me ; she looks as if she would ; 
and perhaps if I wasn't idle, she wouldn't let me be beaten.” 

If they are so cruel to you, Tessa, shouldn’t you like to 
leave them, and go and live with a beautiful lady who would 
be kind to you, if she would have you to wait upon her ? ” 

Tessa seemed to hold her breath for a moiueut or two. Then 
she said doubtfully, “ I don’t know.” 

^‘Then should you like to be my little servant, and live with 
me ? ” said Tito, smiling. He meant no more than to see what 
sort of pretty look and answer she would give. 

There was a flush of jo}' immediately. “ Will you take me 
with you now ? Ah ! I shouldn’t go home and be beaten 
then.” She paused a little while, and then added more doubt- 
fully, ^'But 1 should like to fetch my black-faced kid.” 

“Yes, you must go back to your kid, my Tessa,” said Tito, 
rising, “ and I must go the other way.” 

^‘By Jupiter ! ” he added, as he Avent from under the shade 
of the tree, “ it is not a pleasant time of day to walk from 
here to the Via de’ Baxdi j I am more inclined to lie down and 
sleep in this shade.” 

It ended so. Tito had an unconquerable aversion to any- 
thing unpleasant, even when an object very much loved and 
desired was on the other side of it. Fie hac^ risen early 5 had 
waited ; had seen sights, and had been already walking in the 
sun : he was inclined for a siesta, and inclined all the more 
because little Tessa was there, and seemed to make the air 
softer. He la^^ down on the grass again, ])ulting his cap under 
his head on a green tuft by the .side of Tessa. That was not 
quite comfortable ; so he moved again, and asked Tessa to let 
him rest his head against her lap ; and in that way he soon 
fell asleep. Tessa sat quiet as a dove on its nest, just ven- 
turing, when he was fast asleep, to touch the wonderful dark 
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Riirls that fell backward from bis ear. She was too happy to 
go to sleep — too happy to think that Tito would wake up, and 
that then he would leave her, and she must go home. It takes 
very little water to make a perfect pool for a tiny fish, where 
it will find its world and paradise all in one, and never have a 
presentiment of the dry bank. The fretted summer shade and 
stillness, and the gentle breathing of some loved life near — it 
would be paradise to us all, if eager thought, the strong angel 
with the implacable brow, hod not long since closed the gates. 

It really was a long while before the waking came — before 
the long dark eyes opened at Tessa, first with a little surprise, 
and then with a smile, which was soon quenched by some pre- 
occupying thought. Titovs deeper sleep had broken into a 
doze, in which he felt himself in the Via de’ Bardi, explaining 
his failure to appear at the appointed time. The clear images 
of that doze urged him to start up at once to a sitting pos- 
ture, and as he stretched his arms and shook his cap, he 
said, — 

“ Tessa, little one, you have let me sleep too long. Mj 
hunger and the shadows together tell me that the sun has 
done much travel since I fell asleep. I must lose no more 
time. Addio,’^ he ended, patting her cheek with one hand, 
and settling his cap with the other. 

She said nothing, but there were signs in her face uhich 
made him speak again in as serious and as chiding a tone as 
he could command, — 

“ Now, Tessa, 3 *ou must not cry, I shall be angry ; I sliall 
not love you if you cry. You must go home to your black- 
faced kid, or if you like you may go back to the gate and see 
the horses start. But I can stay with you no longer, and if 
you cry, I shall think you are troublesome to me.” 

The rising tears were checked by terror at this change in 
Tito’s voice, Tessa turned very pale, and sat in trembling 
silence, with her blue eyes widened by arrested tears. 

“Look now,” Tito went on, soothingly, opening the wallet 
that hung at his belt, “here is a pretty charm that I have had 
a long while — ever since 1 was in Sicily, a country a long 
way off.” 

His wallet had many little matters in it mingled with small 
coins, and he had the usual difficulty in laying his finger on 
the right thing. He unhooked his wallet, and turned out the 
conteiits on Tessa’s lap. Among them was his onyx ring. 

“ Ah, my ring ! ” he exclaimed, slipping it on the forefinger 
of his right hand. “ I forgot to put it on again this morning. 
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Strange, I never missed it ! See, Tessa,” he added, as he 
spread out the smaller articles, and selected the one he was in 
search of, See this pretty little pointed bit of red coral — 
like your goat's horn, is it not ?— and here is a hole in it, so 
you can put it on the cord round your neck along with your 
Breve^ and then the evil spirits can’t hurt you; if you ever 
see them coming in the shadow round the corner, point this 
little coral horn at them, and they will run away. It is a 
‘buona fortuna,' and will keep you from harm when I am not 
with you. Come, undo the cord.” 

Tessa obeyed with a tranquillizing sense that life was going 
to be something quite new, and tliat Tito would be with her 
often. All who remember their childhood remember the 
strange vague sense, Avhen some new experience came, that 
everything else was going to be changed, and that there Avould 
be no lapse into the old monotony. So the bit of coral was 
hung beside the tiny bag with the scrap of scrawled parch- 
ment in it, and Tessa felt braver. 

“And now you will give me a kiss,” said Tito, economizing 
time by speaking while he swept in the contents of the wallet 
and hung it at his waist again, “ and look happy like a good 
girl, and then ” — 

But Tessa had obediently put forward her lips in a moment, 
and kissed his cheek as he hung down his head. 

“ Oh, you pretty pigeon ! ” cried Tito, laughing, pressing 
her round cheeks with his hands and crushing her features 
together so as to give them a general impartial kiss. 

Then he started up and walked away, not looking round till 
he was ten yards from her, when he just turned and gave a 
parting beck. Tessa was looking after him, but he could see 
that she was making no signs of distress. It was enough for 
Tito if she did not cry while he was present. The softness of 
his nature required that all sorrow should be hidden away from 
him. 

“ I wonder when Eomola wiU kiss my cheek in that way ? ” 
thought Tito, as he walked along. It seemed a tiresome dis- 
tance now, and he almost wished he had not been so soft- 
hearted, or so tempted to linger in the shade. ^ Ko other 
excuse was needed to Bardo and "Romola than saying simply 
that he had been unexpectedly hindered ; he felt confident 
their proud delicacy would inquire no farther. He lost no 
time in getting to Ognissanti, and hastily taking some food 
there, he crossed the Arno by the Ponte alia Carraia, and 
made his way as directly as possible towards the Via de' Bardi 
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But it was the hour when all the world who meant to In 
particularly good time to see the Corso were returning tioni 
the Borghi, or villages just outside the gates, where they ha(i 
dined and reposed themselves j and the thoroughfares leading 
to the biidges were of course the issues towards which tin* 
stream of sightseers tended. Just as Tito reached the Pou ^ 
Vecchio and the entrance of the Via de’ Bardi, ho was snrl 
denl)*^ urged back towards the angle of the intersecting street ^ 
A company on horseback, coming from the Via Guicciaidnn, 
and turning up the Via de' Bardi, had compelled the foot- 
passengers to recede hurriedly. Tito had been walking, as hn 
manner was, with the thumb of his right hand resting in his 
belt; and as he was thus forced to pause, and vvas looking 
oareiessly at the passing cavaliers, he felt a very thm cold 
hand laid on his. He started round, and saw the Dominioan 
friar whose upturned face had so struck him in the morning. 
Seen closer, the face looked more evidently worn by sickness 
and not by age ; and again it brought some strong but indefi 
nite reminiscences to Tito. 

Pardon me, but — from your face and your ring” — sahl 
the friar, in a faint voice, ‘‘ is not your name Tito Melema ? 

^'Yes,** said Tito, also speaking faintly, doubly jarred by 
the cold fcounh and the mystery. He was not fij^prehensive or 
timid through his imagination, but through his sensations and 
jierceptions he could easily be made to shrink and turn pale 
like a maiden. 

“Then I shall fulfil my commission.” 

The friar put his hand under his scapulary, and drawing 
out a small linen bag which hung round his neck, took from 
it a bit of parchment- doubled and stuck firmly together with 
some black adhesive substance, and placed it in Tito’s hand. 
On the outside was written in Italian, in a small but distinct 
character, — 

“ Tito Mel emit, aged tire fit y-three, with a darh, beautiful fare, 
long dark curls^ the brightest smiley and a large onyx ring Oii 
his i*ight forefnger.^' 

Tito did not look at the friar, but tremblingly broke open 
the bit of parchment. Inside, the words were, — 

‘‘lam sold for a slave : I think they are going to take me to 
Antioch. The gems alone will serve to ransom meP 

Tito looked round at the friar, but could only ask a question 
wdth his eyes. 

“ I had it at Corinth,” the friar said, speaking with difficulty, 
like one whose small strength had been overtaxed — “I had it 
from a man who was dying.” 
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«He is dead, then?” said Tito, with a bounding of the 
heart. 

Not the writer. The man who gave it me was a pilgrim, 
like myself, to whom the writer had intrusted it, because he 
was journeying to Italy.” 

« xoo know the contents ? ” 

do not know them, but I conjecture them. Your friend 
is in slavery : you will go and release him. But I am unable 
to talk now,” The friar, whose voice had become feebler and 
feebler, sank down on the stone bench against the wall from 
which he had risen to touch Tito’s hand, adding, — 

"I am at San Marco j my name is Fra Luca,” 


CHAPTER XL 

T1T0’.S DILEMMA, 

When Fra Luca had ceased to speak, Tito still stood by 
him in irresolution, and it was not till, the pressure of the 
passengers being removed, the friar rose and walked slowly 
into the church of Santa Felicity that Tito also went on his 
way along the Yia de‘ Bardi. 

“If this monk is a Floientine,*’ ne said to himself; “if he 
is going to remain at Florence, everything must be disclosed.” 
He felt that a new crisis had come, but he was not, for all 
that, too evidently agitated to pay his visit to Bardo, and 
apologize for his pievious non-appearance. Tito’s talent for 
coDce^ment was being fast developed into something less 
neutral. It was still possible — perhaps it might be inevitable 
— for him to accept frankly the altered conditions, and avow 
Baldassarre's existence ; but hardly without casting an un- 
pleasant light backward on his original reticence as studied 
equivocation in order to avoid the fulfilment of a secretly 
recognized claim, to say nothing of his quiet settlement of 
himself and investment of his florins, when, it would be clear, 
his benefactor’s fate had not been certified. It was at least 
provisionally wise to act as if nothing had happened, and for 
the present he would suspend decisive thought; there was 
all tne night for meditation, and no one would know the 
precise moment at which he had received the letter. 

So he entered the room on the second story — where Romola 
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and her father sat among the parchment and the marble, aloof 
from the life of the streets on holidays as well as on common 
days — with a face only a little less bright than usual, from 
regret at appearing so late : a regret which wanted no testi- 
mony, since he had given up the sight of the Corso in order to 
express it ; and then set himself to throw extra animation into 
the evening, though all the while his coiiscioiisness was at work 
like a machine with complex action, leaving deposits quite 
distinct from the line of talk ; and hy the time he descendefl 
the stone stairs and issued from the grim door in the starlight, 
his mind had really reached a new stage in its formation of a 
purpose. 

And when, the next day, after he was free from his pro- 
fessorial work, he turned up the Via del Cocomero towards 
the convent of San Marco, his purpose was fully shaped. He 
was going to ascertain from Fra Luca precisely how much he 
conjectured of the truth, and on what grounds he conjectured 
it ; and, further, how long he was to remain at San Marco, 
And on that fuller knowledge he hoped to mould a statement 
which would in any case save him from the necessity of 
quitting Florence. Tito had never had occasion to fabricate 
au ingenious lie before: the occasion was come now — the 
occasion which circumstance never fails to beget on tacit 
falsity ; and his ingenuity was ready. For he had convinced 
liiinself tliat he was not bound to go in search of Baldassarre. 
He had once said that on a fair assurance of his father's 
existence and whereabout, he would unhesitatingly go after 
him. But, after all, why was he bound to go ? What, looked 
at elosel3', was the end of all life, but to extract the utmost 
sum of pleasure? And was not his own blooming life a 
promise of incomparably more pleasure, not for himself only, 
but for others, than the withered wintry life of a man who 
was past the time of keen enjoyment, and whose ideas had 
stiffened into barren rigidity ? Those ideas liad all been sown 
in the fresli soil of Tito’s mind, and were lively germs there : 
that was the proper order of things — the order of nature, 
which treats all maturity as a mere nidus for youth. 
Baldassarre had done his work, had had his draught of life : 
Tito said it was his turn now. 

And the prospect was so vague : — “I think they are going 
to take me to Antioch:” here was a vista! After a long 
voyage, to spend months, perhaps years, in a search for which 
even now there was no guarantee that it would not prove 
vain ; and to leave behind at starting, a life of distinction and 
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)ove: and to find, if he found anything, the old exacting 
companionship which was known by rote* beforehand. Cei 
tainly the gems and therefore the florins were, in a sense, 
fialdassarre's : in the narrow sense by which the right of 
possession is determined in ordinary affairs ; but in that large 
and more radically natural view by which the world belongs 
to youth and strength, they were rather his who could extract 
the most pleasure out of them. That, he was conscious, was 
not the sentiment which the complicated play of human 
feelings bad engendered in society. The men around him 
would expect that he should immediately apply those florins 
to his benefactor's rescue. But what was the sentiment of 
society ? — a mere tangle of anomalous traditions and 
opinions, which no wise man would take as a guide, except so 
far as his own comfort was concerned. Not that he cared for 
the florins save perhaps for liomola's sake ; he would give up 
the florins readily enough. It was the joy that was due to 
him and was close to his lips, which he felt he was not bound 
to thrust away from him and so travel on, thirsting. Any 
maxims that requii'ed a man to fling away the good that was 
needed to make existence sweet, were only the lining of 
human selBshness turned outward: they were made by men 
who wanted others to sacrifice themselves for their sake. He 
would rather that Baldassarre should not suffer : he liked no 
one to suff er ; but could any philosophy prove to him that he 
was bound to care for another’s suffering more than for his 
own ? To do so he must have loved Baldassarre devotedly, 
and he did not love him : wa.s that liis ow’n fault ? Gratitude ! 
seen closely, it made no valid claim : his fatlier's life would 
have been dreary without him : are we convicted of a debt to 
men for the pleasures they give themselves ? 

Having once begun to explain away Baldassarre's claim, 
Tito's thought showed itself as active as a virulent acid, 
eating its rapid way through all the tissues of sentiment. 
His mind was destitute of that dread which has been errone- 
ously decried as if it were nothing higher than a man's 
animal care for his own skin : that awe of the Divine Nemesis 
which was felt by religious pagans, and, though it took a more 
positive form under Christianity, is sfcill felt by the mass of 
mankind simply as a vague fear at anything which is called 
wrong-doing. Such teiTor of the unseen is so far above mere 
sensual cowardice that it will annihilate that^ cowardice : it is 
tlie initial recognition of a moral law restraining desire, and 
checks the hard bold scrutiny of imperfect thought into 
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obligations which can never be proved to have any sanctity in 
the absence of feeling. It is good,” sing the old Eumenides, 
in jEschylus, “that fear should sit as the guardian of the 
soul, forcing it into wisdom — good that men should carry a 
threatening shadow in their hearts under the full sunshine; 
else, how should they learn to revere the right ? That 
guardianship may become needless ; but only when all outward 
law has become needless — only when duty and love have 
united in one stream and made a common force. 

As Tito entered the outer cloister of San I^farco, and 
inquired for Fra Luca, there was no shadowy presentiment in 
his mind: he felt himself too cultured and sceptical for that: 
he had been nurtured in contempt for the tales of priests 
whose impudent lives were a proverb, and in erudite familiar- 
ity with disputes concerning the Chief Good, which had after 
all, he considered, left it a matter of taste. Yet fear was a 
strong element in Titovs nature — the fear of what he 
believed or saw was likely to rob him of pleasure : and he 
had a definite fear that Fra Luca might be the means of 
driving him from Florence. 

“Fra Luca? ah. he is gone to Fiesole — to the Dominican 
monastery there. He was taken on a litter in the cool of the 
moniing. The poor Brother is very ill. Could you leave a 
message for him ? ” 

This answer Avas given by a fra co7}rersOj or lay brother, 
whose accent told plainly that he was a raw contadino, and 
whose dull glance implied no curiosity. 

“ Thanks ; my business can wait.” 

Tito turned away with a sense of relief. “ This fr*ar is not 
likely to live.” he said to himself. “ I saw he was Avom to a 
shadow. And at Fiesole there will be nothing to recall me to 
his mind. Besides, if he should come back, my explanation 
Avill serve as well then as now. But I wish I knew what it 
was that his face recalled to me.” 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

THE PRIZE IS HEABLV GRASPED. 

Tito walked along with a light step, for the immediate fear 
had vanished; the usual joyousness of his disposition re- 
assumed its predominance, and he was going to see Romola. 
Yet Romola’s life seemed an image of that loving, pitying 
devoted ness, that patient endurance of irksome tasks, from 
which he had shrunk and excused himself. But he was not 
out of love with goodness, or prepared to plunge into vice : he 
was in his fresh youth, with soft pulses for all charm and love- 
liness ; he had still a healthy appetite for ordinary human joys, 
and the poison could only work by degrees. He had sold him- 
self to evil, but at present life seemed so nearly the same to 
him that he was not conscious of the bond. He meant all 
things to go on as they had done before, both within and with- 
out him : he meant to win golden opinions by meritorious 
exertion, by ingenious learning, by amiable compliance: he 
was not going to do anything that would throw him out of 
harmony with the beings he oared for. And he cared su- 
premely for Romola ; he wished to have her for his beautiful 
and loving wife. There might be a wealthier alliance within 
the ultimate reach of successful accomplishments like his, but 
there was no woman in all Florence like Romola. When she 
was near him, and looked at him with her sincere hazel ejres, 
he was subdued by a delicious influence as strong and inevitar 
ble as those musical vibrations which take possession of us 
with a rhythmic empire that no sooner ceases than we desire 
it to begin again. 

As he trod the stone stairs, when he was still outside the 
door, with no one but Maso near him, the influence seemed 
to have begun its work by the mere nearness of anticipa* 
tion. 

"Welcome, Tito mio,’^ said the old man’s voice, before Tito 
had spoken. There was a new vigor in the voice, a new cheer- 
fulness in the blind face, since that first interview more than 
two months ago. "You have brought fi^esh manuscript, doubt- 
less; but since we were talking last night I have had new 
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ideas: we mast take a wider scope — we must go back upon 
our footsteps.” 

Tito, paying bis homage to Romola as he advanced, went, as 
his custom was, straight to Bardo’s cbair, and put his hand in 
the palm that was held to receive it, placing himself on the 
cross-legged leather seat with scrolled ends, close to Bardo'd 
elbow. 

Yes,” he said, in his gentle way ; I have brought the now 
manuscnpt, but that can wait your pleasure. I have young 
limbs, you know, and can walk back up the hill without any 
difficulty.” 

He did not look at Romola as he said this, but he knew quite 
well that her eyes were fixed on him with delight. 

“That is well said, my son.” Bardo liad already addressed 
Tito in this waj" once or twice of late. “ And I perceive with 
gladness that you do not shrink from labor, without which, the 
poet has wisely said, life has given nothing to mortals. It is 
too often the ‘ palma sine pulvere,^ the prize of glory without 
the dust of the race, that attracts young ambition. But what 
says the Greek ? ^In the morning of life, work ; in the mid- 
day, give counsel ; in the evening, p^a3^* It is true, I might be 
thought to have reached tliat helpless evening ; but not so, 
while I have counsel within me which is yet unspoken. For 
my mind, as I have often said, was shut up as by a clam; the 
plenteous w\aters lay dark and motionless ; but you, iny Tito, 
have opened a duct for them, and they rush forward with a 
force that surprises myself. And now, what I want is, that 
we should go over our preliminarj' ground again, with a wider 
scheme of comment and illustration : otherwise I may lose op- 
portunities which I now see retrospectively, and which may 
never occur again. You mark what I am saying, Tito ? ” 

He had just stooped to reach his manuscript, ^vhich had 
rolled down, and Bardo’s jealous ear was alive to the slight 
movement. 

Tito might have been excused for shrugging his shoulders at 
the prospect before him, but he was not naturally impatient; 
moreover, he had been bred up in that laborious erudition, at 
once minute and copious, which w"as the chief intellectual task 
of the age ; and with Komola near, he was floated along by 
waves of agreeable sensation that made ever3"thing seem 
easy. 

“ Assuredly,” he said ; “ you wish to enlarge y^our comments 
on certain passages we have cited.” 

“Not only so; I wish to introduce an occasional excursus^ 
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where we have noticed an author to whom I have given special 
study ; for I may die too soon to achieve any separate work. 
And this is not a time for scholarly integrity and well-sifted 
learning to lie idle, when it is not only rash ignorance that we 
have to fear, but when there are men like Calderino, who, as 
Poliziano has well shown, have recourse to impudent falsities 
of citation to serve the ends of their vanity and secure a 
triumph to their own mistakes. Wherefore, my Tito, I think 
it not well that we should let slip the occasion that lies under 
our hands. And now we will turn back to the point where we 
have cited the passage from Thucydides, and I wish you, by 
way of preliminary, to go with me through all my notes on 
the Latin translation made by Lorenzo Valla, for which the 
incomparable Pope bTicholas V. — with whose personal notice 
I was honored wnile I was yet young, and when he was still 
Thomas of Sarzana — paid him (I say not unduly) the sum of 
five hundred gold scudi. But inasmuch as Valla, though 
otherwise of dubious fame, is held in high honor for his severe 
scholarship, whence the epigrammatist has jocosely said of 
him that since he w ent among the shades, Pluto himself has 
not dared to speak in the ancient languages, it is the more 
needful that his name should not be as a stamp u^arranting 
false wares j and therefore I would introduce an excursus on 
Thucydides, wherein my castigations of Valla’s text may find 
a fitting place. My Bomola, thou wilt reach the needful vol- 
umes — thou knowest them — on the fifth shelf of the cab- 
inet.” 

Tito rose at the same moment with Romola, saying, “I will 
reach them, if you will point them out,’’ and followed her 
hastily into the adjoining small room where the walls were 
also covered with ranges of books in perfect order. 

"There they are,” said Romola, pointing upward; every 
book is just where it was when my father ceased to see them.” 

Tito stood by her without hastening to reach the books. 
They had never been in this room together before. 

"I hope,” she continued, turning her eyes full on Tito with 
dt look of grave confidence — "I hope he will not weary 3^ou ; 
this work makes him so happy.” 

"And me too. Romola — if you will only let me say, I love 
you — if you will Only think me worth loving a little.” 

His speech w'as the softest murmur, and the dark beautiful 
face, nearer to hers than it had ever been before, was looking 
at her with beseeching tenderness. 

"I do love you,” murmured Romola; she looked at him 



11 ^ novou. 

n itik the same iAm}>se as erer. bufr bipr voice had never 

in bt t hlte before ^oxih to th^ mnmur. It seemed to tberc 
both that tlie^ vrerc looking at each other a Jong vrkile before 
her lips moved again ; ret it iras hot a moment till she said, 

I know «<?«» what it is to be happy/* 

The jnst met, and tbe dark enrls mingled for an in- 
stffMt ^ .th the rippling gold. Quf^k as lightning after that 
Tito set bas foot on a projecting leilge ol ihe book-shelves and 
re'tcliCfl down the needful volames. They were both con- 
tented to he silent and separate, for that hrst blissnil exppii- 
em-e of nintual consciousness was all tbe more exquisite for 
being aajjeiturb^nl by immediate sensation. 

It had all been as rapid as the irrevt^rsible mingling 
wateiis. for even the eager and jealous Bardo had not become 
impdtient. 

" You have the volumes, my Eomola ? ** tbe old man said, 
as ih^y I'ame near him again. ** And now yon will get your 
pen ready ; for, as Tilo marks off the scholia we determine on 
extravtiug. it will be well for } ou to copy them without delay 
— numbering them carefully, iiiiod, to correspond with the 
number** in the text which he ivill write,** 

liomolfi always hud some task which gave her a share in 
tli.s joint w'osk, Tito took his stand at the leggio, w'here he 
both wrote and read, and site placed herself at a table just in 
liont oi him, where she was really to gi\e into her father's 
hands any thing that he might hapiien to want, or relieve him 
of a volume that he had done with. They had always been 
in that ]HJsition .since the work began, yet on this day it 
seemed neiv; it was so different now for them to be opposite 
ea^^'h other ; to iliffeieiit for Tito to take a book from her, as 
f^he lifted it from her knee. Y'et there was no finesse 

to SHCure an additional look or touch. Each woman creates in 
her owD liken tf 5*5 the love-tokens that are offered to her : and 
Bomola's deep calm happiness encompassed Tito like the rich 
but quiet evening light which dissipates all unrest. 

They htnl been two hours at thrdr work, and were just 
desisting because of the fading light, w hen the door opened, 
and tljere enteied a iigui^e strangely incongruous with the 
euirent of their thoughts and with the suggestions of every 
object around them, Tt was the figure of a short stout black- 
eyed woman about tiity, wearing a black velvet berretta, or 
close cap, embroidered with pe«irls, under which surprisingly 
massive black braids suT mounted the little bulging forehead, 
and fell in rich plaited curves over the ears, while an equally 
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surprising carmine tint on the upper region of the fat cheeks 
contrasted with the surrounding sallowness. Three rows of 
pearls and a lower necklace of gold reposed on the horizontal 
cushion of her neck ; the embroidered border of her trailing 
black velvet gown and her embroidered long-drooping sleeves 
of rose-colored damask, were slightly faded, but they conveyed 
to the initiated eye the satisfactory assurance that they were 
the splendid resmt of six months’ labor by a skilled workman, 
and the rose-colored petticoat, with its dimmed white fringe 
and seed-pearl arabesques, was duly exhibited in order to sug- 
gest a similar pleasing reflection. A handsome coral rosary 
hung from one side of an inferential belt, which emerged into 
certainty with a large clasp of silver wrought in niello ; and 
on the other side, where the belt again became inferential, 
hung a scarsella, or large purse, of crimson velvet, stitched 
with pearls. Her little fat right hand, which looked as if it 
had been made of paste, and had risen out of shape under 
partial baking, held a small book of devotions, also splendid 
with velvet, pearls, and silver. 

The figure was already too familiar to Tito to be startling, 
for Mouna Brigida was a frequent visitor at Bardots, being 
excepted from the sentence of banishment passed on feminine 
triviality, on the ground of her cousinship to his dead wife 
and her early care for Romola, who now looked round at her 
with an affectionate smile, and rose to draw the leather seat 
to a due distance from her father’s chair, that the coming gush 
of talk might not be too near his ear. 

“La cugina?^^ said Bardo, interrogatively, detecting the 
short steps and the sweeping drapery. 

“Yes, it is your cousin,” said Monna Brigida, in an alert 
voice, raising her fingers smilingly at Tito, and then lifting 
up her face to be kissed by Romola. “Always the trouble- 
some cousin breaking in on your wisdom,” she went on, seat- 
ing herself and beginning to fan herself with the white veil 
hanging over her arm. “ Well, well ; if I didn’t bring you 
some news of the world now and then, I do believe you’d 
forget there was anything in life but these mouldy ancients, 
who want sprinkling with holy water, if all I hear about them 
is true. Not but what the world is bad enough nowadays, 
for the scandals that turn up under one’s nose at every corner 
— I don’t want to hear and see such things, but one can’t go 
about with one’s head in a bag ; and it was only yesterday — 
well, well, you needn’t burst out at me, Bardo, I’m not going 
to tell anylhing j if I’m not as wise as the three kings, I know 
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how many legs go into ono boot. Bi/t, nevertheless, Ilorenoe 
is a wicked city — is it not true, Mesaer Tito ? for you go into 
the world. Hot but what one must sin a little — Messer 
Domeneddio expects that of us, else what are the blessed sac- 
raments for ? And what I say is, we’ve got to reverence the 
saints, and not to set ourselves up as if we could be like them, 
else life would be unbearable ; as it will be if things go on 
after this new fashion. For what do you think ? I’ve been at 
the wedding to-day — Dianora Acciajoli's with the young 
Albizzi that there has been so much talk uf — and eveiybody 
wondered at its being to-day instead of yesterday; but, deli! 
such a wedding as it was might have been i)ut off till the next 
Quaresima for a penance. For there was the bride looking 
like a white nun — not so much as a pearf about her — and 
the bridegroom as solemn as San Giuseppe. It's true ! And 
half the people invited were Fiagiioni — they call them 
Fiagnoni"^ now, these new saints of Fra Girolamo’s making. 
And to think of two families like the Albizzi and the Aeciajoli 
taking m such notions, when they could afford to wear the 
best ! Well, well, they invited me — but they could do no 
other, seeing ray husband was Luca Antonio's uncle by the 
mother’s side — and a pretty time I had of it while we waited 
under the canopy in front of the house, before tliey let us in. 
I couldn’t stand in my clothes, it seemed, without giving 
offence; for there was Monna Berta, who has had ^voise 
secrets in her time than any I could tell of myself, looking 
askance at me from under her hood like aj3i»ivocAfircr,^and tell- 
ing roc to read the Frate’s book about widows, from which 
she had found great guidance. Holy Madonna ! it seems as if 
widows had nothing to do now but to buy their coffins, and 
think it a thousand years till they get into them, instead of 
enjoying themselves a little when the3^’ve got their hands free 
for the first time. And wrhat do you think w'as the music we 
had, to make our dinner lively ? A long discourse from Fra 
Domenico of San Marco, abouL the doctrines of their blessed 
Fra Girolamo — the three doctrines we are all to get by heart; 
and he kept marking them off on his fiugeis till he made my 
flesh creep : and the first is, Florence, or the Church — I don’t 
know which, for first lie said one and then the other — 
shall be scourged ; but if he means the pestilence, the Signory 
ought to put a stop to such preaching, for it’s enough to raise 
the swelling under one’s arms with fright ; but then, after 

1 FuT\eral mourners • properly, paid mooinera. 

* A Sister ot theT!iira Order or St F/uiicIb: anuoi loistered DUa. 
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that, he says Florence is to be regenerated ; but what will be 
the good of that when we’re all dead of the plague, or some- 
thing else? And then, the third thing, and what he said 
oftenest, is, that it’s all to be in our days : and he marked that 
off on his thumb, till he made me tremble like the very ielly 
before me. They had jellies, to be sure, with the arms of the 
AJbizzi and the Acciajoli raised on them in all colors ; they’ve 
not turned the world quite upside down yet. But all their 
talk is, that we are to go back to the old ways : for up starts 
Francesco Valori, that I’ve danced with in the Via Larga when 
ne was a bachelor and as fond of the Medici as anybody, and 
he makes a speech about the old times, before the Florentines 
had left off crying ‘ Popolo ’ and begun to cry ^ Palle ’ — as if 
that had anything to do with a wedding! — and how we 
ought to keep to the rules the Signory laid down Heaven 
knows when, that we were not to wear this and that, and not 
to eat this and that — and how our manners wei^e corrupted 
and we read bad books ; though he can’t say that of we” — 
Stop, cousin ! ” said Bardo, in his imperious tone, for he 
had a remark to make, and only desperate measures could 
arrest the rattling lengthiness of Monna Brigida’s discourse. 
But now she gave a little start, pursed up her mouth, and 
looked at him with round eyes. 

"Francesco Valori is not altogether wrong,” Bardo went on. 
"Bernardo, indeed, rates him not highly, and is rather of 
opinion that he christens private grudges by the name of 
public zeal ; though I must admit that my good Bernardo is 
too slow of belief in that unalloyed patriotism which was 
found in all its lustre amongst the ancients. But it is true, 
Tito, that our manners have degenerated somewhat from that 
noble frugality which, as has been well seen in the public acts 
of our citizens, is the parent of true magnificence. For men, 
as I hear, will now spend on the transient show of a Giostra 
sums which would suffice to found a library, and confer a last- 
ing possession on mankind. Still, I conceive it remains true 
of us Florentines that we have more of that magnanimous 
sobriety which abhors a trivial lavishness that it may be 
grandly open-handed on grand occasions, than can be found 
in any other city of Italy ; for I understand that the Neapoli- 
tan and Milanese courtiers laugh at the scarcity of our plate, and 
think scorn of our great families for borrowing from each 
other that furniture of the table at their entertainments. 
But in the vain laughter of folly wisdom hears half its 
applause.” 
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'^Laughter, indeed I” burst forth Monna Brigida ftgain, the 
moment Bardo jjaused. “ K anybody wanted to hear laughter 
at the wedding to-day they were disappointed, for when young 
Niccolb Macchiavelli tried to make a joke, and told stories out 
of Franco Saochetti’s book, how it was no use for the Sigiioria 
to make rules for us women, because we were cleverer than dll 
the painters, and architects, and doctors of logic iu the world, 
for we could make black look white, and yellow look pink, and 
crooked look straight, and, if anything was forbidden, we 
could find a new name for it — Iloly Virgin ! the Piagnoni 
looked more dismal than before, and somebody said Sacchetti’s 
book was wicked. Well, I don ^t read it — they can’t accuse 
me of reading anything. Save me from going to a wedding 
again, if that’s to be the fashion ; for all of us who were not 
Piagnoni were as comfortable as wet chickens. I was never 
caught in a worse trap but once before, and that was when I 
went to hoar their precious Prate last Quaresima in San 
Lorenzo. Perhaps T never told you about it, Messer Tito ? — 
it almost freezes my blood when I think of it. How he rated 
us poor women ! and the men, too, to tell the truth, but I didn’t 
mind that so much. He called us cows, and lumps of flesh, 
and wantons, and mischief-makers — and I could just bear 
that, for there were plenty others more fleshy and spiteful 
than I was, though every now and then his voice shook the 
very bench under me like a trumpet ; but then he came to the 
false hair, and, 0 misericordia ! he made a picture — I see it 
now — of a young woman lying a pale corpse, and us light- 
minded widows — of course he meant me as well as the rest, 
for I had my plaits on, for if one is getting old, one doesn i 
want to look as ugly as the Befana^ — us widows rushing up 
to the corpse, like bare-pated vultures as we were, and cutting 
off its young dead hair to deck our old heads with. Oh, the 
dreams I h^ after that ! And then he cried, and wrung his 
hands at us, and I cried too. And to go home, and to take ol¥ 
my jewels, this very clasp, and everything, and to make them 
into a packet, ; and I was within a hair of sending 
them to the Good Men of St. Martin to give to the poor, but, 
by Heaven’s mercy, I bethought me of going first to my con- 
fessor, Fra Cristoforo, at Santa Cmce, and he told me how it 
was all the work of the devil, this preaching and prophesying 
of their Fra Girolamo, and the Dominicans were trying to 
turn the world upside down, and I was never to go and hear 

» The name gWen to the grotesque Ulack-ftkced figurea, supposed to represent tht 
Mari, carried about or placed Id the windows on TwelUh mght . a corruptloa of 
Kpuania. 
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mm again, else I must do penance for it; for the great 
preachers Fra Mariano and Fra Menico had shown how Fra 
Girolamo preached lies — and that was true, for I heard them 
both in the Duomo — and how the Pope’s dream of San 
Francesco propping up the Church with his arms was being 
fuMled still, and the Dominicans were beginning to pull it 
down. Well and good : I went away con JDio, and made 
myself easy. I am not going to be frightened by a Frate 
Predicatore again. And ail I say is, I wish it hadn’t been the 
Dominicans that poor Dino 3oined years ago, for then I should 
have been glad when I heard them say he was come back” — 

“Silenzio!” said Bardo, in a loud agitated voice, while 
Bomola half started from her chair, clasped her hands, and 
looked round at Tito, as if now she might appeal to him. 
Monua Brigida gave a little scream, and bit her lip, 

“Donna!” said Bardo, again, “hear once more my will- 
Bring no reports about that name to this house ; and thou, 
Bomola, I forbid thee to ask. ^[y son is dead.” 

Bardo’s whole frame seemed vibrating with passion, and no 
one dared to break silence again. Monna Brigida Hired hei 
shoulders and her hands in mute dismay ; then she rose as 
quietly as possible, gave many significant nods to Tito and 
Komola^ motioning to them that they were not to move, and 
stole out of the room like a culpable fat spaniel who has 
barked unseasonably^ 

Meanwhile, Tito’s quick mind had been combining ideas 
with lightning-like rapidity. Bardo’s son was not really dead, 
then, as he had supposed: he was a monk; he was “come 
back : ” and Fra Luca — yes ! it was the likeness to Bardo and 
Bomola that had made the face seem half known to him. If 
he were only dead at Fiesole at that moment ! This impor- 
tunate selfish wish inevitably thrust itself before every other 
thought. It was true that Bardo’s rigid will was a sufiRcient 
safeguard against an^ intercourse tween Bomola and her 
brother ; but not against the belray’al of what he knew to 
others, especially w^hen the subject was suggested by the 
coupling of Boinola’s name with that of the very Tito 
Melema whose description he had carried round his neck as 
an index. Xol nothing but Fra Luca’s death could remove 
all danger; but his death was highly probable, and alter the 
momentary shock of the discovery, Tito let his mind fall back 
in repose on that confident hope. 

They had sat in silence, and in a deepening twilight, foi 
many minutes, when Bomola ventured to say, — 
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“ Shall I light the lamp, father, and shall we go on ? 

" No, my Eomola, we will work no more to-night. Tito^ 
come and sit by me here.’’ 

Tito moved from the reading-desk, and seated himself on 
the other side of Bardo, close to his left elbow. 

“Come nearer to me, figliuola mia,” said Bardo again, after 
a moment’s pause. And Bomola seated herself on a low stool 
and let her arm rest on her father’s right knee, that he might 
lay his hand on her hair, as he was fond of doing. 

“ Tito, I never told you that I had once a son,” said Bardo, 
forgetting what had fallen from him in the emotion raised by 
their first interview. The old man had been deeply shaken, 
and was forced to pour out his feelings in spite of pride. 
“ But he left me — he is dead to me. I have disowned him 
forever. He was a ready scholar as you are, but more fervid 
and impatient, and yet sometimes rapt and self-absorbed like 
a fiame fed by some fitful source ; showing a disposition from 
the very first to turn away his eyes from the clear lights of 
reason and philosophy, and to prostrate himself under the 
infiuences of a dim mysticism which eludes all rules of 
human duty as it eludes all argument. And so it ended. We 
will speak no more of him : he is dead to me. I wish his face 
could be blotted from that world of memory in which the 
distant seems to grow clearer and the near to fade.” 

Bardo paused, but neither Romola nor Tito dared to speak 
— his voice was too tremulous, the poise of h: feelings too 
doubtful. But he presently raised his hand ana round Tito’s 
shoulder to rest it on, while he went on speaking, with an 
effort to be calmer. 

“But you have come to me, Tito — not quite too late. I 
will lose no time in vain regret. When you are working by 
my side I seem to have found a son again.” 

The old man, preoccupied with the governing interest of his 
life, was only thinking of the much-meditated book which had 
quite thrust into the background the suggestion, raised by 
Bernardo del Nero's warning, of a possible marriage between 
Tito and Eomola. But Tito could not allow the moment to 
pass unused. 

“Will you let me be always and altogether your son? 
Will you let me take care of Eomola — be her husband? I 
think she will not deny me. She has said she loves me, 
I know I am not equal to her in birth — in anything ; but I 
am no longer a destitute stranger.” 

“ Is it true, my Eomola ? ” said Bardo, in a lower tone, an 
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eyident vibration passing through him and dissipating the 
saddened aspect of his features. 

^^Yes, father/^ said Eoinola, firmly, love Tito — I wish 
to marry him, that we may both be your children and never part." 

Tito's hand met hers in a strong clasp for the first time, 
while she was speaking, but their eyes were fixed anxiously 
on her father. 

« Why should it not be ? " said Bardo, as if arguing against 
any opposition to his assent, rather than assenting. “It 
would oe a happiness to me ; and thou, too, Komola, wouldst 
be the happier for it.” 

He stroked her long hair gently and bent towards her. 

“Ah, 1 have been apt to forget that thou needest some 
other love than mine. And thou wilt be a noble wife. 
Bernardo thinks I shall hardly find a husband fitting for thee. 
And he is perhaps right. For thou art not like the herd of 
thy sex ; thou art such a woman as the immortal poets had a 
vision of when they sang the lives of the heroes — tender 
but strong, like thy voice, which has been to me instead of 
the light in the years of my blindness, . • . And so thou 
lovest him ? ” 

He sat upright again for a minute, and then said, in the 
same tone as before, “ Why should it not be ? I will think 
of it ; I will talk with Bernardo.” 

Tito felt a disagreeable chill at this answer, for Bernardo 
del Nero's eyes had retained their keen suspicion whenever 
they looked at him, and the uneasy remembrance of Fra 
Luca converted all uncertainty into feap. 

“Speak for me, Eomola,” he said pleadingly. “Messer 
Bernardo is sure to be against me.” 

“ No, Tito,” said 3 imola, “ my godfather will not oppose 
what my father firmi^ wills. And it is your will that 1 
should marry Tito — is it not true, father ? Nothing has 
ever come to me before that I have vrished for strongly : I 
did not think it possible that I could care so much for any- 
thing that could happen to myself.” 

It was a brief and simple plea ; but it was the condensed 
story of Eomola's self-repressing colorless young life, which 
had thrown all its passion into sympathy with aged sorrows, 
aged ambition, aged pride and indignation. It had never 
occurred to Eomola that she should not speak as directly and 
^emphatically of her love for Tito as of any other subject. 

“Eomola mial” said her father fondly, pausing on the 
words, it is true thou hast never urged on me any wishes 
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of thy ovn. And I have no will to resist thine; rather, 
my heart met Tito’s entreaty at its very first utterance, 
Nevertheless, I must talk with Bernardo about the measures 
needful to be observed. For we must not act in hasrbe, or do 
anything unbeseeming my name. I am poor, and held of 
little account by the wealthy of our fcmily — nay, T may con- 
sider myself a lonely man — but I must nev^rtiefe^^ remem- 
ber that generous birth has its obligations. And I would not 
be reproached by my fellow-citizens for rash baste in bestow- 
ing my daughter. Bartolommeo Scala gave his Alessaudra 
to the Greek Marullo, but Marullo’s lineage was w'ell known, 
and Scala himself is of no extraction. T know Bernardo will 
hold that we must take time : he will, perhaps, reproach me 
with want of due forethought. Be patient, my children : you 
are very young.” 

No more could be said, and 'Romola’s heart was perfectly 
satisfied. Not so Tito’s. If the subtle mixture of good and 
evil prepares suffering for human truth and purity, there is 
also suffering prepared for the wrong-doer by the same 
mingled conditions. As Tito kissed Eoinola on their parting 
that evening, the very strength of the thrill that moved his 
whole being at the sense that this woman, whose beauty it 
was hardly possible to think of as anything but the necessary 
consequence of her noble nature, loved him with all the ten- 
derness that spoke in her clear eyes, brought a strong reaction 
of regret that he had not kept "himself free from that first 
deceit which had dragged him into the danger of being di.s- 
graced before her. There was a spring of bitterness min- 
gling with that fountain of sweets. Would the death of Fra 
Luca arrest it ? He hoped it would. 


CHAPTER XIIL 

THE SHADOW OF NEMESIS. 

It was the lazy afternoon time on the seventh of Septem- 
ber, more than two months after the day on which Romola 
and Tito had confessed their love to each other. 

Tito, jest descended into Nello’s shop, had found the bar- 
ber stretched on the bench with his cap over his eyes ; one 
leg was drawn up, and the other had slipped towards the 
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IpNmnd, having appaxentljr carried with it a Tnanuscript vol- 
ume of verse, which lay with its leaves crushed. In a comer 
sat Sandro, playing a game at mora by himself, and watch^ 
ing the slow reply of his left fingers to the arithmetical de^ 
mauds of his right with solemn-eyed interest. 

Treading with tlie gentlest step, Tito snatched up the lute, 
and bending over the barber, touched the strings lightly 
while he sang, — 

Quant' % bella giovinezza^ 

Che si fugge tuttavia! 

Chi vuol esser lieto sia, 

D1 doman non e’fe certezza.” ^ 

Nello was as easily awaked as a bird. The cap was off his 
eyes in an instant, and he started up. 

“Ah, my Apollino! I am somewhat late with my siesta 
on this hot day, it seems. That comes of not going to sleep in 
the natural way, but taking a potion of potent poesy. Hear 
you, how I am beginning to match niy words by the initial let- 
ter, like a Trovatore ? That is one of my bad symptoms : I 
am sorely afraid that the good wine of my understanding is 
going to run off at the spigot of authorship, and 1 shall be 
left an empty cask with an odor of dregs, like many another 
incomparable genius of mj" acquaintance. What is it, my 
Orpheus ? ” here Xello stretched out his arms to their full 
length, and then brought them round till his hands grasped 
Tito's curls, and drew them out playfully. “ What is it you 
want of your well-tamed Xello? For I perceive a coaxing 
sound in that soft strain of yours. Let me see the very 
needle’s eye of your desire, as the sublime poet says, that I 
may thread it.” 

That is but a tailor’s image of your sublime poet’s,” said 
Tito, still letting his fingers fall in a light dropping way on 
the strings. “ But you have divined the reason of my affec- 
tionate impatience to see your eyes open. I want you to give 
me an extra touch of your art — not on my chin, no ; but on 
the zazzera, which is as tangled as your Florentine politics. 
You have an adroit way of inserting your comb, which flatters 
the skin, and stirs the animal spirits agreeabl}’- in that region ; 
and a little of your most delicate orange-scent would not be 
amiss, for I am bound to the Sea la palace, and am to present 

1 “ Beauteous is life in blossom! 

And It fleeteth — fleetctb ever; 

Whoso \rould be Jo\ f ul let him 1 
There's no surety for the monow.** 

~ CamfiuU Sonff Lorenzo 
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myself in radiant company. The young Cardinal Giovanni 
de’ Medici is to be there, and he brings with him a certain 
young Bernardo Dorizi of Bibbiena, whose wit is so rapid 
that I see no way of outrivalling it save by the scent of 
orange-blossoms.” 

Nello had already seized and flourished bis comb, and 
pushed Tito gently b^kwai*d into the chair, wrapping the cloth 
round him. 

“Never talk of rivalry, bel giovane mio: Bernardo Dovizi 
is a keen youngster, who will never carry a net out to catch 
the wind ; but he has something of the same sharp-muzzled 
look as his brother Ser Piero, the weasel that Piero de’ Medici 
keeps at his beck to slip through small holes for him. No ! 
you distance all rivals, and may soon touch the sky with your 
forefinger. They tell me you have even carried enough honey 
with you to sweeten the sour Messer Angelo ; for he has pro- 
nounced you less of an ass than might have been expected, 
considering there is such a good understanding between you 
and the Secretary.” 

“ And between ourselves, Nello mio, that Messer Angelo has 
more genius and erudition than I can find in all the other 
Plorentine scholai's put together. It may answer very well 
for them to cry me up now. when Poliziano is beaten down 
with grief, or illness, or something else ; I can try a flight 
with such a sparrow-hawk as Pietro Crinito, but for Poliziano, 
he is a large-beaked eagle who would swallow me, feathers 
and all, and not feel any difference.” 

“ I will not contradict your modesty there, if you will have 
it so; but you don’t expect us clever Plorentines to keep 
saying the same things over again every day of our lives, as 
we must do if we always told the truth. We cry down Dante, 
and we cry up Francesco Cei, just for the sake of variety ; 
and if we cry you up as a new Poliziano, Heaven has taken 
care that it shall not be quite so great a lie as it might have 
been. And are you not a pattern of virtue in this wicked 
city ? with your ears double-waxed against all siren invita- 
tions that would lure you from the Via de’ Bardi, and the 
great work which is to astonish posterity ? ” 

“ Posterity in good truth, whom it will probably astonish as 
the universe does, by the impossibility of seeing what was 
the plan of it.” 

“Yes, something like that was being prophesied here the 
other day. Cristoforo Landino said that the excellent Bardo 
was one of those scholars who lie overthrown in their learning, 
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like cavaliers in heavy armor, and then get angry because they 
arc over-ridden — which pithy remark, it seems to me, was 
not a herb out of his own garden ; for of all men, for feeding 
one with an empty spoon and gagging one with vain expecta- 
tion by long discourse, Messer Cristuforo is the pearl. Ecco ! 
you are perfect now.” Here Nello drew aw^ay the cloth. 
"Impossible to add a grace more ! But love is not always to 
be fed on learning, eh ? I shall have to dress the zazzera for 
the betrothal before long — is it not true ? ” 

"Perhaps,” said Tito, smiling, "unless Messer Bernardo 
should next recommend Bardo to require that I should yoke a 
lion* and a wild boar to the car of the Zecea before 1 can win 
my Alcestis. But I confess he is right in holding me unwor- 
thy of Romola ; she is a Pleiad that may grow dim by marry- 
ing any mortal.” 

“ Gvaffe. your modesty is in the right place there. Yet fate 
seems to have measured and chiselled you for the niche that 
was loft empty by the old juan’s son, w ho, by the way, Cronaca 
was telling me, is now at San Marco. Did you know ? ” 

A slight electric shook i)assed thro\igh Tito as he rose from 
the chair, but it was not outwardly^ perceptible, for he imme- 
diately stooped to pick up the fallen book, and busied his 
fingers with flattening the leaves, while he said, — 

" Xo ; he was at riobole, I thought. Are sure he is 
come back to San !Maroo ? ” 

" Cronaca is m3' authorit}’,” said Xello, with a shrug. " I 
don^t fre(|uent that sanctuary, but he does. Ah,” he added, 
taking ilie book tixuu Tiro’s hands, “103^ poor Xeneia da Bar- 
beiino ! It jars 3'our scliolail3’ fef^lings to see the pages dog’s- 
eared. I was lulled to sleep b3' the wcll-vhynied charms of 
that rustic maiden — ' iwetticr than the turnip-flower,^ * with a 
cheek more savoiy than cheese.’ But lo get such a well-scented 
notion of the coutodina, one must lie on velvet cushions in the 
Via Larga — not go to look at the Fierucoloni stumping in to 
the Piazza della Xunziata this evening after sundown.” 

" And pra}' who are the Fierucoloni ? ” said Tito, indifEer- 
3 nt.ly, settling his cap, 

" The contadine who came from the mountains of Pistoia, 
and the Cahentino, and Heaven knows where, to keep their 
vigil in the church of the Xunziata, and sell their yarn and 
dried mushrooms at the Fierucola/ as vre call it. They make 
a queer show, with their ]»aper laiitcins, howling their hymns 
to the Virgin on this eve of her nativity — if you had the 
^The Little Fair, 
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leisure to see theiiu No ? — well, I have had enough of it 
myself, for there is wild work in the Piazza. One may happen 
to get a stone or two about one’s ears or shins without asking 
for it, a..id I was never fond of that pressing attention, 
Addio.” 

Tito carried a little uneasiness with Iiiin on his visit, whicl 
ended earlier than he had expected, the boy-cardinal Giovanm 
de’ Medici, youngest of red-liatted fathers, who has since pre- 
sented his broad dark cheek very conspicuously to posterity as 
Pope Leo the Tenth, having been detained at his favorite 
pastime of the ^ chase, and having failed to appear. It still 
wanted half an hour of sunset as he left the door of the 
Scala palace, with the intention of proceeding forthwith to 
the Via de’ Bardi ; but he had not gone far when, to his aston- 
ishment, he saw Eomola advancing towards him along the 
Borgo Pinti. 

She wore a thick black veil and black mantle, but it was 
impossible to mistake her figure and her walk ; and by her 
side was a short stout form, which he recognized as that of 
Monna Brigida, in spite of the unusual plainness of her attire. 
Eomola had not been bred up to devotional observance, and 
the occasions on which she took the air elsewhere than under 
the loggia on the roof of the house, were so rare and so much 
dwelt on beforehand, because of Bardo’s dislike to be left 
without her, that Tito felt sure there must have been some 
sudden and urgent ground for an absence of whicli he had 
heard nothing the day before. She saw him through her veil 
and hastened her steps. 

Eomola, has anything happened ? ” said Tito, turning to 
walk by her side. 

She did not answer at the first moment, and Monna Brigida 
broke in : 

“ Ah, Messer Tito, you do well to turn round, for we are in 
haste. And is it not a misfortune? — we are obliged to go 
round by the walls and turn up the Via del Maglio, because of 
the Fair ; for the contadine coining in block up the way by the 
Niinziata, which would have taken us to San Marco in half 
the time.” 

Tito’s heart gave a great bound, and began to beat vio- 
lently. 

Eomola,” he said, in a low tone, “are you going to San 
Marco ? ” 

They were now out of the Borgo Pinti and were under the 
city walls, where they had wide gardens on their left hand, 
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juid all was quiet. Bomola put aside her veil for the sahe of 
breathing the air, and he could see the subdued agitation in 
her f^e. 

Yes, Tito mio,^^ she said, looking directly at him with sad 
eyes. “"For the first time I am doing something unknown to 
my father. It comforts me that I have met you, for at least 
I can teU ^ou. But if you are going to him, it will be well 
for you not to say that you met me. He thinks I am only 
gone to my cousin, because she sent for me. I left iny god- 
father with him : he knows where I am going, and why. You 
remember that evening when my brother’s name was men- 
tioned and my father spoke of him to you ? ” ‘ 

“Yes,” said Tito, in a low tone. There was a strange com- 
plication in his mental state. His heart sank at the probabil- 
ity that a great change was coining over his prospects, while 
at the same time his thoughts were darting over a hundred 
details of the course lie would take when the change had 
come ; and yet he returned Komola’s gaze with a hungry sense 
that it might be the last time she would ever bend it on him 
with full uiiquestiouing confidence, 

“The cugma had heard that he was come back, and the 
evening before — the evening of San Giovanni — as I after- 
wards found, he had been seen by our good Jfaso near the 
door of OUT house j but when Maso went to inquire at San 
Marco, Diuo, that is, my brother — he was christened Ber- 
nardino, after our godfather, but now he calls himself Fra 
Luca — had been taken to the monastery at Fiesole, because he 
was ill. But this morning a message came to Maso, saying 
that he was come back to San Marco, and Maso went to him 
there. He is very ill, and ho has adjured me to go and see 
him. I cannot refuse it, though I hold him guilty ; I still 
remember how I loved him when T was a little girl, before I 
knew that he would forsake my father. And perhaps he has 
some word of penitence to send by me. ft cost me a struggle 
to act in opjiosition to my fatlier’s feeling, which I have 
always held to be just. I am almost sure you will think I 
have chosen rightly, Tito, because I have noticed that your 
nature is less rigid than mine, and nothing makes you angry : 
it would cost you less to be forgiving; thoughi if you had 
seen your father forsaken by one to whom he had given bis 
chief love — by one in whom he had planted his labor and his 
hopes — forsaken when his need was becoming greatest — even 
you, Tito, would find it hard to forgive.” 

What could be say ? He w'as not equal to the hypocrisy 
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of telling "Romola that such offences ought not to be par- 
doned ; and he had not the courage to utter any words of 
dissuasion. 

“You are right, my Romola; you are always right, except 
in thinking too well of me." 

There was 3*cally some genuineness in those last words, and 
Tito looked VL'ry beautiful as he uttered them, with an unusual 
pallor in his face, and a slight quivering of liis lip. Romola, 
interpreting all things largely, like a mind prepossessed with 
high beliefs, had a tearful brightness in her eyes as she 
looked at him, touched with keen joy that he felt so strongly 
whatever she felt. But without pausing in her walk, she 
said, — 

“And now, Tito, T wish you to leave me, for the cuglna and 
I shall be less noticed if we enter the piazza alone," 

“Yes, it were better you should leave us," said !Monna 
Brigida; “for to say the truth, Messer Tito, all eyes follow 
you, and let Romola muffle herself as she will, every one 
wants to see what there is under her veil, for she has that 
way of walking like a procession. Xot that I find fault Avitli 
her for it, only it doesn't suit my steps. And, indeed, I 
would rather not have us seen going to San !Marco, and that’s 
why I am dressed as if I were one of the Piagnoni them- 
selves, and as old as Sant’ Aniiaj for if it had been anybody 
but poor Dino, who ought to be forgiven if he’s dying, for 
what’s the use of having a grudge against dead people? — 
make them feel while they live, say I " — 

Xo one made a scruijlc of interrupting Moima Brigida, and 
Tito, having just raised Eomola’s hand to liis lips, and said^ 
“1 understand, I obey you," now' turned away, lifting liis 
cap — a sign of reverence rarely made at that time hy native 
Florentines, and "which excited Bernardo del Xero’s conteiujit 
for Tito as a fawning Greek, while to Romola, who loved 
homage, it gave him an exceptional grace. 

He was half glad of the dismissal, half disposed to cling 
CO Romola to the last moment in wdiicli slie would love him 
witliout suspicion. For it seemed to him certain that this 
brf)ther would before all things want to know, and that 
Romola ■would before all things confide to him, what "was her 
fathers position and her own after the j'cars which must 
have brouglit so much change. Sim would tell him that she 
was soon to be publicly betrotlied to a young scholar, w^ho 
was to fill up the place left vacant long ago by a Avandcring 
son. He foresaw the imjjul&o that would piompt Romola to 
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•IweU on that prospect, and what wonld follow on the iren- 
tion of the future husband’s name. Fra Luca would tell all 
\ie knew and conjectured, and Tito saw no possible falsity by 
which he could now ward off the woi’st consequences of his 
former dissimalation. It was all over with his pros>pects in 
Florence. There was Messer Benin i do del Nero, ulio would 
be delighted at seeing confirmed the wisdom of liis advi'^e 
about deferring the betrothal until Tito’s character and posb 
tion had been establibiied by a longer residence 5 and the his- 
tory of the young Greek professor, hose benefactor was in 
slavery, would be the talk under every loggia. For the first 
time in his life he felt too fevered and agitated to trust his 
power of self-command ; he gave up his intended visit to 
Bardo, and walked up and down under the walls until the 
yellow light in the west had quite faded, when, without any 
distinct purpose, he took the first turning, which happened to 
be the Via San Sebastiaiio, leading him directly towards the 
Piazza dell’ Annunziata. 

He was at one of those lawless moments which come to us 
all if we have no guide but desire, and if the pathway where 
desire leads us seems sudclenl} closed ; he was ready to follow 
any beckoning that offered him an immediate purpose. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

THE CEASAIfTs’ FATE. 

The moving crowd and the strange mixture of noises that 
burst on him at the entrance of the piazza, reminded Tito of 
what Nello had said to him about the Fierucoloni, and he 
pushed his way into the crowd with a sort of pleasure in the 
hooting and elbowing, which filled the empty moments, and 
dulled that calculation of the future W'hich had t>o new a 
dreariness for him, as he foresaw himself wandering away 
solitary in pursuit of some unknown fortune, that his thought 
had even glanced towai*ds going in search of Baldassarre 
after all. 

At each of the opposite inlets he saw people stiniggling 
into the piazza, while above them paper lanterns, held aloft 
on sticks, were waving uncertainly to and fro. A rude mo- 
notonous chant made a distinctly traceable strand of noisej 
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across which screams^ wliistles^ gibing chants in piping boy. 
ish voices^ the beating of drums, and the ringing of little 
bells, met each other in confused din. Every now and then 
one of the dim floating lights disappeared with a smash from 
a stone launched more or less vaguely iu pursuit of mischief, 
followed by a scream and renewed shouts. But on the out- 
skirts of the whirling tumult there were groups who were 
keeping this vigil of the Nativity of the Virgin in a more 
methodical manner than b^' fltful stone-throwing and gibing. 
Certain ragged men, darting a hard sharp glance around them 
while their tongues rattled merrily, were inviting couutiy 
people to game with them on fair and open-handed terms \ 
two masquerading figures on stilts, who had snatched lanterns 
from the crowd, were swaying the lights to and fro in mete- 
oric fashion, as they strode hither and thither ; a sage 
trader was doing a profitable business at a small covered 
stall, in hot herlingozzi^ a favorite farinaceous delicacy ; one 
man standing on a barrel, with his back firmly planted 
against a pillar of the loggia in front of the Foundling Hos- 
pital (Spedale degF Innocenti), was selling efficacious pills, 
invented by a doctor of Salerno, warranted to prevent tootli- 
ache and death by drowning ; and not far off, against another 
pillar a tumbler was showing off his tricks on a small platform ; 
while a handful of ’prentices, despising the slack enteilainment 
of guerilla stone-throwing, were having a private concentrated 
match of that favorite Florentine sport at the narrow en- 
trance of the Via de’ Febbmi. 

Tito, obliged to make his way through chance openings in 
the crowd, found himself at one moment close to the trotting 
procession of barefooted, hard-heeled contadine, and could 
see their sun-dried, bronzed faces, and their strange, fragment- 
ary garb, dim with hereditary dirt, and of obsolete stuffs 
and fashions, that made them look, in the eyes of the city 
people, like a way-worn ancestry returning from a pilgrimage 
on which they had set out a century ago. Just then it was 
the hardjy, scant-feeding peasant-women from the mountains 
of Pistoia, who were entering with a year’s labor in a moder- 
ate bundle of yam on their backs, and in their hearts that 
meagre ho^ of good and that wide dim fear of harm, w'hich 
were somehow to be cared for by the Blessed Virgin, wdiose 
miraculous image, painted by the angels, was to have the 
curtain drawn away from it on this Eve of her Nativity, that 
its potency might stream forth without obstruction. 

At another moment he was forced away towards the hound* 
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axy of the piazza, where the more stationary candidates for 
attention and small coin had judiciously placed themselves, in 
order to be safe in their rear. Among these Tito recognized 
his acquaintance Bratti, who stood with his back against a 
pillar, and bis mouth pursed up in disdainful silence, eying 
every one who approached him with a cold glance of superior- 
ity, and keeping his hand fast on a serge covering which con- 
cealed the contents of the basket slung before him. Bather 
surprised at a deportment so unusual in an anxious trader, 
Tito went nearer and saw two women go up to Bratti’s basket 
with a look of curiosity, whereupon the pedler drew the cov- 
ering tighter, and looked another way. It was quite too pro- 
voking, and one of the women was fain to ask what there was 
in his basket ? 

Before I answer that, Monna, I must know whether you 
mean to buy. 1 can’t sliow such wares as mine in this fair for 
every fly to settle on and pay nothing. My goods are a little 
too choice for that. Besides, I’ve only two left, and I’ve no 
mind to sell them ; for with the chances of the pestilence that 
wise men talk of, there is likelihood of their being worth their 
weight in gold. No, no : andate eon Elo” 

The two women looked at each other. 

And what may be the price ? ” said the second. 

'^Not within what you are likely to have in your purse, 
buona donna,” said Bratti, in a compassionately supercilious 
tone, “I recommend you to trust in Messer Domeneddio and 
the saints : poor people can do no better for themselves.” 

^•Xot so poor !” said the second woman, indignantly, draw- 
ing out her money-bag. “ Come, now ! what do you say to a 
grosso ? ” 

“ I say j'ou may get twenty-one quattrini for it,” said Bratti, 
coolly j but not of me, for I haven’t got that small change.” 

Come ; two, then ?•” said the woman, getting exasperated, 
while her companion looked at her with some envy. “It will 
hardly be above two, I tliink.” 

After further bidding, and further mercantile coquetry, 
Bratti put on an air of concession. 

“ Since you’ve set your mind on it,” he said, slowly raising 
the cover, “ I should be loath to do you a mischief j for Maestro 
Gabbadeo used to say, when a woman sets her mind on a thing 
and doesn’t get it, she’s in worse danger of the pestilence than 
before. Ecco ! I have but two left ; and let me tell you, the 
fellow to them is on the finger of Maestro Gabbadeo, who is 
gone to Bologna — as wise a doctor as sits at any door.” 
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The precious objects were two clumsy iron rings, beaten 
into the fashion of old Roman rings, such as were sometimes 
disinterred. The rust on them, and the entirely hidden char- 
acter of their potency, were so satisfactory, that the gvossi 
were paid without grumbling, and the first woman, destitute 
of those handsome coins, succeeded after much show of reluc- 
tance on Bratti's part in driving a bargain with some of her 
yarn, and carried off the remaining ring in triumph. Buitti 
covered up his basket, which was now filled with iniscellaiiic's, 
probably obtained under the same sort of circumstances as the 
yarn, and, moving from his pillar, came smldenly upon Tilu, 
who, if he had had time, would have chosen to avoid recog- 
nition. 

‘‘By the head of San Giovanni, now,*’ said Bratti, drawing 
Tito back to the pillar, “ this is a piece of luck. For I v as 
talking of you this morning, ifesser Greco ; but, I said, he is 
mounted up among the signori now — and I’m glad of it, for 
1 was at the bottom of his fortune — but I can rarely get speech 
of him, for he's not to be caught lying on the stones now — not 
he ! But it's your luck, not mine, Messer Greco, save end 
except some small trifle to satisf}" me for my trouble in the 
transaction.” 

“You speak in riddles, Bratti,” said Tito. “Remember, I 
don’t sharpen my wits, as you do, by driving liard bargains for 
iron rings : you must be plain.” 

“By the Holy ’VangeU ! it was an easy bargain I gave them. 
If a Hebrew gets thirty-two per cent., I hope a Chriatian may 
get a little more. If I had not borne a conscience, I should 
have got twice the money and twice the yarn. But, talking of 
rings, it is your ring — that very ring you’ve got on your finger 

— that I could get a purchaser for ; ay, and a purchaser 
with a deep money-bag.” 

“Tmly ?” said Tito, looking at his ring and listening, 

“A Genoese who is going straight away into Hungary, as 
I understand. He came and looked all over niy shop to see if 
1 had any old things I didn’t know the price of ; I warrant you. 
he thought I had a pumpkin on my shouldf'rs. He liud been 
rummaging all the shops in Florence. And he had a ring on 

— not like yours, but something of the same fashion ; and as 
he was talking of rings, I said I knew a fine young man, a par- 
ticular acquaintance of mine, who had a ring of that sort. And 
he said, ‘Who is he, pray ? Tell him I’ll give him his price 
for it.’ And I thought of going after you to Xello’s to-morrow ; 
for it’s my opinion of you, Messer Greco, that; you’re not one 
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who’d see the Arno run broth, and stand by without dipping 
your finger.” 

Tito had lost no word of what Bratfci had said, yet his mind 
had been very busy all the while. M'hy sliould lie keep the 
ring ? It had been a mere sentiment, a mere fancy, that had 
prevented him from selling it with tlie other gems ; if he had 
been wiser and had sold it, he might perhaps have escaped that 
identification by Fra Lucm It was true that it had been taken 
from Baldassarre’s finger and put on his ov'u as ?»ooa as his 
young hand had grown to the needful size; but tliere was 
really no valid good to anybody in tliose superstitious scruples 
about inanimate objects. The ring had helped towards the 
recognition of him. Tito had begun to dislike recognition, 
which was a claim from the past. This foreigner’s ofl'er, if he 
would really give a good price, was an opportunity for getting 
rid of the ring without the trouble of seeking a purchaser. 

'‘You speak with yuiir usual wisdom, Bratti,” said Tito. 
''I have no objection to hear what your Genoese will offer. 
But when and where shall I have speech of him ? ” 

''To-morrow, at thiee hours after sunrise, he will be at my 
shop, and if your wits are of that sharpness I have always 
taken them to be, i^Iesser Greco, you will ask him a heavy 
price ; for be minds not money. It’s my belief he’s buying 
for somebody else, and not for himself — perhaps for some 
great signor.” 

^ " It is well,” said Tito. '' T will be at your shop, if nothing 
hinders.” 

And you will doubtless deal nobl}' by me for old acquaint- 
ance’ sake, lesser Greco, so 1 will not stay to fix the small 
sum you will give me in token of my service in the matter. 
It seems to me a thousand years now till I get out of the piazza, 
for a fair is a dull, not to say a wicked thing, when one has no 
more goods to sell.” 

Tito made a hasty sign of assent and adieu, and moving 
away from the pillar, again found himself pushed towards the 
middle of the piazza and back again, without the power of 
determining his own course. In this zigzag way he was car- 
ried along to the end of the piazza opposite the church, where, 
in a deep recess foimed by an irregularity in the line of houses, 
an entertainment was going foiuvard which seemed to be es- 
pecially attractive to the crowd. Loud bursts of laughter 
interrupted a monologue which was sometimes slow and oi'a- 
torical, at others rattling and buffoouish. Here a girl was being 
pushed forward into the inner circle with apparent reluctance, 
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and there a loud laiighing minx was finding a way with her 
own elbows. It was a strange light that was spresid over the 
piazza. There were the pale stars breaking out above, and 
the dim waving lanterns below, leaving all objects indistinct 
except when thej^ were seen close under the fitfully moving 
lights 5 but in this recess there wa« a stronger light, against 
which the heads of the encircling spectators stood in dark 
relief as Tito was gradually pushed towards tliera, while above 
them rose the head of a man wearing a white mitre with yel- 
low cabalistic figures upon it 

“Behold, my children!” Tito heard him saying, “behold 
your opportunity ! neglect not the holy sacrament of matri- 
mony when it can be had for the small sum of a white quat- 
trino — the cheapest matrimony ever offered, and dissolved 
by a special bull beforehand at every man’s own will and 
pleasure. Behold the Bull ! ” Here the speaker held up a 
piece of parchment with huge seals attached to it. “ Behold 
the indulgence granted b}’ his Holiness Alexander the Sixth, 
who, being newly elected Pope for bis peculiar piety, intends 
to reform and purify the Church, and wisely begins by abolish- 
ing that priestly abuse which keeps too large a share of this 
Dvivilegecl matrimony to the clergy and stints the laity. Spit 
once, my sons, and paj’ a white quattrino ! This is the whole 
and sole price of the indulgence. The quattrino is the only 
difference the Holy Father allows lo be put any longer between 
us and the clergy — who spit and pay nothing.” 

Tito thought he knew the voice, ivhich had a peculiarly 
sharp ring, but the face was too much in shadow from the 
lights behind for him to be sure of the feature.^. Stepping as 
near as he could, he saw within the circle behind the speaker 
an altar-like table raised on a small platform, and covered with 
a red drapery stitched all over with yellow cabal is tical figures. 
Half a dozen thin tapers burned at the back of this table, which 
had a conjuring apparatus scattered over it, a large open book 
in the centre, and at one of the front angles a monkey fastened 
by a cord to a small ring and holding a small taper, which in 
his incessant fidgety movements fell more or less aslant, whilst 
an impish boy in a white surplice occupied himself chiefly in 
cuffing the monkey, and adjusting the taper. The man in the 
mitre also wore a surplice, and over it a chasuble ou which the 
signs of the zodiac were rudely marked in black upon a yellow 
ground. Tito was sure now that he recognized the sharp uj)- 
ward-tending angles of the face under the mitre: it was that 
pf Maestro Vaiano^ the mountebank, from whom he had rescued 
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j^ssa. Pretty little Tessa! Perhaps she too had come in 
among the troops of coiitadine. 

«Goxne, my maidens I This is the time for the pretty 
who can have many chances, and for the ill-favored who have 
few. Matrimony to be had — hot, eaten, and done with as 
easily as berlingozzi ' And see!'’ here the conjuror held up 
a cluster of tiny bags. To every bride I give a Bretfe with 
a secret in it — the seci'et alone worth the money you pay for 
the matrimony. The secret how to — no, no, 1 will not tell 
you what the secret is about, and tliat makes it a double 
secret. Hang it round your neck if you like, and never look 
at it; I don't say t/tat will not be the best, for then you will 
see many things you don't expect: tliough if you open it you 
may break your leg, e vcro, but you will know a secret ! Some- 
thing nobody knows but me ! And mark — I give you the 
BrevCf I don’t sell it, as many another holy man would : the 
quattrino is for the matrimony, and the you get for 

nothing. Ofsti, giomtieitlj come like dutiful sons of the 
Church and buy the Induleence of his Holiness Alexander the 
Sixth." 

This buffoonery just fitted the taste of the audience ; the 
fierucola was but a small occasion, so the townsmen might be 
contented with jokes that were rather less indecent than those 
they were accustomed to hear at every carnival, put into easy 
rhyme by the Magnilieo and his poetic satellites ; while the 
women, over and above any relish of the fun, really began to 
have an itch for the BmvL Several couples had already gone 
through the ceremony, in which the conjurors solemn 
gibberish and grimaces over the open book, the antics of the 
monkey, and even the preliminary spitting, had called forth 
peals of laughter ; and now a well-looking, merry-eyed youth 
of seventeen, in a loose tunic and rod cap. pushed forward, 
holding by the hand a plump brunette, whose scanty ragged 
dress displayed her laiund arms and legs veiy picturesquely. 

“Fetter us without delay, Maestro!" said the youth, “for 
I have got to take my bride home and paint her under the 
light of a lantern." 

“Ha! Mariotto, my son, T commend your pious observ- 
ance. ...” The conjuror was going on, when a loud chatter- 
ing behind warned him that an unpleasant crisis had arisen 
with his monkey. 

The temper of that imperfect acolyth was a little tried by 
the over-active discipline of his colleague in the surplice, and 
a sodden cu^ administered as his taper fell to a horizontal 
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position, caused him to leap back with a violence that proved 
too much for the slackened knot hj which his cord was 
fastened. His first leap was to the other end of the table, 
from which position his remonstrances were so threatening, 
that the imp in the surplice took up a wand by way of an 
equivalent threat, whereupon the monkey leaped on to the 
head of a tall woman in the foreground, dropping his taper by 
the way, and chattering with increased emphasis from that 
eminence. Great was the screaming and confusion, not a few 
of the spectators having a vague dread of the Maestro's 
monkey, as capable of more hidden mischief than mere teeth 
and claws could inflict; and the conjuror himself was in some 
alarm lest any harm, should happen to his familiar, in the 
scuffle to seize the monkey’s string, Tito got out of the circle, 
and, not caring to contend for his place again, he allo^Yed 
himself to be gradually pushed towards the church of the 
Nunziata, and to enter amongst the worshippers. 

The brilliant illumination within seemed to press upon liis 
eyes with palpable force after the pale scattered lights and 
broad shadows of the piazza, and for the first minute or two 
he could see nothing distinctly. That yellow splendor was 
iu itself something supernatural and heavenly to many of the 
peasant women, for whom half the sky was hidden by 
mountains, and who went to bed in the twilight; and the 
uninterrupted chant from the choir was repose to the ear 
after the hellish hubbub of the crowd outside. Gradually the 
scene became clearer, though still there was a thin yellow haze 
from incense mingling with the breath of the multitude. Iu 
a chapel on the left hand of the nave, wreathed with silver 
lamps, Tvas seen unveiled the miraculous fresco of the 
Annunciation, which, in Tito’s oblique view of it from the 
right-hand side of the nave, seemed dark with the excess of 
light around it. The whole area of the great church was 
filled with peasant women, some kneeling, some standing; 
the coarse bronzed skins, and the dingy clothing of the rougher 
dwellers on the mountains, contrasting with the softer-lined 
faces and white or red head-drapery of the well-to-do dwellers 
in the^ valley, who were scattered in irregular groups. And 
spreading high and far over the walls and ccdling tliere was 
another multitude, also pressing close against each other, that 
they might be nearer the potent Virgin. It was the crowd of 
votive waxen images, the efligies of great i^ersonages, clothed 
in their habit as they lived: Florentines of high name, in 
their black silk lucco, as when they sat in council; popes, 
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emperors, kings, cardinals, and famoas condottieri with 
plnmed morion seated on their chargers ; all notable strangers 
who passed through Florence or had aught to do with its 
afEairs — Mohammedans, even, in well-tolerated companion- 
ship with Christian cavaliers; some of them with faces 
blackened and robes tattered by the corroding breath of 
centuries, others fresh and bright in new red mantle or steel 
corselet, the exact doubles of the living. And wedged in 
with all these were detached arms, legs, and other members, 
with only here and there a gap where some image had been 
removed for public disgrace, or had fallen oiuinousl}', as 
Lorenzo’s had done six months before. It was a perfect 
resutrection-swarm of remote mortals and fragments of 
mortals, reflecting, in their varying degrees of fiesbness, the 
sombre dinginess and sprinkled brightness of the crowd 
below. 

Tito’s glance wandered over the wild multitude in search of 
something. He had already thought of Tessa, and the white 
hoods suggested the possibility that he might detect her face 
under one of them. It was at least a thouglit to be courted, 
rather than the vision of Eomola looking at iiim \\ ith changed 
eyes. But he searched in vain ; and he was leaving the 
church, weary of a scene which had no variety, uhen, just 
against the doorway, he caught sight of Tessa, only two yards 
off him. She was kneeling with her back agiiinst the wall, 
behind a group of peasant women, w'ho w^ere standing and 
looking for a spot nearer to the sacred image. Her head liung 
a little aside with a look of weariness, and her blue e;^ es were 
directed rather absentl}’’ towards an altar-piece where the 
Archangel ^Michael stood in his armor, with 3 oung face and 
floating hair, amongst bearded and tonsured saints- Her right 
hand, holding a biineli of cocoons, fell by her side listlessly, 
and her round cheek was paled, either by the light or hy the 
weariness that was expressed in lier attitude : her lips were 
pressed poutingly together, and every now and then her eyelids 
half fell: she was a large image of a sweet sleep}' child, Tito 
felt an irresistible desire to go up to her and get her pretty 
trusting looks and prattle: this creature who was without 
moral judgment that could condemn him, whose little loving 
ignorant soul made a world apaii;, where lie miglit feel in 
freedom from suspicions and exacting demands, had a new 
atti*action for him now. She seemed a refuge from the 
threatened isolation that would come with disgrace. He 
glanced cautiously round, to assure himstdf that Monna Crhita 
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was not near, and then, slipping quietly to her side, kneeled 
on one knee, and said, in the softest voice, “ Tessa ! ” 

She hardly started, any more than she would have started 
at a soft breeze that fanned her gently when she was needmg 
it. She turned her head and saw Tito’s face close to her : it 
was very much more beautiful than the Archangel MichaeF^-, 
who was so mighty and so good that he lived with the 
Madonna and all the saints and was -prayed to along with 
them. She smiled in happy silence^ for that nearness of Tito 
quite filled her mind- 

“ My little Tessa ! you look very tired. How long have you 
been kneeling here ? ” 

She seemed to be collecting her thoughts for a minute or 
two, and at last she said, — 

“ Fm very hungry.” 

“ Comp, then ; come with me.” 

He lifted her from her knees, and led her out under the 
cloisters surrounding the atiium, which were then open, and 
not yet adorned with the frescoes of Andrea del Sarto. 

“ How is it you are all by yourself, and so hungry, Tessa ? ” 

The Madre is ill ; she has very bad pains in her legs, and 
sent me to bring these cocoons to the Santissima Nunziata, 
because they’re so wonderful ; see ! — she held up the bunch 
of cocoons, which were arranged with fortuitous regularity on 
a stem, — “ and she had kept them to bring them herself, but 
she couldn’t, and so she sent me because she thinks the Holy 
Madonna may take away her pains ; and somebody took my 
bag with the bread and chestnuts in it, and the people pushed 
me back, and I was so frightened coming in the crowd, and x 
couldn’t get anywhere near the Holy Madonna, to give the 
cocoons to the Padre, but I must — oh, I must.” 

Yes, my little Tessa, you shall take them ; but first come 
and let me give you some berlingozzi. There are some to be 
had not far off.” 

Where did you come from ? ” said Tessa, a little bewil- 
dered. thought you would never come to me again, 
because you never came to the Mercato for milk any more. 
I set myself Aves to say, to see if they would bring you back, 
but I left off, because they didn’t.” 

‘‘ You see I come when you want some one to take care ot 
you, Tessa. Perhaps the Aves fetched me, only it took them 
a long while. But what shall you do if you are here all 
alone 7 AVhere shall you go ? ” 

“ Oh, I shall stay and sleep in the church — a great main 
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of them do — in the church and all about here — I did once 
vheu I came with my mother 5 and the j^atrlgno is coming 
with the mules in the morning/^ 

They were out in the piazza now, where the crowd was 
rather less riotous tlian before, and the lights were fewer, the 
stream of pilgrims having ceased. Tessa clung fast to Tito’s 
arm in satisned silence, while he led her towards the stall 
where he remembered seeing the eatables. Their way was 
the easier because there was just now a gi-eat rush towards 
the middle of the piazza, where the masked figures on stilts 
had found space to execute a dance. It was very pretty to 
see the guil^ess thing giving her cocoons into Tito’s hand, 
and then eating her berliugozzi with the relish of a hungry 
child. Tito had really come to take care of her, as he did 
before, and that wonderful happiness of being with him had 
begun again for her. Her hunger was soon appeased, all the 
sooner for the new stimulus of happiness that had roused her 
from her languor, and, as they turned away from the stall, 
she said nothing about going into the church again, but looked 
round as if the sights in the piazza were not without attraction 
to her now she was safe under Tito’s arm. 

‘‘ How can they do that ? ” she exclaimed, looking up at the 
dancers on stilts. Then, after a minute’s silence, "Do you 
think Saint Christopher helps them ? ” 

"Perhaps. What do you think about it, Tessa?” said 
Tito, slipping his right arm round her, and looking down at 
her fondly. 

“ Because Saint Christopher is so very tall ; and he is very 
good : if auyl^dy looks at him he takes care of them all day. 
He is on the wail of the church — too tall to stand up there 
— but I saw him walking through the streets one San Gio* 
vanni, carrying the little Gesh.” 

"You pretty pigeon ! Do you think anj'body could help 
taking care of if you looked at them ? ” 

“ Shall you always come and take care of me ? ” said Tessa* 
turning her face up to him, as he crushed her cheek with his 
left hand. " And shall you always be a long wdiile first ? ” 
Tito was conscious that some bystanders were laughing at 
them, and though the license of street fun, among artists and 
young men of the wealthier sort as well as among the popu- 
lace, made few adventures exceptional, still less disreputably 
be chose to move away towards the end of the piazza. 

" Perhaps I shall come again to you very soon, Tessa,” he 
answered; rather dreamily, when they had moved away. Ho 
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was thinking that \7hen all the rest had tamed their backs 
apou him, it would l}e pleasant to have this little creature 
adoring him and nestling against him. The absence of pre 
sumptuons self-conceit in Tito made him feel all the more 
defenceless under prospective obloquy : be needed soft looks 
and caresses too much ever to be impudent. 

the Mercato said Tessa. “Not to morrow morning, 
because the patrigno will be there, and he is so cross. Oh ! 
but you have money, and he will not be cross if you buy some 
salad. And there are some chestnuts. Do you like chest- 
nuts ? ” 

He said nothing, but continued to look down at her with a 
dreamy gentleness, and Tessa felt herself xn a state of deli- 
cious woiider j ever^ijhing seemed as new as if she urere being 
carried on a chariot of clouds, 

“ Holy Virgin ! ” she exclaimed again presently. "There is 
a holy father like the Bishop I saw at Prato/’' 

Tito looked up too, and saw that he had unconsciously 
advanced to within a few yards of the conjuror. Maestro 
Vaiano, who for the moment was forsaken by the croA\d. 
Ills face was turned away from them, and he was occupied 
with the apparatus on his altar or table, preparing a new 
diversion by the time the interest in the dancing should be 
exhausted. The monkej' was imprisoned under the red cloth, 
out of reach of mischief, and the youngster in the white sur- 
plice was holding a sort of dish or salver, from w'hich his 
master ^vas taking some ingredient. The altar-like table, 
with Its gorgeous cloth, the row of tapers, the sham episcopal 
costume, the surpliced attendant, and even the movements of 
the mitred figure, as he alternately bent his head and then 
raised something before the lights, were a suifieiently near 
parody of sacred things to rouse poor little Tessa’s veneia- 
tiou; and there was some additional awe produced by the 
mystery of their af>parition in this spot, for when she had 
seen an altar in tlie street before, it had been on Corpus 
Chris fci Day, and there had been a procession to account for 
it. She croased herself and looked up at Tito, but then, as if 
she had had time for reflection, said, “It is because of the 
Nativitli.” 

Meanwhile Vaiano had turned round, raising his hands to 
his mitre with the intention of changing his dress, when his 
quick eye recognized Tito and Tessa, who were both looking 
at him, their faces being shone upon by the light of his tapers, 
while his own was in shadow. 
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**Ha! my children!” he said, instantly, stretching out his 
hands in a benedictory attitude, you are come to be mar- 
ried. I commend your penitence — the blessing of Holy 
Church can never come too late.” 

But whilst he was speaking, he had taken in the whole 
meaning of Tessa^s attitude and expression, and he discerned 
an opportunity for a new kind of joke which required him to 
be cautious and solomn. 

Should you like to be married to me, Tessa ? ” said Tito, 
softly, half enjoying the comedy, as lie saw the pretty childish 
seriousness on her face, half prompted by hazy previsions 
which belonged to the intoxication of despair. 

He felt her vibrating before she looked up at him and said, 
timidly, “ Will you let me ? ” 

He answered only by a smile, and by leading her forward 
in front of the cen^etano, who, seeing an excellent jest in 
Tessa’s evident delusion, assumed a surpassing sacerdotal 
solemnity, and went through the mimic ceremony with a 
liberal expenditure of lingua fttrhesca or thieves’ Latin. But 
some symptoms of a new movement in the crowd urged him 
to bring it to a speedy conclusion and dismiss them with 
hands outstretched in a benedictory attitude over their kneel- 
ing figures. Tito, disposed ahvays to cultivate good-will, 
though it mighr be the least select, put a piece of four grossi 
into his hand as he moved away, and was thanked by a look 
which, the conjuror felt sure, conveyed a perfect understand- 
ing of the whole affair. 

But Tito himstslf was very far from that understanding, 
and did not, in fact, know whether, the next moment, he 
should tell Tessa of the joke and laugh at her for a little 
goose, or whether he should let her delusion last, and see 
what would come of it — see what she would sa}’ and do next. 

^‘Tlien you will not go away from me again,” said Tessa, 
after they had walked a few steps, “ and you will take me to 
where you live.” She spoke meditatively, and not in a ques- 
tioning tone. But presently she added, “ 1 must go back once 
to the Madre though, to tell her I brought the cocoons, and 
that I am married, and shall not go back again.” 

Tito felt the necessity of speaking now; and in the rapid 
thought prompted by that necessity, he saw that by undeceiv- 
ing Tessa he should be robbing himself of some at least of 
that pretty trustfulness which might, by and by, be his only 
haven from contempt. It would spoil Tessa to make her the 
least particle wiser or more suspicious. 
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“ Yes, my little Tessa/* he said, caressingly, you must go 
back to the Madre ; but you must not tell her you are married 
— you must keep that a secret from everybody; else some 
very great harm would happen to me, and you would never 
see me again.’^ 

She looked up at him with fear in her face. 

“ You must go back and feed your goats and mules, and dc 
just as you have always done before, and say no word to any 
one about me.” 

The corners of her mouth fell a little. 

*‘And then, perhaps, I shall come and take care of }ou 
again when you want me, as I did before. But you must do 
just what I tell you, else you will not see me again.” 

“ Yes, I will, I will,” she said, in a loud whisper, frightened 
at that blank prospect. 

They were silent a little while ; and then Tessa^ looking a!* 
her hand, said, — 

The Madre wears a betrothal ring. She went to church 
and had it put on, and tlieu after that, another day, she was 
married. And so did the cousin Nannina. But then she 
mariied Gollo,” added the poor little thing, entangled in the 
difficult comparison between her own case and others within 
her experience. 

“ But you must not wear a betrothal ring, my Tessa, because 
no one must know you are married,” said Tito, feeling some 
insistence necessary. “ And the buona fortuna that I gave 
you did just as well foi betrothal. Some people arc betrothed 
with rings, and some are not.” 

“Yes, it is true, they would see the ring,” said Tessa, trying 
to convince herself that a thing she >^ould like very much w'^s 
really not good for her. 

They were now near the entrance of the church again, 
and she remembered her cocoons which were still in Tito's 
hand. 

“ Ah, you must give me the boto^'^ she said; “and we must 
go in, and I must take it to the Padre, and I must tell the rest 
of my beads, because I was too tired before.” 

“ Yes, yon must go in, Te^sa; but I will not go in. I must 
leave you now,” said Tito, too feverish and weary to re-enter 
that stifling heat, and feeling that this w'as the least difflcult 
way of parting with her. 

“ And not come back ? Oh, where do you go ? ” Tessa’s 
mind had never formed an image of his whereabouts or his 
doings when she did not see him : he had vanished, and her 
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thought; instead of following hini; had stayed in the same 
spot where he was with her. 

“ I shall come back some time, Tessa,” said Tito, taking hei 
under the cloisters to the door of the church. “ You must not 
cry — you must go to sleep, when you have said your beads. 
And here is money to buy your breakfast. Xow kiss me, and 
look liappy, else I shall not come again.” 

She made a great effort over herself as she put up her lips 
«o kiss him, and submitted to be gently turned round, with 
hex face towards the door of the church, Tito saw her enter ; 
and then with a shrug at liis own resolution, leaned against a 
pillar, took off his cap, rubbed his hair backward, and won- 
dered where Bomola was now, and what she was thinking of 
him. Poor little Tessa had disappeared behind the curtain 
among the crowd of peasants ; but the love which formed one 
web with all his worldly hopes, Avith the ambition{> and pleas- 
ures that must make the solid part of his days — the love that 
was identified with his larger self — was not to be banished 
from his consciousness. Even to the man who presents the 
most elastic resistance to whatever is unpleasant, there will 
come moments when the pressure from without is too strong 
for him, and he must feel the smart and the bruise in spite of 
himself. Such a moment had come to Tito. There was no 
possible attitude of mind, no scheme of action, by which the 
uprooting of all his newly planted hopes could be made other- 
wise than painful. 


CHAPTER XV, 

THE DYINO MESSAGE. 

When Romola arrived at the entrance of San Marco she 
found one of the Frati waiting there in expectation of iiei 
arrival. Monna Brigida retired into the adjoining church, and 
Romola was conducted to the door of the ohapter-liouse in the 
outer cloister, w'hither the invalid had been conveyed; no 
woman being allowed admission beyond this precinct. 

When the door opened, the subdued external light blending 
with that of tw^o tapers placed behind a truckle-bed showed 
the emaciated face of Fra Luca, with the tonsured crown of 
golden hair above it, and with deep-sunken hazel eyes fixed on 
a small crucifix which he held before him. He was propped 
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up into nerirlj a Bitting posture ; and Bomola was just con* 
scioua, as slie threw aside her veil, that there >Yas another 
monk standing by the bed, with the black cowl dnuMi over hib 
head, and that he moved towards the door as she entered ; ju&t 
conscious that in the background there W'as a crucified form 
rising high and pale on the frescoed wall, and pale laces of sor- 
row lool^g out from it below. 

The next moment her eyes met Fra Luca's as they looked 
up at her from the crucifix, and she was absorbed in that [)ai]g 
of recognition which identified this monkish emaciated torm 
with the image of her fair young hrotbei. 

“ Diuo \ ** she said, in a voice like a h>w evy of pain. But 
she did not bend tow'ards him; she held heiself eiect, and 
paused at two yards’ distance fioin him. There was an uncon- 
querable repulsion for her in that monkish aspect; it seemed 
to her the brand of the dastardly undutifnluess \>hich had leit 
her father desolate — of the grovelling superstition ^^hilh 
could give sui:h undutifnluess the name of piety. Her faihei, 
whose proud sincerity and simplicity of life ha(l made him one 
of the few frank pagans of hi-j time, had brought her up with 
a silent ignoring of any claims tlie Churt'h could have to regu- 
late the helief and action of beinsjs with a cultivateil reason. 
The Church, in her mind, belonged to that actual life of the 
mixed multitude from which they had always lived apait, and 
she had no ideas tliat could rentier Jier brotlier’s coiu’se an ob- 
ject of any other feeling than incurious, indignant contempt. 
Yet the lovinaness of Roraola's soul had clung to that image 
in Uie past, and while she stood rigidly aloof, tliere was a 
yearning sear(*h in her eyes for something too faintly clifa- 
cernible. 

But tliere was no corresponding emotion in the face of the 
iQonk. lie looked at the little bister returned to him in her 
full womanly beauty, with the far-off gaze of a ie\isjtinu 
spirit. 

My sister I he said, with a feeble and interrupted but yet 
distinct utterance, “ it is ivell thou hast not longer delayed to 
come, for I have a message to deliver to thee, and my time is 
short.” 

Bomola took a step nearer: the message, she thought, would 
be one of affectionate penitence to lier father, and her heart be 
gan to open. Nothing could wipe out the long years of deser- 
tion ; but the culprit, looking back on those years with the seii^e 
of irremediable wiong committed, w'ould call forth pity* Now, 
at the last, theie uould be uuderstanding and forgiveness. Lino 
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would pour out some natural filial feeling ; he would ask ques- 
tions about his father’s blindness — how rapidly it had come 
on ? how the long dark days had been filled ? what the life was 
now in the home where he himself liad been nourished ? — and 
the last message from the dying lips would be one of tender- 
ness and regret. 

“ Komola,” Fra Luca began, “ I have had a vision concern- 
ing thee. Thrice 1 have had it in the last two months : each 
time it has been clearer. Therefore I came from Fiesole deem- 
ing it a message from Heaven tliab I was bound to deliver. And 
1 gather a promise of mercy to thee in this, that my breath is 
preserved in order to” — 

The difficult breathing which continually interrupted him 
would not let him finish the sentence. 

Komola had felt her heart chilling again. It was a vision, 
then, this message — one of those visions she had so often heard 
her father allude to with bitterness. Her indignation rushed 
to her lips. 

Dino, I thought you had some words to send to my father. 
You forsook him when his sight was failing; you made his life 
very desolate. Have 3 'ou never cared about that ? never re- 
pented ? What is this religion of yours, that places visions 
before natural duties ? ” 

The deep-sunken hazel ej^es turned slowly towards her and 
rested upon her in silence for some moments, as if he were 
meditating whether he should answer her. 

he said at last; speaking as before, in a low passion- 
less tone, as of some spirit not liuman, speaking through dying 
human organs. “ Xo ; 1 have never repented fleeing from the 
stifling poison-breath of sin that uas hot and thick aiound me 
and threatened to steal over my senses like besotting wine. 
Mj' father could not hear the voice that called me night and 
day ; he knew nothing of the demon tempters that tried to drag 
me back from following it. My father has lived amidst human 
sin and misery without believing in them : he has been like 
one busy picking shining stones in a mine, while there was a 
w^orld dying of plague above him. I spoke, but he listened 
with scorn. 1 told him the studies he wished me to live for 
were either childish trifling — dead toys — or else they must 
be made warm and living by pulses that beat to worhlly am- 
bitions and fleshly lusts, for woildly ambitious and fleshly lusts 
made all the substance of the poetry and history he wanted me 
to bend my eyes on continually.” 

“ Has not my father led a pure and noble life, then ? ” 
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Roinola burst forth, unable to hear in silence this implied 
accusation against her father. “He has sought no worldly 
honors; he has been truthful; he has denied himself all 
luxuries; he has lived like one of the ancient sages. He 
never wished you to live for worldly ambitious and fleshly 
lusts ; he wished you to live as he himself has done, according 
to the purest maxims of philosophy, in which he brought you 
up.” 

Komola spoke partly by rote, as all ardent and sympathetic 
young creatures do ; but she spoke with intense belief. Tlie 
pink flush was in her face, and she quivered from head to 
foot. Her brother was again slow to answer ; looking at lier 
passionate face with strange passionless eyes. 

“ What w'ere the maxims of philosophy to me ? They told 
me to be strong, when I folt myself w'eak ; Avhon I was ready, 
like the blessed Saint Benedict, to roll myself among thorns, 
and court smarting wounds as a deliverance from temptation. 
For the Divine love had sought me, and penetrated me, and 
created a great need in me ; like a seed that wants room to 
grow. T had been brought up in carelessness of the true 
faith ; I had not studied the doctrines of our religion ; but it 
seemed to take possession of me like a rising flood. 1 telt 
that there was a life of perfect love and j)urity for the soul ; 
in which there would be no uneasy hunger after pleasure, no 
tormenting questions, no fear of suffering. Before I knew 
the history of the saints, I had a foreshadowing of their 
ecstasy. For the same truth liad penetrated even into pagan 
philosophy : that it is a bliss ■within the reach of man to die 
to mortal needs, and live in the life of God as the Ibiseen 
Perfectness. But to attain that I must forsake the w^orld ; I 
must have no affection, no hope, wedding me to that which 
passeth away ; I must live with my fellow'-beings only us 
human souls related to the eternal unseen life. I’hat neeil 
was urging me continually: it came over me in visions when 
my mind fell away weary from the vain words which record 
the passions of dead men : it came over me after I had been 
tempted into sin and had turned away with loathing from the 
scent of the emptied cu]). And in visions I saw the meaning 
of the Crucifix,” 

He paused, breathing hard for a minute or two : but Eomola 
was not prompted to speak again. It was useless for her 
mind to attempt any contact with the mind of this unearthly 
brother: as useless as for her hand to try and grasp a 
shadow, When he spoke again, his heaving chest was quieter. 
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felt whom I must follow: but I saw that even among 
the servants of the Cross who professed to have renounced the 
world, my soul would be stifled with the fumes of hypocrisy, 
and lust, and pride, God had not chosen me, as he chose 
Saint Dominic and Saint Francis, to wrestle with evil in the 
Church and in the world. He called upon me to flee : I took 
the sacred vows, and I fled — fled to lands where danger and 
scorn and want bore me continually, like angels, to repose on 
the bosom of God. I have lived the life of a hermit, I have 
ministered to pilgrims ; but my task has been short; the veil 
has worn very thin that divides me from my everlasting rest. 
I came back to Florence that ’’ — 

“Dino, you did want to know if my father was alive,” 
interrupted Houiola, the picture of that suffering life touch- 
ing her again with the desire for union and forgiveness. 

— That before I died I might urge others of our brethren 
to study the Eastern tongues, as I had not done, and go out 
to greater ends tlian I did ; and I And them already bent on 
the work. And since I came, Romola, I have felt that I was 
sent partly to thee — not to renew the bonds of earthly affec- 
tion, but to deliver the heavenly warning conveyed in a vision. 
For I have had that vision thrice. And through all the years 
since first the Divine voice called me, while I was yet in the 
world, I have been taught and guided by visions. For in the 
painful linking together of our waking though to we can never 
be sure that we have not mingled our own error with the light 
we have prayed for ; but in visions and dreams we are pass- 
ive, and our souls are as an instrument in the Divine hand. 
T'iierefore listen, and speak not again — for the time is 
short.” 

Homola’s mind recoiled strongly from listening to this 
vision. Her indignation had siib-sided, but it was only 
because she had felt the distance between her brother and 
herself widening. But while Fi*a Luca was speaking, the 
figure of another monk had entered, and again stood on the 
other side of the bed, with the cowl drawn over his head. 

“ Kneel, my daughter, for the Angel of Death is present, 
and w'^aits while the message of Heaven is delivered : bend thy 
pride before it is bent for thee by a yoke of iron,” said a 
strong, rich voice, startlingly in contrast with Fra Lucans. 

The tone was not that of imperious command, but of quiet 
Belf-x)OSsession and assurance of the right, blended with 
benignity. Romola, vibrating to the sound, looked round at 
the flgure on the opposite side of the bed. His face was 



UQ 


ROMOLA. 


hardly discernible under the shadow of the cowl, and her eyes 
fell at once on his hands, which were folded across his breast 
and lay in relief on the edge of his black mantle. They had 
a marked physiognomy which enforced the influence of the 
voice; they were very beautiful and almost of transparent 
delicacy. Romola’s disposition to rebel against command, 
doubly active in the presence of monks, whom she had been 
taught to despise, would have fixed itself on any repulsive 
detail as a point of support. But the face was hidden, and 
the hands seemed to have an appeal in them against all hard- 
ness. The next moment the right hand took the crucifix to 
relieve the fatigued grasp of Fra Luca, and the left touched 
his lips with a wet sponge which lay near. In the act of 
bending, the cowl was pushed back, and the features of the 
monk had the full light of the tapers on them. They were 
very marked features, such as lend themselves to popular 
description. There was the high arched nose, the prominent 
under lip, the coronet of thick dark hair above the brow, all 
seeming to tell of energy and passion ; there were the blue- 
gray eyes, shining mildly under auburn eyelashes, seeming, 
like the hands, to tell of acute sensitiveness. Komola felt 
certain they were the features of Fra Girolamo Savonarola, 
the prior of San Marco, whom she had chiefly thought of as 
more offensive than other monks, because he was more noisy. 
Her rebellion was rising against the first impression, which 
had almost foieed her to bend her knees. 

“Kneel, my daughter” the penetrating voice said again, 
“the pride of the body is a barrier against the gifts that 
purify the soul.” 

He was looking at her with mild fixedness while he spoke, 
and again she felt that subtle mysterious influence of a 
personSity by which it has been given to some rare men to 
move their fellows. 

Slowly Romola fell on her knees, and in the very act a 
tremor came over her ; in the renunciation of her proud erect- 
ness, her mental attitude seemed changed, and she found her- 
self in a new state of passiveuess. Her brother began to 
speak again : — 

“Romola, in the deep night, as I lay awake, T saw my 
father^s room — the library — with all tlie books, and the 
marbles, and the leggio, where I used to stand and read ; and 
I saw you — you were revealed to me as I see you now, with 
fair long hair, sitting before my father’s chair. And at the 
leggio stood a man whose face 1 could not see. 1 looked and 
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looked, and it was a blank to me, even as a painting effaced , 
and I saw him move and take thee, Eomola, by the hand; 
and then 1 saw thee take my father by the hand ; and you all 
three went down the stone steps into tlie streets, the man 
whose face was a blank to me leading the way. And you 
stood at the altar in Santa Croce, and the priest who mai'ried 
you had the face of death ; and the graves opened, and the 
dead in their shrouds rose and followed you like a bridal 
train. And you passed on through the streets and the gates 
into the valley, and it seemed to me that he who led you 
hurried you more than j'ou could bear, and the dead were 
weary of following you, and turned back to their graves. 
And at last you came to a stony place where there was no 
water, and no trees or herbage ; but instead of water, I saw 
written parchment unrolling itself everywhere, and instead of 
trees and herbage I saw men of bronze and marble spiinging 
up and crowding round you. And my father was faint for 
want of water, and fell to the ground ; and the man whose 
face was a blank loosed thy hand and departed : and as he 
went I could see his face ; and it was the face of the Great 
Tempter. And thou, Eomola, didst wring thy hands and seek 
for water, and there was none. And the bronze and marble 
figures seemed to mock thee and hold out cups of water, and 
when thou didst grasp them and put them to my father’s lips, 
they turned to parchment. And the bronze and marble 
figures seemed to turn into demons and snatch my father’s 
body from thee, and the parchments shrivelled up, and blood 
ran everywhere instead of them, and fire upon the blood, till 
they all vanished, and the plain was bare and stony again, 
and thou wast alone in the midst of it. And then it seemed 
that the night fell, and I saw no more. . . . Thrice I have 
had that vision, Eomola. I believe it is a revelation meant 
for thee : to warn thee against marriage as a temptation of 
the enemy ; it calls upon thee to dedicate thyself — 

His pauses had gradually become longer and more frequent, 
and he was now compelled to cease by a severe fit of gasping, 
in which his eyes were turned on the crucifix as on a light 
that was vanishing. Presently he found strength to speak 
again, but in a feebler, scarcely audible tone : — 

“ To renounce the vain philosophy and corrupt thoughts of 
the heathens : for in the hour of sorrow and death their pride 
will turn to mockery, and the unclean gods will” — 

The words died away, 

In spite of the thought that was at work in Eomola^ telling 
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her that tliis vision was no more than a dream, fed by youth 
ful memories and ideal convictions, a strange awe had coniB 
over her. Her mind was not apt to be assailpd by sickly faih 
cies j she had the vivid intellect and the healthy Iminan pas- 
sion, which are too keenly alive to the constant relations of 
things to have any morbid ciaving after the exceptional. 
Still the images of the vision she despised jarred and dis- 
tressed her like painful and cruel cries. And it was the 
time she had witnessed the straggle with approaching death : 
her young life had been sombre, but she had known nothing 
of tbe utmost human needs; no acute suffering — no heart- 
cutting sorrow ; and this brother, come back to her in hia 
hour of supreme agony, was like a sudden awful apparition 
from an invisible world, Tbe pale faces of sorrow in the 
fresco on the opposite wall seemed to have come nearer, and 
to make one company w'ith the pale face on the bed. 

“ Frate/' said the dying voice. 

Fra Girolamo leaned down. But no other word came for 
some moments. 

Romola.” it said next. 

She leaned forward too: but again there was silence. The 
words were struggling in vain. 

Fia Gi rolamo, give her ” — 

The crucifix/’ said blie voice of Fra Giiolamo. 

Xo other sound came from the dying 

“ jymoj ■’ said Roinola. with a low but piercing cry, as the 
certainty came upon her that the silence of misunderstanding 
could never be broken. 

“ Take the crucifix, my daughter/* said Fra Girolamo, after 
a few miiiunes. *■ His eyes behold it no more/’ 

Romola stretched out her hand to the crucifix, and this act 
appeared to relieve the tension ot her mind. A great sob 
burst from her. She bowed her head by the side of her dead 
brother and wept aloud. 

It seemed to her as if this first vision of death must alter 
the daylight for her for evermore. 

Fra Girolamo moved towards the door, and called in a lav 
brother who was waiting outside. Then he went up to Romola 
and said in a tone of gentle command. Rise, my daughter, 
and be comforted. Our brothei is with the blessed. He has 
left yon the crucifix, in remembrance of tlie heavenly warn- 
ing — that it may be a beacon to you in the darkness.^' 

She rose from her knees, trembling, folded her veil over her 
head, and hid the crucifix under her mantle. Fra Girolamo 
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led the way out into tlie cloistered court, lit now only by 
the stars and by a lantern which was held by some one near 
the entrance. Several other figures in the dress of the digni- 
fied laity were grouped about the same spot. They were some 
of the numerous frequenters of Ran Marco, who had come to 
visit the Prior, and having beard that lie was in attendance on 
the dying brother in the chapter-house, had awaited him here. 

Romola was dimly conscious ot footsteps and rustling foims 
moving aside : she heard the voice of Fra G^irolamo saying, in 
a low tone, Our brother is departed j she felt a hand laid 
on her arm. The next moment the door was opened, and she 
was out in the wide piazza of San Marco, with no one but 
Monna Brigida, and the servant carrying the lantern. 

The fresh sense of space revived her, and helped her to j-e- 
cover her self-mastery. The scene which had just closed upon 
her was terribly distinct and vivid, but it began to nanow under 
the returning impressions of the life that lay outside it. She 
hastened her steps, with nervoxis anxiety to be again with her 
father — and with Tito — for were they not together in her 
absence ? The images of that vision, while they clung about 
her like o hideous dream not yet to be shaken olf, made her 
3"earn all the more for the beloved faces and voices that uould 
assure her of her waking life. 

Tito, we know, was not with Bardo; his destiny was being 
shaped by a gnilty consciousness, urging on him the despair- 
ing belief that by this time Komola possessed the knowledge 
which would lead to their final separation. 

And the lips that could have conveyed that knowledge were 
forever closed. The prevision that Fra Luca's words had im- 
parted to Bomola had been such as comes from the shadowj' 
region where human souls seek wisdom apart fiom the human 
sympathies which are the very life and substance of our wis- 
dom j the revelation that might have come fiom the simple 
questions of filial and brotherly affection had been carried 
into irrevocable silence. 
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CHAFTEH XVL 

A FLORENTISrS JOKE. 

Ear^t tlie next morning Tito was retnming from Bratti’s 
shop in the narrow tboroagbfare of the Ferravecchi. The 
Genoese stranger had earned away the onyx ricg^ and Tito was 
carrying away Mty florins. It did just cross his mind that if, 
after all. Fortune, by one of her able devices, saved him from 
the necessity of quirting Florence, it would be better for him 
not to have parted with his ring, since be bad been understood 
to wear it for the sake of peculiar memories and predilections ; 
still, it was a slight utatter, not worth dwelling on with any 
emphasis, and in those moments he had lost his confidence in 
fortune- The feverish excitement of the first alarm which 
had impelled his mind to travel into the future harl given place 
to a dull, regretfol lassitude. He cared so much for the pleas- 
ures that could onl}* come to him through the good opinion of 
his fellow-men, that he wished iiovr he had never risked igno- 
miny by shrinking from what his fellow-men called obligations. 

But our deeds are like children that are born to us; they 
live and act apart from our own will, Nay, children may be 
strangled, but deeds never : they have an indestructible life 
both in and out of our consciousness; and that dreadful 
vitality of deeds was pi-essing hard on Tito for the firet time. 

He was going bark to his lodgings in the Piaz7a di Sau Gio- 
vanni, but he avoided passing thiough the Mercato Vecchio, 
which was his nearf*st way, lest he should see Tessa. He was 
not in the humor to anything; he could only await the 

fiist sign of his altering lot. 

The piazza with its sights of beauty was lit up by that 
warm morning sunlight under which the autumn dew still lin- 
gers, and which invites to an idlesse undulled by fatigue. It 
was a festival morning, too, when the soft warmth seems to 
steal over one with a special invitation to lounge and gaze. 
Here, too, the signs of the fair were present; in the spaces 
round the octagonal baptistery, stalls were being spread with 
fruit and flowers, and here and there laden mules were stand- 
ing quietly absorbed in their nose-bags, while their drivers 
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were perhaps gone through the hospitable sacred doors to 
kneel before the blessed Virgin on this morning of her Na- 
tivity. On the broad marble steps of the Duoino there were 
scattered groups of beggars and gossiping talkers : here an 
old crone \Yith white hair and hard sunburnt face encouraging 
a round-capped baby to try its tiny bare feet on the ivarmed 
marble, while a dog sitting near snuffed at the performance 
suspiciously ; there a couple of shaggy-headed boys leaning to 
watch a small pale cripple who was cutting a face on a cherry- 
stone ; and above them on the wide platform men were mak- 
ing changing knots in laughing desultory chat, or else wei'e 
standingin close couples gesticulating eagerly. 

But the largest and most important company of loungers 
was that towards which Tito had to direct his steps. It was 
the busiest time of the day with Nello, and in this warm sea- 
son and at an hour when clients were numerous, inot>t men 
preferred being shaved under the pretty red and white awning 
in fi’out of the shop rather than within narrow walls. It is 
not a sublime attitude for a man, to sit with lathered chin 
thrown backward, and have his nose made a handle of ; but to 
be shaved was a fashion of Florentine respectability, and it is 
astonishing how gravely men look at each other when they are 
all in the fashion. It was the hour of the day, too, ivhea 
yesterday’s crop of gossip was freshest, and the barber’s 
tongue was always in its glory when his razor was busy ; the 
deft activity of those two instruments seemed to be set going 
by a common spring. Tito foresaw that it would be impossi- 
ble for him to escape being drawn into the circle ; he must 
smile and retort, and look perfectly at Ins ease. Well ! it was 
but the ordeal of swallowing bread and cheese pills after all. 
The man who let the mere anticipation of discovery choke 
him was simply a man of weak nerves. 

But just at that time Tito felt a Land laid on his shoulder, 
and no amount of previous resolution could jirevent the very 
unpleasant sensation with which that sudden touch jarred 
him. His face, as he turned it round, betra^’ed the inward 
shock ; but the owner of the hand that seemed to have such 
evil magic in it broke into a light laugh. He was a young 
man about Tito’s own age, with keen features, small close- 
clipped head, and close-shaven lip and chin, giving the idea of 
a mind as little encumbered as possible with material that was 
not nervous. The keen eyes were bright with hope and 
friendliness, as so many other young eyes have been that have 
afterwards closed on tne world in bitterness and disappoint- 
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inent ; for at that time there were none but jjleasant predic* 
tiojis about Kiccolo Macchiavelli, as a young man ot promise, 
who was expected to mend the broken fortunes of his ancient 
family. 

“Why, Melema, what evil dream did you have last night, 
that you took my light grasp for that of a sbin^o or something 
worse ? 

“ Ah, Messer Niccolb ! said Tito, recovering himself imme- 
diately ; “ it must have been an extra amount of dulness in 
veins this morning that shuddered at the approach of your 
wit. But the fact is, I have had a bad night,” 

“ That is unlucky, l)eoause you will be expected to shint 
without any obstructing fog to-day in the Kucellai Gardens, 
I take it for granted \ ou are to be there, ’’ 

“Messer Bernardo did me the honor to invite me,” said 
Tito ; “ but I shall be engaged elsewhei-e.” 

“ Ah 1 I remember, you are in love,” said !Macchiavelli, witli 
a shrug, “else you would never have such inconvenient engage- 
ments, Why, we are to eat a peacock and ortolans under the 
loggia among Bernardo Rucelhii^s rare trees ; there are to be 
the choicest spirits in Florence and the elioicest wines. Only, 
as Piero de’ Medici is to be there, the choice spirits may hap- 

E en to be swamped in the capping of impromptu verses. I 
ate that game ; it is a device for the triumph of small wits, 
who are always inspired the most by the smallest occasions.” 

“ What is that you are saying about Piero de’ ^fedici and 
small wits, Messer !Niccolb ? ” said Nello, wliose light figure was 
at that moment predominating over the Herculean frame of 
Niccolb Caparra. 

That famous worker in iron, ivhom we saw last with bared 
muscular arms and leathern apron in the jVIercato Vecchio, 
was this morning dressed in holiday suit, and as he sat sub- 
missively while Nello skipped round him, lathered him, seized 
him by the nose, and scraped him with magical quickness, he 
looked much as a lion might if it had donned linen and tunic 
and was preparing to go into society. 

“A private secretary will never rise in the world if he 
couples great and small in that way,” continued Nello. 
“ When great men are not allowed to marry their sons and 
daughters as they like, small men must not expect to marry 
their words as they like. Have you heard the news Domenico 
Cennini, here, has been telling us? — that Pagolantonio 
Soderini has giveu Ser Piero da Bibbiena a box on the ear for 
setting on Piero de’ Mcdici to interfere with the marriage be< 



A PL0RE^^T1^^E JOKE. 


153 


tween young Tominaso Sudemn and Fiaininetta Strozzi^ aiidia 
to be sent ambassador to Venice as a puni^^hment ? 

don’t know which I envy him most,” said Macchiavelli, 
<*the offence or the imnishment. The offence will make him 
the most popular man in all Floi'ence, and the punishment 
will take him among the only people in Italy who have known 
how to manage their own affairs,” 

"Yes, if Soderini stays long enough at Venice,” said Cen- 
nini, "he may chance to learn the Venetian fashion, and bring 
it home with him. The Soderini have been fast friends of 
the Medici, but wliat has hap 2 :>ened is likely to open Pagolan- 
tonic’s eyes to the good of our old Florentine triek of choosing 
a new harness when the old one galls us ; if we have not quite 
lost the trick in these last fifty years.” 

"Kot we,” said Niccolo Caparra. w ho ^vas rejoicing in the 
free use of his lips again. "Eat eggs in Lent and the snow 
will melt. That’s w hat I say to our people when the}’ get 
noisy over their cups at San Gallo, and talk of raising a rowor 
(insurrection); I say, never do you jdan a romor ; you may as 
well try to fill Arno with buckets. ^A'hen there’s water 
enough Amo v.dll be full, and that will not be till the torrent 
is ready.” 

"Caparra, that oracular speech of yours is due to my excel- 
lent shaving,” said Nello. "You could never have made it 
with that daik rust on }OiU' chin. Ecco, ^lesser Domenico, I 
am ready for you now. By the way, my bcl enidito,” con- 
tinued Nello. as he saw Tito moving towards the door, here 
has been old Maso seeking for you, but your nest ^sas empty. 
He will f'ome again presently. The old man looked mournful, 
and seemed in haste. I ho^je there is nothing wrong iu the 
Via de’ Bardi.” 

" Doubtless Messer Tito knows that Bardo’s son is dead,” 
said Cronaca, who had just come up. 

Tito’s heart gave a leap — had the death happened before 
jRomola saw him ? 

“No, I had not heard it,” he said, with no more discompos- 
are than the occasion seemed to w'arrant, turning and leaning 
against tlie door^^ost, as if he had given up his intention of 
going away. "I knew that his sister had gone to see him. 
Did he die before she arrived ? ” 

"No,” said Cronaca; "I was in Ran Marco at the time, and 
saw her come out from the chapter-house with Fra Girolamo, 
who told us that the dying man’s breath had been preserved 
as by a miracle, that he raight make a disclosure to his sistei,” 
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Tito felt that his fate was decided. Again his mind rushe'l 
over all the circumstances of his departure from Florence, aiul 
he conceived a plan of getting bfick his money from Cenniui 
before the disclosure had become public. If he once had his 
money he need not stay long in endurance of scorching looks 
and biting words. He would wait now, and go away -with 
Cennini and get the money from him at once. With that 
project in his mind he stood motionless — his hands in his belt, 
his eyes fixed absently on the ground. Nello, glancing at him, 
felt sure that he was absorbed in anxiety about Romola, and 
thought him such a pretty image of self-forge ttul sadness, that 
he just perceptibly pointed his razor at him, and gave a chal- 
lenging look at Piero di Cosimo, whom he had never forgiven 
for his refusal to see an^ prognostics of character in his favor- 
ite’s handsome face. Piero, who was leaning against the other 
doorpost, close to Tito, shrugged his shoulders : the frequent 
recurrence of such challenges from Nello had changed the 
painter’s first dechiration of neutrality into a positive inclina- 
tion to believe ill of the much-praised Greek. 

‘*So you have got your Fra Girolamo back again, Cronaca? 
I suppose we shall have him preaching again this next Advent/’ 
said Nello. 

“And not before there is need,” said Cronaca, gravely. 
“We have had the best testimony to his words since the last 
Quaresima ; for even to the wicked wickedness has become a 
plague; and the ripeness of vice is turning to rottenness in 
the nostrils even of the vicious. There has not been a change 
since the Quaresima, either in Home or at Florence, but has put 
a new seal on the Frate’s words — that the harvest of sin is 
ripe, and that God will reap it with a sword.” 

“I hope he has had a new vision, however,” said Francesco 
Cei, sneeringly. “The old ones are somewhat stale. Can’t 
your Frate get a poet to help out his imagination for him ? ” 

“ He has no lack of poets about him,” said Cronaca, with 
quiet contempt, “but they are great poets and not little ones; 
so they are contented to be taught by him, and no more think 
the truth stale which God has given him to utter, than tUej' 
think the light of the moon is stale. But perhaps certain 
high prelates and princes who dislike the Frate’s denunciations 
might be pleased to hear that, though Giovanni Pico, and 
Poliziano, and Marsilio B’icino, and most other men of mark in 
Florence, reverence Fra Girolamo, Messer Francesco Cei de- 
spises him.” 

“Poliziano?” said Cei, with a scornful laugh. “Yes, 
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doubtless he believes in your new’ Jonah, witness the 
fine orations he wrote for the envoys of Sienna, to tell 
Alexander the Sixth that the world and the Church were 
never so well off as since he became Pope.” 

“l^ay, Francesco,” said Macchiavelli, smiling, “a various 
scholar must have various opinions. And as tor the Frate, 
whatever we may think of his saintliness, you judge his 
preaching too narrowly. The secret of oratory lies, not in 
saying new things, but in saying things with a certain power 
that moves the hearers — without which, as old Filelto has 
said, your speaker deserves to be called, * non oratorem, sed 
aratorem.’ And, according to tliat test, Fra Girolamo is a 
great orator,” 

*‘That is tnie, Niccolb,” said Cennini, speaking from the 
shaving-chair, but part of the secret lies in the prophetic 
visions. Our people — no offence to you, Cronaca — will run 
after anything in the shape of a prophet, especially if he 
prophesies terrors and tribulations.” 

Rather say, Cennini,” answered Cronaca, “that the chief 
secret lies in" the Frate^s pure life and strong faith, which 
stamp him as a messenger of God.” 

“I admit it — I admit it,” said Cennini, opening his palms, 
as he rose from the chair. “ His life is spotless : no man has 
impeached it,” 

“ He is satisfied with the pleasant lust of arrogance,” Cei 
burst out bitterly, “ I can see it in that proud lip and satis- 
fied eye of his. He heais the air filled with his own name — 
Fra.Girolamo Savonarola, of Ferrara ; the pi*ophet, the saint, 
the mighty preacher, who frightens the very babies of Flor- 
ence into laying down their wicked baubles.” 

“ Come, come, Francesco, yon are out of humor with wait- 
ing,” said the conciliatory Nello. “ Let me stop your mouth 
with a little lather. I must not have my fiiend Cronaca 
made angry : I have a regard for Ms chin ; and his chin is in 
no respect altered since he became a Fiagnone. And for my 
own part, I confess, when the Frate was preaeliing in the. 
Duomo last Advent, I got into such a trick of slipping' 
in to listen to him that 1 might have turned Fiagnone 
too, if I had not been hindered by the liberal nature of my 
ar€ ; and also by the length of the sermons, which are some- 
times a good while before they get to the moving point. But, 
as Messer Niccolo here says, the Frate lays hold of the 

S ople by some power over and above his prophetic vi.sions. 
onks and nuns who prophesy are not of that rareness. Foj 
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what says Luigi Pulei? 'Dombrunu’s sharp^utthig cimiter 
had the fame of b#"ing enchanted ; but/ says Luigi, ‘ I am rather 
of opinion that it cut sharp because it was of strongly tem- 
pered steel/ Yes, yes; Paternostei's may shave clean, but 
they must be said over a good razor,” 

‘•See, Xello! ” said Macchiavelli, ** what doctor is this ad- 
vancing on his Bucephalus ? I thought your piazza was free 
from those furred and scarlet-robed lackeys of death. This 
man looks as if he had had some such night adventure as 
Boccaccio’s Maestro Simone, and had his bonnet and mantle 
pickled a little in the gutter ; though he himself is as sleek 
as a millei-’s rat,” 

“ A-ah !” said Nello, with a low long-drawn intonation, as 
he looked up towards the ailvancing figure — a round-headed, 
round-bodied personage, seated on a raw young liorse, which 
held its nose out with an air of threatening obstinacy, and by 
a constant effort to back and go off in an oblique line showed 
free views about authority very much in advance of the age. 

“And I have a few more adventures in pickle for him,*’ 
continued Nello, in an undertone, “ which I hope will drive Ins 
tTiquiring nostrils to another quarter of the city. He’s a doctor 
from Padua ; they say he has been at Prato for three months, 
and now he’s come to Florence to see what he can net. But 
his great trick is making rounds among the contadiui. And 
do you note those great saddle-bags he carries ? Thej’ are U) 
hold the fat capons and eggs and meal he levies on sill;v 
clowns with whom coin is scarce. He vends his own secret 
medicines, so he keeps away from the doors of the druggists ; 
and for this last week he has taken to sitting in my jjfazza 
for two or three hours every day, and making it a resort for 
asthmas and smialling bambini. It stirs my gall to see the 
toad-faced quacK fingering the grea.sy qiiattrini, or bagging a 
pigeon in exchange for his pills and powders. TJiit I’ll put a 
few thorns in his saddle, else Pm no Florentine. Laudanms ! 
he is coming to be shaved; that’s uhat Tve waited for. 
Messer Domenico, go not away; wait; you shall see a raiv 
bit of tooling, which I devised two days ago. Here, 
Sandro ! ” 

Xello whispered in the ear of Sandro, who rolled his sol- 
emn eyes, nodded, and, following up these signs of under- 
standing with a slow smile, took to his heels with surprising 
rapidity. 

« How is it with you, Maestro Tacco ?” said Nello, as the 
doctor, with difficulty, brought his horse's head round towarch 
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the barber^s shop. " That is a line young horse of yours, but 
something raw in the mouth, eli ? 

“ He is an accursed beast, the vermorane seize him ! ” said 
Maestro TaCco, with a burst of irritation, descending from his 
saddle and fastening the old bridle, mended with sti-ing, to an 
iron staple in the wall, “^evertlieless,'’ he added, recollect- 
ing himself, “ a sound beast and a valuable, for one who wanted 
to purchase, and get a profit by training him. I had him 
cheap.^^ 

" Ratlier too hard riding for a man who carries j’^our weight 
of learning: eh, Maestro?'' said Xello. Ton seem hot.'' 

Truly, I am likely to be hot." said the doctor, taking off 
his bonnet, and giving to full view a bald low head and flat 
broad face, with high ears, wide lipless month, round eyes, 
and deep ai*ched lines above the projecting eyebrows, whicli 
altogether made Nello's epithet “toad-faced" dubiously com- 
plimentary to the blameless batrachiau. “Riding from Pere- 
tola, when the sun is high, is not the same thing as kicking 
your heels on a bench in the shade, like your Florence doctors. 
Moreover, 1 have liad not a little pulling to get through the 
carts and mules into the Mereato, to find out the husband of a 
certain Moima Ghita, who had had a fatal seizure before I was 
called in : and if it had not been that I had to demand my 
fees"~ 

“ Monna Ghita ! " said I^ello, as the perspiring doctor inter- 
rupted himself to rub his head and face. “ Peace be with her 
angry soul ! The Mereato Avill want a whip the more if her 
tongue is laid to rest." 

Tito, who had roused himself from his abstraction, and was 
listening to the dialogue, felt a new rush of the vague half- 
formed ideas about Tessa, which had passed through his mind 
the evening before : if Monna Ghita were really taken out of 
the way, it would be easier for him to see Tessa again — 
whenever he wanted to see her. 

“ Gnaffe. Maestro," Xello went on, in a S 3 ’m])athizing tone, 
“ you are the slave of rude mortals, who, but for you, would 
die like brutes, without help of pill or powder. It is pitiful 
to see your learned lymph oozing from your pores as if it were 
mere vulgar moisture. Tou tliink my shaving will cool and 
disencumber you ? One moment and I have done with Messer 
Francesco here. It seems to me a thousand years till 1 wait 
upon a man who carries all the science of A^rabia in his head 
and saddle-bags. Ecco ! " 

Nello held up the shaving-cloth with an air of invitation, 
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and Maestro Tacco advanced luid seated himself under a pro. 
occupation with his heat and his self-importance, which made 
him quite deaf to the irony conveyed in Nello’s officiously 
polite speech. 

“It is but fitting that a great medicus like yon,'’ said Kello, 
adjusting the cloth, “ should be shaved by the same razor that 
has shaved the illustrious Antonio Benevieui, the greatest 
master of the chirurgic art.” 

“The chirurgic art ! ” interrupted the doctor, with an air of 
contemptuous disgust. “Is it your Florentine faslnon to put 
the masters of the science of medicine on a level with niPii 
who do carpentery on broken limbs, and sew up wounds like 
tailors, and carve away excrescences as a bntclier trims meat ? 
Via! A manual art, such as any artificer might learn, and 
which has been practised by simple barbers like yourself — on 
a level with the noble science of Hippocrates, Galen, and 
Avicenna, which penetrates into the occult influences of tho 
stars and plants and gems ! — a science locked up from the 
vulgar ! ” 

“ No, in truth, Maestro,” said Xello, using his lather very 
deliberately, as if he wanted to prolong the operation to the 
utmost, “ I never thought of placing them on a level : T know 
your science comes next to the miracles of Holy Church tor 
mystery. But there, you see, is tCe pity of if — here Ncllo 
fell into a tone of regretful sympathy — “your high science is 
sealed from the profane and the vulgar, and so you become an 
object of envy and slander. I grieve to say it, but there are 
low fellows in this city — mere sgliern, who go about in night- 
caps and long beards, and make it their business to sprinkle 
gall in every man’s broth wlio is prospering. Let me tell you 
— for you are a stranger — this is a cit}' where every man had 
need carry a large nail ready to fasten on the wheel of Fort- 
une when his side happens to be uppermost. Already there 
are stories — mere fables doubtless — beginning to be buzzed 
about concerning you, that make me wish I could hear of your 
being well on your way to Arezzo. I would not have a man 
of your metal stoned, for though Sau Stefano w'fis stoned, lie 
was not great in medicine like San Cosmo and San Diuni- 
ano. . . 

“ What stories ? what fables ? ” stammered Maestro Tacco. 
“ What do you mean ? ” 

“Lasso/ I fear me you are come into the trap for your 
cheese, Maestro. The fact is, there is a company of evil 
youths who go prowling about the houses of our citizens 
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casing sharp tools in their pockets ; — no sort of door, or 
window, or shutter, but they will pierce it. They are pos- 
sessed with a diabolical patience to watch the doings of 
people who fancy themselves x>i*ivate. It must be they who 
nave done it — it must be they who have spread the stories 
about you and your medicines. Have you by chance detected 
any small aperture in your door, or window-shutter? Iso? 
Well, I advise you to look ; for it is now commonly talked of 
that you have been seen in your dwelling at the Canto di 
Faglia, making your secret specifics by niglit ; pounding dried 
toads in a mortiu*, coiupounding a salve out of mashed worms, 
and making your pills from the dried livers of rats wliieh j’ou 
mix with saliva emitted during the utterance of a blasphe- 
mous incantation — which indeed these witnesses profess to 
repeat.” 

“ It is a pack of lies ! ” exclaimed the doctor, struggling to 
get utterance, and then desisting in alarm at the approaching 
razor. 

‘‘It is not to me, or any of this respectable company, that 
you need to say that, doctor. We are not the heads to plant 
such carrots as those in. But what of that? "What are a 
handful of reasonable men against a croud with stones in 
their hands ? There are those among ns who tliink Cecco 
d'Ascoli was an innocent sage — and we all know how he was 
burnt alive for being wiser than his fellows. Ah, doctor, it is 
not by living at Padua that j'Oir can lefirn to know Florentines. 
My belief is, they would stone the Holy Fatljer hijuself, if 
they could find a good excuse for it ; and they are persuaded 
that you are a necromancer, who is trying to raise the pesti- 
lence by selling secret medicines — and 1 am told your 
specifics have in truth an evil smell.*' 

It is false ! ” burst out the doctor, as Nello moved away 
his razor ; it is false ! I will show the pills and the powders 
to these honorable signori — and the salve — it has an 
excellent odor — an odor of — of salve,” He started up with 
the lather on his chin, and the cloth round his neck, to search 
in his saddle-bag for the belied medicines, and Kello in an 
instant adroitly bliiited the shaving-chair till it was in the 
close vicinity of the liorse’s head, while Sandro, wlio had now 
i-eturned, at a sign from his master placed himself near the 
bridle. 

“ Behold, Messeri ! ” said the doctor, bringing a small box 
of medicines and opening it before them, ‘‘ Let any signor 
apply this box to his nostrils, and he wdll find an honest odor 
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of inedioainents — not indeed of ponndcd gems, or rarr 
vegetables from the East, or stones found in the bodies (jI 
birds ; for I practise on the diseases of the vulgar, for wIk.iu 
H eaven has provided cheaper and less po\verful remedies 
according to their degree : and there are even remedies known 
to our science which are entirely free of cost — as tlie ne\\ 
tussis may be counteracted in the poor, who can pay for ik» 
specifics, by a resolute holding of the breath. And here is e 
caste which is even of savory odor, and is infallible against 
melancholia, being concocted under the conjunction of Jupiter 
and Venus 5 and I have seen it allay spasms.’’ 

‘'Stay, I^Iaesiro,” said Xcllo, \vhile the doctor had his 
lathered face turned toAvnrds the group near the door, eagerh 
holding out his box, and lifting out one specific after anothei ; 
'•'here comes a crying contadina with her baby. Doubtless 
slie is in search of you ; it is perhaps an opportunity for you 
to sliow this honorable company a proof of your skill. Here, 
buona donna ! here is the famous doctor. Why, what is the 
matter with the sweet hlniho ? ” 

This question was addressed to a sturdy-lookiiig, broad- 
shouldered L'ontadina with her head-drapery folded about lier 
face so that little was to be seen but a bronzed no'je and a 
pair of dark eyes and eyebroAvs. She carried her child packed 
up in the stiff mummy-shaped case in which Italian babies 
have been from time immemorial introduced into society, 
turning its face a little towards her bosom, and making those 
sorrowful grimaces wdiich women are in the habit of using as 
a sort of pulleys to dra\v down reluctant tears. 

“ Oh, for the love of the Holy Madonna ! ” said the woman, 
in a wailing voice ; '• will you look at my poor Ihnho ? 1 
know I can’t pay you for it, but I took it into the Nunziata 
last night, and it's turned a worse color than before ; it's the 
convulsions, liut when 1 was holding it before the Santissiina 
Xunziata, I remembered they said there w'as a new doctor 
come who cured everything ; and so I thought it might be the 
will of the Holy Madonna that I should bring it to you.” 

'• Sit down, Maestro, sit down,” said Nello. " itere is an 
opportunity for you j here are honorable witnesses who will 
declare before the Magnificent Eight that they have seen you 
practising honestly and relieving a poor woman’s child. And 
then if your life is in danger, the Magnificent Eight will put 
you in prison a little while just to insure your safety, and after 
that, their sbirri will conduct you out of Florence by night, as 
they did the zealous Frate Minore who preached against the 



A FLORENTINE JOKE. 


161 


Jevrs. What! our people are given to stone-throwing; but 
we have magistrates.” 

The doctor, unable to refuse, seated himself in the shaving- 
chair, trembling, half with fear and half with rage, and by 
this time quite unconscious of the lather whicli Xello had laid 
on with such profuseness. He deposited his medicine-case 
on his knees, took out his precious spectacles (wondrous 
Florentine device!) from his wallet, lodged them carefully 
above his flat nose and high ears, and lifting up his brows, 
turned towards the applicant. 

‘^0 Santiddio ! look at him,” said the woman with a more 
piteous wail than ever, as she held out the small mummy, 
which had its head completely concealed by dingy drapery 
wound round the head of the portable cradle, but seemed to 
be struggling and crying in a demoniacal fashion under this 
impri.sonnient. “The fit is on him! Ohinie! I know what 
color he is ; it's the evil eye — oh ! ” 

The doctor, anxiously holding his knees together to support 
his box, bent his spectacles towards the baby, and said 
cautiously, “It may be a new disease; unwind these rags, 
Monna ! ” 

The contadina, with sudden energy, snatched off the 
encircling linen, when out struggled — scratching, grinning, 
and screaming — what the doctor in his fright fully believed 
to be a demon, but what Tito recognized as Vaiano's monkey, 
made more formidable bj^ an artificial blackness, such as might 
have come fiom a liasty rubbing up the chimney'. 

Up started the unfortunate doctor, letting his medicine-box 
fall, and aivay jumped the no less terrified and indignant 
monkey, finding the first resting-place for his claivs on the 
liorse*s mane, which he used as a sort of rope-ladder till he 
liad fairly found his equilibrium, when he continued to clutch 
it as a bridle. The horse \vanted no spur under such a rider, 
and, the already loosened bridle offering no resistance, darted 
off across the piazza, with the monkey, clutching, grinning, 
and blinking, on his neck. 

il car alio ! E Dlavoh / ” was now shouted on all sides by 
the idle rascals wdio gathered from all quarters of the piazza, 
and was echoed in tones of alarm by the stall-keepeis, whose 
vested interests seemed in some danger; ivhile the doctor^ 
out of his wdts with confused terror at the Devil, the possible 
stoning, and the escape of his horse, took to his heels with 
spectacles ou nose, lathered face, and the shaving-cloth about 
his neck, crying — “ Stop him ! stop him ! for a powder — a 
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florin — stop him for a florin I ” while the lads, outstripping 
liim, clapped their hands and shouted encouragement to the 
runaway. 

The cerretano, who had not bargained for the flight of hih 
monkey along with the horse, had caught up his petlicoat'j 
with much celerity, and showed a pair of party-colored ho^e 
above his contadina‘s shoes, far in advance of the doctor. 
And awa> went the grotesque race up the Corso degli AdimAn 
— the horse with the singular jockey, the contadina with tin* 
remarkable hose, and the doctor in lather and specUicks, ^\ith 
furred mantle outflying. 

It was a scene such as Florentines loved, from the potent 
and reverend signor going to council in his lucco, down to tlu* 
grinning youngster w ho felt himself master of all situation^, 
when his bag was filled with smooth stones from the conven- 
ient dry bed of the torrent. The graj’^-heatlcd Domenico 
Cenniui laughed no less heartily than the younger men, and 
Nello was triumphantly secure of the general sdiniration. 

Aha ! ” he exclaimed, snapping his fingers when the fiisr 
burst of laughter was subsiding. •*! have cleared my piazzi 
of that unsavory fly-trap, vil pare. Maestro Tacco will no 
more come here again to sit for patients than he will take to 
licking marble for his dinner.’^ 

You are going towards the Piazza della Signoria, Messci 
Domenico,” said Macchiavelli. “ I will go with you, and we 
shall perhaps see who has deserved the paJio among these 
racers. Come, Melema. will yon go too ? ” 

It had been precisely Tito’s intention to accompany Cennini. 
but before he had gone many steps, he %vas called back by 
Nello, who saw Maso approaching. 

Maso’s message was from Romola. She wished Tito to g(» 
to the Via de’ Hardi as soon as possible. She would see liiin 
under the loggia, at the top of the house, as she wished tu 
speak to him alone. 
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CHAPTER XVIL 

UXDER THE LOGGIA. 

The loggia at the top of Bardots house rose above the 
buildings on. each side of it, and formed a gallery round 
quadrangular walls. On tJie side towards the street the roof 
was supported by columns ; but on the remaining sides, by a 
wall pierced with arched openings, so that at the back, looking 
over a crowd of irregular, poorly built dwellings towards tlie 
hill of Bogoli, Romola could at all times have a walk sheltered 
from observation. Near one of those arched openings, close to 
the door by which he had entered the loggia, TUo awaited her, 
with a sickening sense of the sunlight that slanted before 
him and mingled itself with the ruin of his hopes. He had 
never for a moment relied on Komola’s passion for him as 
likely to be too strong for the repulsion created by the dis- 
covery of his secret ; he had not tlie presumptuous vanity 
wrhich might have hindered him from feeling that her love had 
the same root wdth her belief in him. But as he imagined her 
coming towards him in her radiant beauty’, made so lovably 
mortal by her soft hazel eyes, he fell into wishing that she had 
been something lower, if it ivere only that she might let him 
clasp her and kiss her before they jiarted. He liad had no real 
caress from her — nothing but now and then a long glance, a 
kiss, a pressure of the baud ; and he had so often longed that 
they should be alone together. I'hey w'ere going to be alone 
now; but he saw her standing inexorably aloof from him. 
His heart gave a great throb as he saiv the door move: 
Romola was there. It was all like a flash of lightning : he 
felt, mther than saw, the glory about her head, tlie tearful 
appealing eyes; he fell, rather than heard, the cry of love 
with Avhich she said, Tito ! 

And in the same moment she was in his arms, and sobbing 
with her face against his. 

How poor Romola had yearned through tlie watches of the 
night to see that bright face ! The new image of death ; the 
strange bewildering doubt infused into her by the story of a 
life removed from her understanding and sympathy ; the 
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hauuting vision, which she seemed not only to hear uttered ])y 
the low gasping voice, but to live through, as if it had been 
her own dream, had made her more conscious than ever tliaf: it 
was 1Mlo who had tirst brought the warm stream of hope and 
gladness into her life, and who had fir&t turned away the kec-u 
edge of pain in the remembrance of her brother. She would \A\ 
Tito everj^thing ; there was no one else to whom she could 
tell it. She h^ been restraining herself in the jiresenec ot 
her father all the morning; but now, that long-pent-up ^nb 
might come forth. Proud and self-controlled to all the world 
beside, Romola was as simple and unreserved as a child in hci 
love for Tito. She had been quite contented with the das'! 
when they had only looked at each other ; but now, when sIih 
felt the need of clinging to him, there "was no thought llvit 
hindered her. 

“ My Komola! my goddess !” Tito murmured with passion- 
ate fondness, as he clasped her gently, and kissed tlie thif-k 
golden ripples on her neck. He was in paradise : disgrace, 
shame, parting — there was no fear of them any longer. This 
happiness was too strong to be marred by the .sense thnt 
Romola was deceived in him ; iiay, he could only rejoice in 
her delusion ; for, after all, concealment had been wisdom. 
The only thing he could regret w'as his iieedle.ss dread; il. 
indeed, the dread had not been worth suffering for the sake oi 
this sudden rapture. 

The sob had satisfied itself, and Romola raised her head, 
^neither of them spoke; the}* stood looking at each others 
faces with that sweet wonder uliicli belongs to young love — 
she with her long white hands on the dark brown curls, and he 
with his dark fingers bathed in the streaming gold. E«x^'h 
so beautiful to the other ; each xvas experiencing that undis- 
turbed mutual consciousness for the first time. The cold 
pressure of a new sadness on Romola's heart made her lingci 
the more in that silent soothing sense of nearness ami love ; 
and Tito could not even seek to press his lips to hers, because 
that would be change. 

“Tito,” she said at last, “it has been altogether painful, but 
I must tell you everything. Your strength will help me to 
resist the iinpre-ssions that will not be shaken off by rea^'on.*’ 

“I know, Romola — I knou he is dead.” said Tito; and tlu* 
long lustrous eyes told nothing of the many wdshes that would 
have brought about that death long ago if there had been siu-h 
poteney in mere wishes. Romola only read her own jmie 
thoughts in their dark depths, as we read letters in liaiqiy 
dreams. 
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"So changed, Tito I It ]»ieroe(l me to think that it was 
Dino. And so strangely hard : not a word to niy father j 
nothing but a vision that lie wanted to tell me. And yet it 
was so piteous — the struggling breath, and the eyes that 
seemed to look towards the (‘nicifix, and yet not to see it. I 
shall never forget it ; it seems as if it would come between me 
and everything I shall look at.” 

Romola’s heart swelled again, so that she was forced to 
break oif. But the need she felt to disburden her mind to 
Tito urged her to repress the rising anguisli. 'When she began 
to speak again, her thoughts had travelled a little. 

" It was strange, Tito. The vision was about our marriage, 
and yet he knew nothing of you.” 

“ What was it, 1113' Homola ? Sit down and tell me,” said 
Tito, leading her to the bench tiiat stood near. A fear had 
come across him lest the vision should somehow or other relate 
to Baldassarre; and this sudden change of feeling prompted 
him to seek a change uf position. 

Romola told him all that had passed, from her entrance into 
San Marco, hardly' leaving out one of her brother’s words, 
which had burnt tbemselves into lier inemor}' as they were 
spoken. But when she was at the end of the vision, she 
paused; the rest came too vividly before her to be uttered, 
and she sat 'looking at the distance, almost unconscious for the 
inoment tliat Tito was near her. Htft mind was at ea.se now; 
that vague vision had passed over him like v/liite mist, and 
left iio mark. But he was silent, expecting her to speak 
again. 

“ I took it,” .she went on, as if Tito had been reading her 
thoughts ; “ I took the crucifix ; it is down below in my bed^ 
room.” 

"And now, m3' Eomola,” said Tito, entreatingly, "you will 
banish these ghastl}' thoughts. The vision was an ordinary 
monkish vision, bred of fasting and fanatical ideas. It surely 
has no weight witli y’ou.” 

"!No, Tito ; no. Bui poor Dino, he believed it was a divine 
message. It is strange,” she went ou meditatively, " this life 
of men po'^sessed with fervid beliefs that seem like madness 
to their fellow-beings. Dino was not a vulgar fanatic; and 
Fra Girolaino — his very voice seems to have penetrated me 
with a sense that there is some truth in what moves them : 
some truth of which I know nothing.” 

“ It was only because yonr feelings were highly wrought, m3’ 
Bomola. Your blather’s state of mind was no more than a 
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form of that theosophy which has been the common cUbease of 
excitable dreamy minds in all ages ; the same ideas that your 
father’s old antagonist, Marsilio Ficino, pores over in the New 
Platonists ; only your brother’s passionate nature drove him to 
act out what other men write and talk about. And for Fra 
Girolamo, he is simply a narrow-minded monk, with a gift ot 
preaching and infusing terror into the multitude. Any woids 
or any voice would have shaken y'ou at that moment. AYhen 
your miud has had a little repose, you will judge of such 
things as you have always done before,’’ 

“ Not about poor Dino,” said Eomola. “ I was augvy \s’ith 
him; my heart seemed to close against him while lie was 
speaking ; but since then I have thought less of what was in 
my own mind and more of what was in his. Oh. Tito I it wa^ 
very piteous to see his young life coming to an end in that 
way. That 3’earning look at the crucifix when he \vas gasping 
for breath — T can never forget it. Last night I looked at the 
crucifix a long while, and tried to see that it would help him, 
until at last it seemed to me bj’ the lamplight as if the bufier- 
ing face shed pity.” 

‘‘My Koinola, promise me to resist such thoughts; they are 
fit for sickly nuns, not for my golden-tressed Aurora, w’ho 
looks made to scatter all such twilight fantasies. Try not to 
think of them now; we shall not long be alone together.” 

The last words were uttered in a tone of tender beseeching, 
and he turned her face towards him with a gentle touch oi 
his right hand. 

Romola had had her ey'es fixed absently on the arched open- 
ing, but she had not seen the distant hill ; she had all the 
while been in the chapter-house, looking at the pale images of 
sorrow and death. 

Tito's touch and beseeching voice recalled her ; and now in 
the warm sunlight she saw that rich dark beauty ivhich 
seemed to gather round it all images of joy — purple vines 
festooned between the elms, the strong corn perfecting itself 
under the vibrating heat, bright winged creatures hurrying 
and resting among the flowers, round limbs beating the eartli 
in gladness with cymbals held aloft, light melodies chanted to 
the thrilling rh3'thiu of strings — all objects and all sounds 
that tell of Nature revelling in her force. Strangts bewildci 
ing transition from thobe pale images of sorrow and death to 
this bright youth fulness, as of a sun-god who knew nothing of 
night ! What thought could reconcile that worn anguish in 
her brother’s face — that straitiing after something invisible 
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— with tliis satisfied strength and beauty, and make it intel- 
ligible that they belonged to the same world ? Or was there 
never any reconciling of them, but only a blind worship of 
clashing deities, first in mad joy and then in wailing? 
Eomola for the first time felt this questioning need like a 
sudden uneasy dizziness and want of something to grasp ; it 
was an experience hardly longer than a sigh, for the eager 
theorizing of ages is compressed, as in a seed, in the moment- 
ary want of a single mind. But there was no answer to 
meet the need, and it vanished before the returning rush of 
young sympathy with the glad lovdng beauty that beamed 
upon her in new radiance, like the dawn after we have looked 
away from it to the gray west, 

“ Your mind lingers apait from our love, my Hoinola,'^ Tito 
said, with a soft reproachful murmur. “ It seems a forgotten 
thing to you.” 

She looked at the beseeching eyes in silence, till the sadness 
all melted out of her own. 

“ My jo}’’ I ” she said, in her full clear voice. 

•^Do you really care for me enough, then, to banish those 
chill fancies, or shall you ahvays be suspecting me as the 
Great Tempter?” said Tito, with his bright smile. 

TIow should I not cave for you more than for everything 
else? Everything T had felt before in all my life — about 
my father, and about niy loneliness — was a preparation to 
love you. You would laugh at me. Tito, if you knew what 
soit of man 1 used to think I should marry — some scholar 
with deep lines in his face, like Alamaniio Rinnccini, and 
with rather gray hair, who would agree with my father in 
taking the side of the Aristotelians, and be willing to live 
with him. I used to think about the love I read of in the 
poets, but I never dreamed that anything like that could 
happen to me here in Florence in our old library. And then 
i/ou came, Tito, and were so much to iny father, and I began 
to believe that life could be happy for me too.” 

« My goddess ! is there any woman like you ? ” said Tito, 
with a mixture of fondness and wondering admiiation at the 
blended majesty and simplicity in her. 

“ But, dearest,” he went on, rather timidly, “ if you minded 
more about our marriage, you would persuade your father and 
Messer Bernardo not to think of any more delays. But you 
seem not to mind about it.” 

“Yes, Tito, 1 will, I do mind. I am sure my godfather 
will urge more delay now, because of Dino‘s death. He has 
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never agreed with my father about disowning Dino, and 3 ou 
know he has always said that we ought to wait until ;voii have 
been at least a year in Florence. Do not think hardly of my 
godfather. T know he is prejudiced and narrow, but yet 
is very noble. He has often said that it is folly in iny fatlar 
to want to keep his library apart, that it may bear his nanu ; 
yet he would try to get my father's wish carried out. TL.il 
seems to me very great and noble — that power of rebpectui^ 
a feeling which he does not share or understand,*’ 

have no rancor against j\Iesser Bernardo for think lii»c 
you too precious for me, my Romola,” said Tito: and that 
was true. “ But 3'our father, then, knows of liis son's death ? 

Yes, I told him — I could not help it. I told him when* 
1 had been, and that T had seen Dino die; but nothing ehc^. 
and he has commanded me not to speak of it again. Hut In* 
has been very silent this morning, and has had those ref»tlobs 
movements which always go to my heart ; look as if li« 
were trying to get outside the prison of his blindness. Let 
us go to him noAV. I had persuaded him to try to sleep, 
because he slept little in the night. Your voice will sootln* 
him, Tito : it alwaj’s does.’^ 

“And not one kiss ? I ha’Ae not had one,*’ sa^d Tito, in lii^ 
gentle reproachful tone, which gave him an air of depend- 
ence very charming in a creature with tbooc rare gifts that 
seem to excuse presumption. 

The sweet pink blush spread itself with the quicknes<i of 
light over Bomola’s face and neck as she bent towards him. 
It seemed impossible that their kisses could evei' become 
common things. 

“ Let us walk once round the loggia,’’ said Eomola, “before 
we go down.” 

“ There is something grim and grave to me alwa\'s about 
Florence,” said Tito, as they paused in the front of the house, 
w'here they could see oi'er the opposite roofs to the other side 
of the river, “and even in its merriment there is something 
shrill and liard — biting rather than gay. 1 ivish ive lived in 
Southern Italy, 'where thought is broken, not by” woariuesh, 
but by delicious languors such as never seem to come over the 
^ ingenia acerrima Florentina.’ I should like to see \'ou under 
that southern sun, lying among the flowers, subdued into 
mere enjoyment, w^hile 1 bent over you and touched the lute 
and sang to you some little unconscious strain that seemed all 
one w'ith the light and the warmth* You have never known 
that happiness of the nymphs, my Romola.” 
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“ No ; but T have dreamed of it often since you came. C 
am very thirsty for a deep draught of joy — for a life all 
bright like you. But we will not think of it now, Tito ; it 
seems to me as if there would always be pale sad faces among 
the flowers, and eyes that look iu vain. ‘ Let us go/^ 


CHAPTER XVlir. 

THE PORTEAIT. 

Week Tito left the Via de’ Bardi that day in exultant 
satisfaction at finding himself thoroughly free from the 
thi’eatened peril, his thoughts, no longer claimed by the im- 
mediate presence of Romola and her lather, recurred to those 
futile hours of dread in which he was conscious of having not 
only felt but acted as he would not have done if he had had a 
truer foresight. He would not have parted with his ring ; for 
Romola, and others to whom it was a familiar object, W'Ould 
be a little struck with the apparent sordid ness of parting with 
a gem he had professedly cherished, unless he feigned as a 
reason the desire to make some special gift with the purchase- 
money ; and 'i'ito had at that moment a nauseating weariness 
of simulation. He was well out of the possible consequences 
that might have fallen on him fi*ora tliat initial deception, and 
it was no longer a load on his mind ; kind fortune had brought 
him immunity, and he thought it was only fair that she 
should. AVho was hurt by it ? The results to Baldassarre 
were too problematical to be taken into account But he 
wanted now to be free from any hidden shackles that would 
gall him, though ever so little, under his ties to Romola. He 
was not aware that that very delight in immunity which 
prompted resolutions not to entangle himself again, was dead- 
ening the sensibilities which alone could save him from en- 
tanglement. 

But, after all, the sale of the ring was a slight matter. 
Was it also a slight matter that little Tessa was under a delu- 
sion which would doubtless fill her small head with expecfcatiotis 
doomed to disappointment ? Should he try to sec the little 
thing alone again and undeceive her at once, or should he leave 
the disclosure to time and clianoe ? Happy dreams are pleasant, 
and they easily come to an end with tiaylight and the stir of 
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Jife, The sweet, pouting, innocent, round thing ! It was im 
possible not to think of her. Tito thought he should like 
some time to take her a present that would please her, and 
just learn if her step-father treated her more cruelly now her 
mother was dead. Or, should he at once undeceive Tessa, and 
then tell Boniola about her, so that they might find some hap- 
pier lot for the poor thing ? No: that unfortunate little in- 
cident of the cerretano and the marriage, and his alio win*' 
Tessa to part from him in delusion, must never be known to 
Homola, and since no enlightenment could expel it from 
Tessa’s mind, there would always be a risk of beti-aval; be- 
sides even little Tessa might have some gall in her when she 
found herself disappointed in her love — yes, she must be a 
little in love with him, and that might make it well that he 
should not see her again. Yet it was a trifling adventure 
such as a country girl would perhaps ponder on till some ruddy 
contadino made acceptable love to her, when she would break 
her resolution of scci*ccy and get at the truth that she was free, 
Diinque — good-by, Tessa! kindest wishes ! Tito had made up 
his mind that the silly little affair of the cerretano should 
have no further consequences for himself ; and people aie ape 
to think that resolutions taken on their own behalf will be 
firm. As for the fiftj'-five florins, the pui'chase-muney of the 
ring, Tito had made up his mind what to do with some of them ; 
he would carry out a pretty ingenious thought which would set 
him more at ease in accounting for the absence of his ring to 
Eomola, and would also serve liiin as a means of guarding her 
mind from the recurrence of those luonkisli fancies whicli 
w'ere especially repugnant to him ; and with this thought in 
Ms mind, he went to the Via Gualfonda to find Piero di Cosinio, 
the artist who at that time was pre-eminent in the fantastic 
mythological design w'hich Tito's purpose required. 

Entering the court on whicli Piero’s dwelling opened, Tito 
found the heavy iron knocker on the door thickly bound round 
with wool and ingeniously fastened with cords. Remember- 
ing the painter’s practice of stufling his ears against obtrusive 
noises, Tito was not much surprised at this mode of defence 
against visitors’ thunder, and betook himself first to tajipiug 
modestly with his knuckles, and then to a more importunate 
attenij)! to shake the door. Tn vain ! Tito was moving away, 
blaming himself for wasting his time on this visit, instead ot 
waiting till he saw the painter again at Nello’s, when a little 
girl entered the court %vith a basket of eggs on her arm, went 
up to the door, and standing on tiptoe, pushed up a small iron 
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plate that ran in grooves, and putting her mouth to the aper- 
ture thus disclosed, called out in a piping voice, “Messer 
Piero ! ” 

In a few moments Tito hcfird the sound of bolts, the door 
opened, and Piero presented himself in a red nightcap and a 
loose brown serge tunic, with sleeves rolled up to the shoul- 
der. Pie darted a look of sui’pribe at Tito, but witlioiit further 
notice of him stretched out }jis hand to take the basket from 
the child, re-entered tlie house, and presently returning with 
the empty basket, said, “ How much to pay ? 

“ Two grossoni, Messer Piero ; they are all ready boiled, my 
mother says.” 

Pieix) took tlie coin out of tlie leathern scarsella at his belt, 
and the little maiden trotted away, not without a few upward 
glances of awed admiration at tJie surprising young signor. 

Piero’s glance was much less complimentary as he said, — 

“ What do you want at my door, Messer Greco ? I saw you 
this morning at Xello’s ; if } ou had asked me then, I could 
have told you that I see no man in this Iiouse without knowing 
his business and agreeing with him beforehand.” 

“ Pardon, Messer Piero/’ said Tito, with his imperturbable 
good-humor ; “ I acted without sufficient reflection. I remem- 
bered nothing but your admirable skill in inventing pretty ca- 
prices, ^\hen a sudden desire lor something of that sort 
prompted me to come to you.” 

The painter’s manners were too uotorionsl}” odd to all the 
world for this reception to be held a special affront ; but even 
if Tito bad snsi)ccted any oftensive intention, the impulse 
to resentment ould have been less strong in him than the 
desire to conquer good-will. 

Piero made agrimace ^\hich was habitual with him when he 
was spoken to n ith flattering suavity. He grinned, stretched 
out the corners of his mouth, and pressed down liis brows so 
as to defy any divination of his feelings under that kind of 
stroking. 

“ And what may that need be ? ” he said, after a moment’s 
pau.se. In his heart he was tempted by the liinted opportu- 
nity of applying his invention. 

“ I want a very delicate miniature device taken from cer- 
tain fables of the poets, which 3*011 will know how to combine 
for me. It must be painted on a wooden case — I will show 
you the size — in the form of a triptj'ch. The inside may be 
simple gilding; it is ou the outside I want the device. It is 
a favorite subject with you Florentines — the triumph of 
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Bacchus and Ariadne; but I want it treated in a new way. A 
siory in Ovid will give you the necessary hints. The young 
Bacchus must be seated in a ship, his head bound with clus- 
ters of grapes, and a spear iutwined with vine-leaves in his 
hand: dark-berried ivy must wind about the masts and sails, 
the oars must be thyrsi, and flowers must wreathe themselvt‘s 
about the pcoji ; leopards and tigers must be crouching before 
him, and dolphins must-be sporting round. But T want to 
have the fair-haired -Ariadne with him, made immortal witli 
her golden crown — that is not in Ovid’s story, but no matter, 
you will conceive it all — and above there must be young 
Loves, such as you know how to paint shooting with roses at 
the points of their arrows ” — 

“Say no more !” said Piero. “I have Ovid in the vulgar 
tongue. Fiml me the passage. I love not to be choked with 
other men’s thoughts. You may come in.” 

Piero led the way through the first room, where a basket oi 
eggs was deposited on the open hearth, near a heap of broken 
egg-shells and a bank of ashes. In strange keeping with that 
sordid litter, there was a low bedstead of carved ebony, cov- 
ered carelessly with a piece of rich Oriental carpet, that 
looked as if it had served to cover the steps to a Madonna's 
throne; and a carved cassoiie, or large chest, with painted 
devices on its sides and lid. There was hardlj’ any other fur- 
niture in the large room, except casts, wooden steps, easels and 
rough boxes, all testooned with cobwebs. 

The next room was still larger, but it was also much more 
crowded. Apparently Piero was keeping the Festa, for the 
double door underneath the window which admitted the 
painter's light from above, was thrown open, and showed a 
garden, or rather thicket, in Axhich fig-trees and vines grew in 
tangled trailing wildness among nettles and hemlocks, and a 
tall cypress lifted its dark head from a stifling mass of yel- 
lowish mulberry leaves. It seemed as if that dank luxuriance 
had begun to penetrate even within the walls of the wide 
and loft^^ room ; for in one corner, amidst a confused heap of 
carved marble fragments and rusty armor, tufts of long grass 
and dark feathery fennel had made their way, and a large 
stone \ase, tilted on one side, seemed to be poming out the ivy 
that streamed around. All about the walls- hung pen and oil 
sketches of fantastic sea-moiibters ; dances of satyrs and 
msenads ; Saint Margaret’s resurrection out of the devouring 
dragon; Madonnas with the supernal light upon them ; studies 
of plants and grotesejue heads ; and on irregular rough shelves 
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a few books were scattered among great drooping bunches of 
corn, bullocks’ horns, pieces of dried honeycomb, stones with 
patches of rare-colored lichen, skulls and bunes, peacocks’ 
feathers, and large birds’ wings. Ilising from amongst the 
dirty litter of tlie floor were lay figures ; one in the frock of a 
Valfombrosan monk, strangely surmounted by a helmet with 
barred visor, another smothered with brocade and skins hastily 
tossed over it. Amongst tliis heterogeneous still life, several 
speckled and white pigeons were perched or strutting, too 
tame to fly at the entrance of men ; three corpulent toads 
were cravrling in an intimate friendly way near the door-stone : 
and a white rabbit, apparently the model for thfit which was 
frightening Cupid in the picture of Jifars and Venus placed on 
the central easel, was twitching its nose with much content on 
a box full of bran. 

And now, Messer Greco,” said L’iero, making a sign to 
Tito that he might sit down on a low stool near the door, and 
then standing over him with told*^d arms, “ don't be trying to 
see everything at once, like Messer Domenecldio, but let me 
know how large yon would liave this same triptych.” 

Tito indicated the required dimensions, and Piero marked 
them on a piece of paper. 

And now for the book,” said Piero, reaching down a manu- 
script volume. 

“There’s nothing about the Ariadne there,” said Tito, giving 
him the passage ; “ but you will remember I want the crowned 
Ariadne by the side of the young Bacchus: she must have 
golden hair.” 

“Ila!” said Piero, abruptly, pursing up his lips again. 
“ And you want them to be likenesses, eh ? ” he added, looking 
down into Tito’s face. 

Tito laughed and blushed. “ I know you are great at por- 
traits, Messer Piero ; but I could not ask Ariadne to sit for 
you, because the painting is a secret.” 

“ There it is I I want her to sit to me. Giovanni Vespucci 
wants me to paint him a picture of CEdipus and Antigone at 
Colonos, as he has expounded it to me ; I have a fancy for 
the subject, and I want Bardo and liis daughter to sit for it. 
Now, you ask them ; and then I’ll put the likeness into 
Ariadne.*’ 

“ Agreed, if I can prevail with them. And your price for 
the Bacchus and Ariadne ? ” 

“ Bate ! If you get them to let me paint them, that will pay 
me. I’d rather not have your money : you may pay for the 
case.” 
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*^And when shall I sit for you?^^ said Tito; «for if we 
have one likeness, we must have two.” 

“ I don*t want j/our likeness ; I’ve got it already,” said Piero, 

only I’ve made you look frightened. I must take the fright 
out of it for Bacchus.” 

As he was speaking, Piero laid down the book and went to 
look among some paintings, propped with their faces against 
the wall. He returned with an oil-sketch in his hand. 

« I call this as good a bit of portrait as I ever did,” he said, 
looking at ic as he advanced. Yours is a face that expresses 
fear well, because it’s naturally a bright one. I noticed it the 
first time I saw you. The rest of the picture is hardly sketched ; 
but I’ve painted you in thoroughly.” 

Piero turned the sketch, and held it towards Tito’s eyes. 
He saw himself with his right hand uplifted, holding a wine- 
cup, in the attitude of triumphant joy, but with his face turned 
a'way from the cup with au expression of such intense fear in 
the dilated eyes and pallid lips, that he felt a cold stream 
through his veins, as if he were being thrown into sympathy 
with his imaged self. 

“ You are beginning to look like it already,” said Piero, with 
a short laugh, moving the picture away again. '^He's sceim( 
a ghost — that line young man. I shall finish it some day, 
when I’ve settled what sort of ghost is the most terrible — 
Avhether it should look solid, like a dead man come to life, or 
half transparent, like a mist” 

Tito, rather ashamed of himself for a sudden sensitiveness 
strangely opposed to his usual easy self-command, s<aid 
carelessly', — 

That is a subject after your own heart, Messer Piero — 
a revel interrupted by a ghost. You seem to love the blending 
of the terrible with the gay. I suppose that is the reason 
your shelves are so well furnished with death’s-heads, Avhile 
you are painting those roguish Loves Avho are running away 
with the armor of !Mars. I begin to think y’ou are a Cynic 
philosopher in the pleasant disguise of a cunning painter.” 

“Not I, Messer Greco: a philosopher is the last sort of 
animal I should choose to resemble. I find it enough to live, 
without spinning lies to account for life. Fowls cackle, asses 
bray, women chatter, and philosophers spin false reasons — 
that’s the effect the sight of the world brings out of them. 
Well, I arn an animal that paints instead of cackling, or 
braying, or spinning lies. And now, 3 think, our business is 
done ; you’P keep to your side of the bargain about the GEdipus 
and Antigone 
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I will do my best/’ said Tito — on this strong hint imme- 
diately moving towards the door, 

" And you’ll let me know at Nello’s. No need to come here 
again.” 

“ I understand,” said Tito, laugliingly, lifting his hand in 
sign of friendly parting. 


CHAPTER XIX. 

THE OLD man’s HOPE. 

Messer Bernardo del Nero was as inexorable as Romola 
had expected in his advice that the marriage should be deferred 
till Easter, and in this matter Bardo was entirely under the 
ascendency of his sagacious and practical frieud. Neverthe- 
less, Bernardo himself, though he was as far as ever from any 
susceptibility to the personal fascination in Tito which was 
felt by others, could not altogether resist that argument of 
success which is always ])Owertiil with men of the world. Tito 
was making his way rapidly in high quarters. He was espe- 
cially growing in favor with the young Cardinal Giovanni de’ 
^ledici, wdio had even spoken of Tito’s forming part of his 
learned retinue on an approaching journey to Home ; and the 
bright young Greek, who bad a tongue that was always ready 
without ever being quarreLome, was more and more wished 
for at gay suppers in the Via Larga, and at Florentine games 
in which he had no pretension to excel, and could admire 
the incomparable skill of Piero de’ Medici in the most graceful 
manner in the world. By an unfailing sequence, Tito’s repu- 
tation as an agreeable companion in magnificent” society 
made his learning and tnlent appear more lustrous : and he was 
really accomplished enough to prevent an exaggerated estimate 
from being hazardous to him. Messer Bernardo had old pre- 
judices and attachments which now began to argue down the 
newer and feebler prejudice against the young Greek stranger 
who was rather too &u]'>ple. To the old Florentine it was 
impossible to despise the recommendation of standing well 
with the best Florentine families, and since Tito began to be 
thoroughly received into that circle whose views were the 
unquestioned standard of social value, it seemed irrational not 
to admit that there was no longer any check to satisfaction in 
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the prospect of such a son-iu-law for Bardo, and such a husband 
for Komola. It was undeniable that Tito’s coming had bei.‘n 
the dawn of a new life for both father and daughter, and the 
first promise had even been surpassed. The blind old scholar 
— whose proud truthfulness would never enter into that com- 
merce of feigned and preposterous admiration which, varied 
by a corresponding nieasurelessness in vituperation, made the 
woof of all learned intercourse — had fallen into neglect even 
among his fellow-citizens, and when he was alluded to at all, 
it had long been usual to say that, though his blindness aiid 
the loss ot his son were piciable misfortunes, he was tiresome 
in contending for the value of his own labors ; and that his 
discontent was a little inconsistent in a man Avho had been 
openlj' regardless of religious rites, and who in days past had 
refused otfert» made to him fiom various quarters, on the slight 
condition that he would take orders, u ithout which it was not 
easy for patrons to provide for every scholar. But since Tito's 
coming, there was no longer the same monotony in the thought 
that Bardo’s name suggested ; the old man, it was understood, 
had left off his plaints, and the fair daughter was no longer to 
be shut up in dowerless pride, waiting for a parenfado. The 
winning manners and glowing favor of the haudbome Greek 
who was expected to enter into the double relation of son and 
husband helped to make the new interest a thoroughly friendly 
one, and it was no longer a rare occurrence when a visitor 
enlivened the quiet library. Elderly men came from that 
indefinite prompting to renew former intercourse which arises 
when an old acquaintance begins to be newly talked about; 
and young men whom Tito had asked leave to bring once, found 
it easy to go again when they overtook him on his way to the 
Via de’ Bardi, and, resting their hands on his shoulder, fell 
into easy chat with him. For it was pleasant to look at 
KomohVs beauty; to see her, like old Firenzuola's type of 
womanly majesty, sitting with a certain gi'andenr, speaking 
with gravity, smiling with modesty, and casting around, as it 
were, an odor of queenliness ; ” ^ and she seemed to unfold like 
a strong white lily under this genial breath of admiration and 
homage ; it was all one to her with her new bright life in Tito's 
love. 

Tito had even been the means of strengthening the hope in 
Bardo’s mind that he might before his death receive the longed- 

* Quando una donnu h grand *, bnn format a, porta ^na persona, stede cos* 
nnh certn grando^rit, piirln con side con niodOHfiu, e finaimeiifo getta quasi 

un odor di Uegiiia . aUora noi dicianio quella donna pare una niaesti, ^la ba una 
maest^.** — FmExzuuiiV • Oella UtlUzzadelle D<mne, 
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foT security concerning his library : that it should not be 
merged in another collection ; that it should not be transferred 
to a body of monks, and be called by tlie name of a monas- 
tery j but that it sljould remain forever the Bardi Library, for 
tire use of Florentines. For the old habit of trusting in the 
Medici could not die out while their influence was still the 
strongest lever in the State ; and Tito, once possessing the ear 
of the Cardinal Giovanni de’ Medici, might do more even than 
Messer Bernardo towards winning the desired interest, for he 
could demonstrate to a learned audience the peculiar value of 
Bardins collection, Tito himself talked sanguinely of such a 
result, willing to cheer the old man, and conscious that 
Eomola repaid those gentle words to her father with a sort of 
adoration that no direct tribute to herself could have won 
from her. 

This question of the library was the subject of more than 
one discussion with Bernardo del Nero when Christmas was 
turned and the prospect of the marriage was becoming near 
— but always out of Bardo's hearing. For Bardo mused a 
vague belief, which they dared not disturb, that his property, 
apart from the library, was adequate to meet all demands. 
He would not even, except under a momentary pressure of 
angry despondency, admit to himself that the will by which 
he had disinherited Dino would leave Romola the heir of noth- 
ing but debts ; or that he needed anything from patronage 
beyond the security that a separate locality should be assigned 
to his library, in return for a deed of gift by which he made 
it over to the Florentine Republic. 

“ My opinion is,” said Bernardo to Romola, in a consulta- 
tion they had under the loggia, ^^that since you are to be mar- 
ried, and hfesser Tito will have a competent income, we should 
begin to wind up the affairs, and ascertain exactly the sum 
that would be necessary to save the library from being touched, 
instead of letting the debts accumulate any longer. Your 
father needs nothing but his shred of mutton and his maca- 
roni every day, and I think Messer Tito may engage to supply 
that for the years that remain j he can lot it be in place of the 
morgefircap.^^ 

Tito has always known that my life is bound up with my 
fathers,” said Romola ; “ and he is better to my father than I 
am : he delights in making him happy.” 

Ah, he's not made of the same clay as other men, is he ? ” 
said Bernardo, smiling. Thy father has thought of shutting 
woman's folly out of thee by cramming thee with Greek and 
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Latin ; but tbou hast been as ready to believe in the first pair 
of bright eyes and the first soft words that have come within 
reach of thee, as if thou couldst say nothing by heart but 
Paternosters, like other Christian men's daughters/' 

Now, godfather,” said Komola, shaking her head playfully, 

^ as if it were only bright eyes and soft words that made mo 
love Tito ! You know better. You know I love my fathei 
and you because you are both good, and I love Tito too be- 
cause he is so good. I see it, I feel it, in everything he sa^ s 
and does. And if he is handsome, too, why should I iiotlo\p 
him the better for that ? It seems to me beauty is part of tlio 
finished language by which goodness speaks. You know’ 7jou 
must have been a very handsome youth, godfather,” — she 
looked up with one of her happy, loving smiles at the statel} 
old man — ‘‘you were about as tall as Tito, and yon had very 
fine eyes; only you looked a little sterner and prouder, 
and” — 

“ And Eomola likes to have all the pride to herself?” said 
Bernardo, not inaccessible to this pretty coaxing. However, 
it is w^ell that in one way Tito’s demands are more modest thdii 
those of any Florentine husband of fitting rank that we should 
have been likely to find tor you; be w^ants no dow'ry.” 

So it was settled in that way between ^lesser Bernardo dpi 
Nero, Roinola, and Tito. Bardo assented with a wave of the 
hand w'hen Bernardo told him that he thought it w'ould be 
well now to begin to sell property and clear off debts ; being 
accustomed to think of debts and property as a sort of thick 
wood that his imagination never even penetrated, still less got 
beyond. And Tito set about winning Slesser Bernardo’s re- 
spect by inquiring, with his ready faculty, into Florentine 
money matters, the secrets of the Monti or ];ui)lic funds, the 
values of real property, and the profits of banking. 

“ You w'ill soon forget that Tito is not a Florentine, god- 
father,” said Komola. ‘‘ Bee how he is Icurinng everything 
about Florence.” 

^ “ It seems to me be is one of the demoni, wlio arc of no pai- 
ticular country, cliild,” said Bernardo, smiling. Ilis mind is 
a little too nimble to be weighted with all the stuff we men 
carry about in our heaits.” 

Komola smiled too, in happy confidencot 
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CHAPTER XX. 

THE DAT OF THE BETROTHAL, 

It was the last week of the Carnival, and the streets of 
Florence were at their fullest and noisiest : there were the 
masked processions, chanting songs, indispensable now they 
had once been introduced by Lorenzo the Magnificent; there 
was the favorite rigoletto, or round dance, footed “ in piazza ” 
under the blue frosty sky ; there were practical jokes of all 
sorts, from throwing comfits to throwing stones — especially 
stones. For the boys and striplings, always a strong element 
in Florentine crowds, became at the height of Carnival-time 
as loud and unmanageable as tree-crickets, and it was their 
immemorial privilege to bar the way with poles to all passen- 
gers, until a tribute had been paid towards furnishing those 
lovers of strong sensations with suppers and bonfires : to con- 
clude with the standing entertainment of stone-throwing, 
w^hich was not entirely monotonous, since the consequent 
maiming was various, and it w'as not always a single person 
who was killed. So that the pleasures of the Carnival were 
of a checkered kind, and if a painter were called upon to rep- 
resent them truly, he would have to make a picture in which 
there would be so much grossness and barbarity that it must 
be turned with its face to the wall, except wlien it was taken 
down for the grave historical purpose of justifying a reform- 
ing zeal which, in ignorance of the facts, might be unfairly 
condemned for its narrowness. Still there was much of that 
more innocent picturesque merriment which is never wanting 
among a people with quick animal spirits and sensitive organs : 
there was not the heavy sottishness which belongs to the 
thicker northern blood, nor the stealthy fieroeness which in 
the more southern regions of the peninsula makes the brawl 
lead to the dagger-thrust. 

It was the high morning, but the merry spirits of the Car- 
nival were still inclined to lounge and recapitulate the last 
night^s jests, when Tito lilelema was walking at a brisk pace 
on the way to the Via de’ Bardi. Young Bernardo Dovizi, who 
now looks at us out of Raphael's portrait as the keen-eyed 
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Cardinal da Bibbiena, was with him ; and as they went, they 
held animated talk about some subject that had evidently no 
relation to the sights and sounds through which the} Mere 
pushing their way along the For' Santa ]Maria. Neveitheless, 
as they discussed, smiled, and gesticulated, they both, from 
time to time, cast quick glances around them, and at the turn- 
ing towards the Luug^ Arno, leading to the l^onte Bubaconre, 
Tito had become aware, in one of these rapid surveys, that 
there was some one not far oif him by whom he very much 
desired not to be recognized at that moment. His time aud 
thoughts were thoroughly pre-occupied, for he was looking foi- 
ward to a unique occasion in his life ; he was preparing for 
his betrothal, which was to take place on the evening of this 
very day. The ceremony had been resolved upon rather sud- 
denly ; for although preparations towards the marriage had 
been going forward for some time — chiefly in the application 
of Tito’s florins to the fitting up of rooms in Bardu’s dwelling, 
which, the library excepted, had ahvays been scantily fur- 
nished — it had been intended to defer both the betrothal aud 
the marriage until after Easter, when Tito’s year of prohor 
tion, insisted on by Bernardo del Ifero, would have been com- 
plete. But when an express proposition had come, that Tito 
should follow the Cardinal Giovanni to Rome to help Ber- 
nardo Dovizi with his superior knowledge of Greek in ar- 
ranging a library, and theie was no possibilit}' of declining 
what lay so plainly on the road to advancement, he had become 
urgent in his cntieaties that the betrothal might take place 
before his departure : there would be the less delay before 
the marriage ou his return, and it would be less jiainful to 
part if he and Romola were outwardly as well as inwardly 
pledged to each other — if he had a claim which defied Mesber 
Bernardo or any one else to nullify it. For the betrothal, at 
which rings were exchanged and mutual contracts were signed, 
made more than half the legality of marriage, to be completed 
on a separate occasion hy the nuptial benediction. Eomola’s 
feeling had met Tito’s in this wish, and the consent of the 
elders had been won. 

And now Tito was hastening, amidst arrangements for his 
departure the next day, to snatch a morning visit to Romola, 
to say and hear any last words that were needful to be said 
before their meeting for the betrothal in the evening. It was 
not a time when any recognition could be pleasant that was 
at all likely to detain him ; still less a recognition by Tessa. 
And it was unmistakably Tessa whom he had caught sight of 
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movlug along, 'ivith a timid and forlorn look, towards that 
very turn of the Lung’ Arno which he was just rounding. 
As he continued his talk with the young Dovizi, he had an 
uncomfortable undercurrent of consciousness which told him 
that Tessa had seen him and would certainly follow him: 
there was no escaping her along this direct road by the Arno, 
and over the Ponte Rubacoute. But she would not dare to 
speak to him or approach him while he was not alone, and he 
would continue to keep Dovizi with him till they reached 
Bardo’s door. He quickened his pace, and took up new 
threads of talk ; but all the while the sense that Tessa was 
behind him, though he had no physical evidence of the fact, 
grew stronger and stronger j it was very irritating — perhaps 
all the more so because a certain tenderness and pity for the 
poor little thing made the determination to escape without 
any visible notice of her, a not altogether agreeable resource. 
Yet Tito persevered and carried his companion to the door, 
cleverly managing his ^^addio’’ without turning his face in a 
direction where it was possible for him to see an importunate 
pair of blue eyes ; and as he went up the stone steps, he tried 
to get rid of unpleasant thoughts by saying to himself that 
after all Tessa might not have seen him, or, if she had, might 
not have followed him. 

But — ^ perhaps because that possibility could not be relied 
on strongly — when the visit was over, he came out of the 
doorway with a quick step and an air of unconsciousness as 
to anything that might be on liis right hand or his left. Our 
eyes are so constructed, however, thai: they take in a wide 
angle without asking any leave of our will- and Tito knew 
that there was a little figure in a white hood standing near 
the doorway — knew it quite well, before he felt a hand laid 
on bis arm. It was a real grasp, and not a light, timid touch ; 
for poor Tessa, seeing liis rapid step, had started forward with 
a desperate effort. But when he stopped and turned towards 
her, her face wore a frightened look, as if she dreaded the 
effect of her boldness. 

'' Tessa ! ” said Tito, with more sharpness in his voice than 
she had ever heard in it before. “Why are you here ? You 
must not follow me — you must not stand about door-places 
waiting for me.” 

Her blue eyes widened with tears, and she said nothing, v 
Tito was afraid of something worse than ridicule, if he were 
seen iu the Via de’ Bardi with a girlish contadina looking 
pathetically at him. It was a street of high silent-looking 
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dwellings, not of traffic ; but Bernardo del Nero, or some one 
almoafc as dangerous, might come up at any moment. Evui 
if it had not been the day of his betrothal, the incideut would 
have been awkward and annoying. Yet it would be brutal — 
it was impossible — to drive Tessa away with harsh words. 
That accursed folly of his with the cerretano — that it should 
have lain buried in a quiet way for months, and now start up 
before him as this unseasonable crop of vexation ! He could 
not speak harshly, but he spoke hurriedly, 

“ Tessa, I cannot — must not talk to you here. I will go 
on to the bridge and wait for you there. Follow me slo\\ ly ” 

He turned and walked fast to the Ponte Rubaconte, and 
there leaned against the wall of one of the quaint httle housp& 
that rise at even distances on the bridge, looking towards the 
way by which Tessa would come. It would have softened a 
much harder heart than Tito’s to see the little thing advauemg 
with her round face much paled and saddened since he had 
parted from it at the door of the “Nunziata.’’ Happily it 
was the least frequented of the bridges, and there weie 
scarcely any passengers on it at this moment. He lost uo 
time in speaking as soon as she came near him. 

“Now, Tessa, I have veiy little time. You must not crj’. 
"Why did you follow me this morning ? You must not do so 
again.” 

“I thought,” said Tessa, speaking in a whisper, and strug- 
gling against a sob that would rise immediately at this new 
voice of Tito’s — “T thought 3^011 wouldn''t be so long before 
you came to take care of me again. And the patrujno beats 
me, and I can’t bear it any longer. And always when I come 
for a holiday I walk about to find y’ou, and I can’t. Oh, please 
don’t send me away- from y-ou again ! It has been so long, and 
I cry so now, because you never come to me. I can’t help it, 
for the days are so long, and I don’t mind about the goats and 
kids, or anything — and I can’t” — 

The sobs came fast now, and the great tears. Tito felt that 
he could not do otherwise than comfort her. Send her away 
— yes; that he mxu^t do, at once. But it was all the more 
impossible to tell her anything that would leave her in a state 
of hopeless grief. He saw new trouble in the background, 
but the difficulty’ of the moment was too pressing for him to 
weigh distant consequences, 

“Tessa, my little one,” he said, in his old caressing tones, 
“you must not cry. Bear with the cross pafrigno a little 
longer. I will come back to you. But I’m going now to 
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Borne — a loug^ long way off. I shall come back in a few 
weeks, and then I promise you to come and see you. Promise 
me to be good and wait for me.” 

It was the well-remembered voice again, and the mere 
sound was half enough to soothe Tessa. She looked up at 
him with tnisting eyes, that still glittered with tears, sobbing 
all the while, in spite of her utmost efforts to obey him. 
Again he said, in a gentle voice, — 

Promise me, my Tessa.” 

Yes,” she whispered. “ But you won^t be long ? ” 

‘‘ No, not long. But I must go now'. And remember what 
I told you, Tessa. Nobody must know that you ever see me, 
else you will lose me forever. And now, when 1 have left 
you, go straight home, and never follow me again. Wait till 
I come to you. Good-by, my little Tessa : I will come.” 

There was no help for it; he must turn and leave her with- 
out looking behind him to see how she bore it, for he had no 
time to spare. When he did look round he was in the Via de’ 
Benci, w^here there w^as no seeing what w’as happening on the 
bridge ; but Tessa was too trusting and obedient not to do 
just what he had told her. 

Yes, the difficulty was at an end for that day; yet this 
return of Tessa to him, at a moment when it was impossible 
for him to put an end to all difficulty with her by undeceiving 
her, was an unpleasant incident to carry in his memory. But 
Titovs mind was just now thoroughly penetrated w'ith a hope- 
ful first love, associated with all happy prospects flattering to 
his ambition; and that future necessity of grieving Tessa 
could be scarcely more to him than the far-off cry of some 
little suffering animal buried in the thicket, to a merry caval- 
cade in the sunny plain. When, for the second time that day, 
Tito was hastening across the Ponte Rubaconte, the thought 
of Tessa caused no 2>erceptibl8 diminution of his happiness. 
He w^as well muffled in his mantle, less, perhaps, to protect 
him from the cold than from the additional notice that would 
have been drawn upon him by his dainty apparel. He leaped 
up the stone steps by two at a time, and said hurriedly to 
Maso, who met him, — 

“ Where is the damigella ? ” 

In the library ; she is quite ready, and Monna Brigida 
and Messer Bernardo are already there with Ser Braccio, but 
none of the rest of the company.” 

“Ask her to give me a few minutes alone ; I will await her 
in the salotto^ 
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Tito entered a room which had been fitted up in the utjnost 
contrast with the half-pallid, half-sombre tints of the library. 
The walls were brightly frescoed with caprices ’’ of nyiaplis 
and loves sporting under the blue among flowers and birds. 
The only furniture besides the red leather seats and the con- 
tra! table were two tall white vases, and a young faun playing 
the flute, modelled by a promising youth named ^Michelangelo 
Buonarotti. Tt was a room that gave a sense of being in the 
sunny open air. 

Tito kept his mantle round him, and looked towards the 
door. It was not long before Eomola entered, all white and 
gold, more than ever like a tall lily. Her w*hite silk garment 
was bound by a golden girdle, which fell with large tassels ; 
and above that was the ripiding gold of her hair, surmounted 
by the white mibt of her long veil, which was fastened on liei 
brow by a band of pearls, the gift of Bernardo del Nero, ami 
was now parted off her face so that it all floated backward, 

‘•Begiiia inia!" said Tito, as he took her hand and kissed 
it, still keeping his mantle round him. He could not help 
going backward to look at her again, while she stood in calm 
delight, wdth that exquisite self-consciousness which rises 
under the gaze of admiring love. 

Eomola, will you show me the next room now?” said 
Tito, checking himself with the remembrance that the time 
might be short. “ You said T should see it when you had 
arranged eveiything.” 

Without si)eaking, she led the way into a long, narrow 
room, painted brightly like the other, but only with birds and 
flowers- The furniture in it was all old; there Avere old 
faded objects for feminine use or ornament, arranged in an 
open cabinet between the two narrow Avindows; above the 
cabinet Avas the portrait of Eomola’s mother; and below this, 
on the top of the cabinet, stood the crucifix which lloinola 
had brought from San Marco. 

I have brought something under my mantle,” said Tito, 
smiling; and throAA'ing off the large loose garment, he shoAved 
tlie little tabernacle Avbich had been painted by Piero di 
Gosimo. The painter had caiTied out Tito’s intention charm- 
ingly, and so far had atoned for his long delay. “Do you 
know what this is for, my Eomola ? ” added Tito, taking her by 
the hand, and leading her toAvards the cabinet. “ It is a little 
shrine, which is to hide awa}' from you forever that reuieui- 
brancer of sadness- You have done wdth sadness now ; and we 
will bury all images of it — bury them in a tomb of joy. See ! ” 
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A slight quiver passed across Eomola^s face as Tito took 
Aold of the crucifix. But she had no wish to prevent his 
purpose ; on the contrary, she herself wished to subdue cer- 
tain importunate memories and questionings W’hieh still 
flitted like unexplained shadows across her happier thought. 

He opened the triptych and placed the crucifix within the 
central space ; then closing it again, taking out the key, and 
setting the little tabernacle in the spot where the crucifix 
had stood, said, — 

^‘Now, Bomcla, look and see if you are satisfied with the 
portraits old Piero has made of us. Is it not a dainty device ? 
and the credit of choosing it is mine.” 

“ Ah I it is you — it is perfect ! ” said Eomola, looking with 
moist joyful eyes at the miniature Bacchus, with liis puiple 
clusters. “And I am Ariadne, and you are crowning me ! 
Yes, it is true, Tito ; you have crowmed my poor life.” 

They held each other's hands while she spoke, and both 
looked at their imaged selves. But the reality was far more 
beautiful j she all lily-white and golden, and he with his dark 
glowing beauty above the purple red-bordered tunic. 

“ And it was our good strange Piero who painted it ? ” said 
Bomola. “Did* you put it into his bead to paint me as 
Antigone, that he might have my likeness for this ? ” 

“No, it was he who made my getting leave for him to paint 
you and your father, a condition of his doing this for me.” 

“Ah! I see now what it was you gave up your precious 
ring for. I perceived you had some cunning plan to give me 
pleasure.” 

Tito did not blench. Komola’s little illusions about himself 
had long ceased to cause him anything but satisfaction. He 
only smiled and said, — 

“ 1 might have spared m 3 ’’ ring ; Piero will accept no monc}^ 
from me ; he thinks himself paid by painting you. And now, 
while I am away, you ivill look every day at those pretty 
symbols of our life together — the ship on the calm sea, and 
the ivy that never withers, and those Loves that have left ofE 
wounding us and shower soft petals that are like our kisses ; 
and the leopaids and tigers, they are the troubles of your life 
that are all quelled now; and the strange sea-monsters, with 
their merry e 3 'es — let us see — the 3 ’ are the dull passages in 
the heavy books, which have begun to be amusing since we 
have sat by each other.” 

“ Tito niio ! ” said Eomo^, in a half-laughing voice of love j 
“but you will give me the ke 3 ’ she added, holding out her 
band for it. 
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at all !” said Tito, with playful decision, opening his 
scarsella, and dropping in the little key. I shall drown it in 
the Arno.” 

“ But if T ever wanted to look at the crucifix again ? ” 

Ah ! for that very reason it is hidden — hidden by these 
images of youth and joy.” 

He pressed a light kiss on her brow, and she said no more, 
ready to submit, like all strong souls, Avhen she felt no valid 
reason for resistance. 

And then they joined the waiting company, which made a 
dignified little procession as it passed along the l^oute Ruba- 
conte towards Santa Croce. Slowdy it pjissed. for Ihirdo, un- 
accustomed for years to leave Ins own liouse, walked with u 
more timid step than usual ; and that slow pace suited well 
with the gouty dignity of Messer Bavtolonimeo Scala, ^\ho 
graced the occasion by his presence, along with liis daughter 
Alessandra. It was customary to have very long troops of 
kindred and friends at the sposalixio, or betrothal, and it had 
even been found necessary in time past to limit the number 
by law to no more than four hundred — two hundred ou each 
side ; for since the guests were all feasted after this initial 
ceremony, as well as after the or marriage, the very 

first stage of matrimony had become a ruinous expense, as 
that scholarly Benedict, Leonardo Bruno, complained in liis 
own case. But Bardo, who in his poverty had kepi himself 
proudly free from any appearance of claiming the ad van i ages 
attached to a powerful family name, would have no invitations 
given on the strength of mere friendship ; and the modest 
procession of twenty that followed the spoai were, with three 
or four exceptions, friends of Bardo’s and Tito’s selected on 
personal grounds. 

Bernardo del !Nero walked as a vanguard before Bardo, avLo 
was led on the right by Tito, while Roniola held her father's 
other hand. Bardo had himself been married at Santa Croce, 
and had insisted on Eomola’s being betrothed and married 
there, rather than in the little chnrcli at Santa Lucia close by 
their house, because he had a complete juontal vision of the 
grand church, Avhere he hoped that a burial might be granted him 
among tlie Florentines who liad deserved well. Happily the 
way was short and direct, and lay aloof from the loudest riot 
of the Carnival, if only they could return before anj' dances or 
shows l)egan in the great piazza of Santa Croce. The west 
was red as they passed the bridge, and shed a mellow lighten 
the pretty procession, which had a touch of solemnity in the 
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presence of the blind father. But when the ceremony was 
over, and Tito and Eomola came out on to the broad steps of 
the church, with the golden links of destiny on their hngers, 
the evening had deepened into struggling starlight, and the 
servants had their torches lit. 

While they came out, a strange, dreary chant, as of a 
Miserere^ met their ears, and they saw that at the extreme end 
of the piazza there seemed to be a stream of people impelled 
by something approaching from the Borgo de’ Greci. 

“It is one of their masked processions, I sujjpose,” said 
Tito, who was now alone with Eomola, while Bernardo took 
charge of Bardo. 

And as he spoke there came slowly into view, at a height 
far above the heads of the on-lookers, a huge and ghastly 
image of Winged Time with his scythe and hour-glass, 
surrounded by his winged children, the Hours. He was 
mounted on a high car completely covered with black, and the 
bullocks that drew the car were also covered with black, their 
horns alone standing out white above the gloom ; so that in 
the sombre shadow of the houses it seemed to those at a 
distance as if Time and his children were apparitions floating 
through the air. And behind them came what looked like a 
troop of the sheeted dead gliding above blackness. And as 
they glided slowly, tney chanted in a wailing strain. 

A cold horror seized on Eomola, for at the first moment it 
seemed as if her brother's vision, which could never be 
effaced from her mind, was being half fulfilled. She clung to 
Tito, who, divining what was in her thoughts, said, — 

“ What dismal fooling sometimes pleases your Florentines I 
Doubtless this is an invention of Piero di Cosimo, who loves 
such grim merriment.” 

“Tito, I wish it had not happened. It will deepen the 
images of that vision which I would fain be rid of.” 

“Nay, Eomola, you will look only at the images of our 
happiness now. I have locked all sadness away from you,” 

“ But it is still there— it is only hidden,” said Eomola, in a 
low tone, hardly conscious that sho spoke. 

“ See, they are all gone now ! ” said Tito. “You will forget 
this ghastly mummery when we are in the light, and can see 
each other’s eyes. My Ariadne must never look backward 
now — only forward to Eastei'f when she will triumph with 
her Care-dispeller,” 
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CHAPTER XXL 

PLOBENCE EXPECTS A GUEST. 

It was the 17th of 2^oveniber, 1494: more than eighteen 
months since Tito and Romola had been finally united in tlie 
joyous Easter time, and had had a rainbow-tinted shower nt 
comfits thrown over them, after the ancient Greek fashion, in 
token that the heavens would shower sweets ou them through 
all their double life. 

Since that Easter a great change had come over the pros- 
pects of Florence ; and as in the tree that bears a myriad 
of blossoms, each single bud with its fruit is dependent ou the 
primary circulation of the sap, so the fortunes of Tito and 
Eomola were dependent on certain grand political and social 
conditions which made an epoch in the history of Italy. 

In this very November, little more than a week ago, the 
spirit of the old centuries seemed to have re-entered the breasts 
of Florentines. The great bell in the palace tower had rung 
out the hammer sound of alarm, and the people had mustered 
with their rusty arms, their tools and impromptu cudgels, to 
drive out the Medici. The gate of San Gallo had been fairly 
shut on the arrogant, exasperating Piero, galloping away 
towards Bologna with his hired horsemen frightened behind 
him, and shut on his keener young brother, the cardinal, escap- 
ing in the disguise of a Franciscan monk: a price had been set 
on both their heads. After that, there had been some sacking 
of houses, according to old x)rpcedeiit ; tlie ignominious images, 
painted on the public buildings, of the men who had conspired 
against the Medici in days gone by, were effaced ; the exiled 
enemies of the Medici were invited home. The half-fledged 
tyrants were fairly out of their splendid nest in the Via 
Liarga, and the Republic had recovered the use of its will 
again. 

But now, a week later, the great palace in the Via Larga 
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had been prepared for the reception of another tenant j and if 
drapery roofing the streets with unwonted color, if banners and 
hangings pouring out of the windows, if carpets and tapestry 
stretched over all steps and pavement on which exceptional 
feet might tread, were an unquestionable proof of joy, Florence 
was very joyful in the expectation of its new guest. The 
stream of color flowed from the palace in the Via Larga round 
by the Cathedral, then by the great Piazza della Signoria, and 
across the Ponte Vecchio to the Porta San Frediano — the gate 
that looks towards Pisa. There, near the gate, a platform and 
canopy liad been erected for the Signoria ; and Messer Luca 
Corsini, doctor of law, felt his heart palpitating a little with 
the sense that he had a Latin oration to read ; and every chief 
elder in Florence had to make himself ready, with smooth chin 
and well-lined silk lucco, to walk in procession ; and the well- 
born youths were looking at their rich new tunics after the 
French mode which was to impress the stranger as having a 
peculiar grace when worn by Florentines ; and a large body of 
the clergy, from the archbishop in his effulgence to the train 
of monks, black, white, and gray, were consulting betimes in 
the morning how they should marshal themselves, with their 
burden of relics and sacred banners and consecrated jewels, 
that their movements might be adjusted to the expected 
arrival of the illustrious visitor, at three o’clock in the after- 
noon. 

An unexampled visitor ! For he had come through the passes 
of the Alps with such an army as Italy had not seen before : 
with thousands of terrible Swiss, well used to fight for love and 
hatred as well as for hire ; with a host of gallant cavaliers 
13roud of a name; with an unprecedented infantiy, in which 
every man in a hundred carried an arquebus ; nay, with can- 
non of bronze, shooting not stones but ii*on balls, drawn not by 
bullocks but by horses, and capable of tiring a second time be- 
fore a city could mend the breach made by the first ball. 
Some compared the new-comer to Charlemagne, reputed re- 
builder of Florence, welcome conqueror of degenerate kings, 
regulator and benefactor of the Church ; some preferred the 
comparison to Cyrus, liberator of the chosen people, restorer 
of the Temple. For he had come across the Alps with the 
most glorious projects : he was to march through Italy amidst 
the jubilees of a grateful and admiring people ; he was to sat- 
isfy all conflicting complaints at Rome; he was to take pos- 
session, by virtue of hereditary right and a little fighting, of 
the kingdom of Xaples; and from that convenient starting- 
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point he was to set out on the conquest of the Turks, who were 
partly to be cut to pieces and partly converted to the faith of 
Christ. It was a scheme that seemed to befit the Most Chris- 
tian King, head of a nation which, thanks to the devices of a 
subtle Louis the Eleventh who had died in much fright as to 
his personal prospects ten years before, had become the strong- 
est of Christian monarchies ; and this antitype of Cyrus and 
Charlemagne was no other than the son of that subtle Louis — 
the young Charles the Eighth, son of France, 

Surely, on a general statement, hardly anything could seem 
more grandiose, or fitter to revive in the breasts of men the 
memory of great dispensations by which new strata had been 
laid in the history of mankind. And there was a very widely 
spread conviction that the advent of the French king and his 
army into Italy was one of those events at which marble stat- 
ues might well be believed to persjnre, phanta.smal fiery war- 
riors to fight in the air, and quadrupeds to bring forth mon- 
strous births — that it did not belong to the usual order of 
Providence, but was in a peculiar sense the work of God. It 
was a conviction that rested less on the necessarily momentous 
character of a powerful foreign invasion than on certain moral 
emotions to which the aspect of the times gave the form of 
presentiments : emotions which had found a very remarkable 
utterance in the voice of a single man. 

That man was Fra Girolamo Savonarola, Prior of the 
Dominican convent of San Marco in Florence. On a Septem- 
ber morning, when men^s ears were ringing with the news 
that the French army had entered Italy, he had preached in 
the Cathedral of Florence from the text, Behold I, even I, 
do bring a flood of waters upon the earth,’^ He believed it 
was by supreme guidance that he had reached just so far in 
his exposition of Genesis the previous Lent ; and he believed 
the flood of water” — emblem at once of avenging wrath 
and purifying mercy — to be the divinely indicated symbol of 
the French army. His audience, some of whom were held to 
be among the choicest spirits of the age — tlie most cultivated 
men in the most cultivated of Italian cities — believed it too, 
and listened witli shuddering awe. For this man had a 
power rarely paralleled, of impressing his beliefs on others, 
and of swaying very various minds. And as long as four 
years ago he had proclaimed from the chief pulpit in Flore iu*e 
that a scourge was about to descend on Italy, and that by this 
scourge the Church was to be puritied. Savonarola appeared 
to believe, and liis hearers more ur less waveringly believed, 
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that he had a mission like that of the Hebrew prophets, and 
that the Florentines amongst whom liis message wa« 
delivered were in some sense a second chosen people. The 
idea of prophetic gifts w^as not a remote one in that age : seera 
of visions, circumstantial heralds of things to be, were fai 
from uncommon either outside or inside the cloister; but this 
very fact made Savonarola stand out the more conspicuously 
as a grand exception. While in others the gift of proj)hecy 
was very much like a farthing candle illuminating small 
corners of human destiny with prophetic gossip, in Savonarola 
it was like a mighty beacon shining far out for the Avarning 
and guidance of men. And to some of the soberest minds 
the supernatural character of his insight into the future 
gathered a strong attestation from the peculiar conditions of 
the age. 

At the close of 1492, the year in which Lorenzo de’ Medici 
died and Tito Meleiua came as a wanderer to Florence, Italy 
was enjoying a peace and prosperity unthreatened by any 
near and definite danger. There Avas no fear of famine, for 
the seasons had been plenteous in corn, and Avine, and oil ; 
neA\'’ palaces had been rising in all fair cities, new villas on 
pleasant slopes and summits; and the men wdio had more 
than their share of these good tilings were in no fear of the 
larger number who had less. For the citizens’ armor Avas 
getting rusty, and populations seemed to have become tame, 
licking the hands of masters who paid foi a ready-made army 
when they wanted it, as they paid for goods of Smyrna. 
Even the fear of the Turk had ceased to be active, and the 
Pope found it more immediately profitable to accept bribes 
from him for a little prospective poisoning than to form plans 
either for conriuering or for converting him. 

Altogether this Avorld, Avith its partitioned empire and its 
roomy universal Church, seemed to be a handsome establish- 
ment for the fcAv Avho Avere lucky or wise enough to reap the 
advantages of human folly : a Avorld in Avhich lust and obscen- 
ity, lying and treachery, oppression and murder, Avere pleasant^ 
useful, and Avhen properly managed, not dangerous. And as 
a sort of fringe or adornment to the substantial delights of 
tyranny, avarice, and lasciviousness, there was the patronage 
of polite learning and the fine arts, so that flattery could 
alAvays be had in the choicest Latin to be commanded at that 
time, and sublime artists Avere at hand to paint the holy and 
the unclean Avith impartial skill. The Church, it was said, 
had never been so disgraced in its head, had never shown so 
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few signs of renovating, vital belief iii its lower members 
nevertheless it was much more prosperous than in some past 
days. The heavens were fair and smiling above ; and below 
there were no signs of earthquake. 

Yet at that time, as we have seen, there was a man in 
Florence who for two years and more had been preaching that 
a scourge was at hand; that the world was certainly not 
framed for the lasting convenience of hypocrites, libertines, 
and oppressors. From the midst of those smiling heavens he 
had seen a sword hanging — the sword of God^s justice — 
which was speedily to descend with purifying punishment on 
the Church and the world. In brilliant Ferrara, seventeen 
years before, the contradiction between men’s lives and their 
professional beliefs had pressed upon him with a force that 
had been enough to destroy his appetite for the world, and at 
the age of twenty-three had driven him into the cloister. He 
believed that God had committed to the Church the sacred 
lamp of truth for the guidance and salvation of men, and he 
saw that the Church, in its corruption, had become a sepulchre 
to hide the lamp. As the years went on, scandals increased 
and multiplied, and hypocris}’ seemed to have given place to 
impudence. Had the world, then, ceased to have a righteous 
Ruler? Was the Chui'ch finally forsaken? No, assuredly : 
in the Sacred Book there was a record of the past in which 
might be seen as in a glass what would be in the days to come, 
and the book showed that when the wickedness of the chosen 
people, type of the Christian Church, had become crying, the 
judgments of God had descended on them. Nay, reason 
itself declared tliat vengeance was imminent, for what else 
would suffice to turn men from their obstinacy in evil ? And 
unless the Church were reclaimed, how could the promises be 
fulfilled, that the heathens should be converted and the whole 
world become subject to the one true law ? He had seen his 
belief reflected in visions — a mode of seeing which had been 
frequent with him from his youth up. 

But the real force of demonstration for Girolamo Savonarola 
lay in his own burning indignation at the sight of wrong; in 
his fervent belief in an Unseen Justice that would put an end 
to the wrong, and in an. Unseen Purity to which lying and 
uncleanness were an abomination. To his ardent, power- 
loving soul, believing in great ends, and longing to achieve 
those ends by the exertion of its own strong will, the faith in 
a supreme and righteous Euler became one with the faith in a 
speedy divine interposition tltat would punish and reclaim. 
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Meanwhile, under that splendid masquerade of dignities 
sacred and secular which seemed to make the life of lucky 
Churchmen and princely families so luxurious and amusing, 
there were certain conditions at work which slowly tended to 
disturb the general festivity, Ludovico Sforza — copious in 
gallantry, splendid patron of an incomparable Leonardo da 
Vinci — holding the ducal crown of Milan in his grasp, and 
wanting to put it on his own head rather than let it rest on 
that of a feeble nephew who would take very little to poison 
him, was much afraid of the Spanish-born old King Ferdinand 
and the CroAvn Prince Alfonso of Naples, who, not liking 
cruelty and treachery which were useless to themselves, 
objected to the poisoning of a near relative for the advantage 
of a Lombard usurper; the royalties of Naples again were 
afraid of their suzerain, Pope Alexander Borgia; all three 
were anxiously w^atching Florence, lest with its midway 
territory it should determine the game by underhand backing ; 
and all four, with every small state in Italy, were afraid of 
Venice — Venice the cautions, the stable, and the strong, that 
wanted to stretch its arms not only along both sides of the 
Adriatic but across to the ports of the western coast. 

Lorenzo de’ Medici, it was thought, did much to prevent 
the fatal outbreak of such jealousies, keeping up the old 
Florentine alliance with Naples and the Pope, and yet per- 
suading ^lilau that the alliance was for the general advantage. 
But young Piero de’ Medici’s rash vanity had quickly nullified 
the effect of his fathers wary policy, and Ludovico Sforza, 
roused to suspicion of a league against him, thought of a 
move which would checkmate his adversaries : he determined 
to invite the French king to march into Italy, and, as heir of 
the house of Anjou, take possession of Naples. Ambassadors 
— “ orators,” as they were called in those haranguing times — 
went and came ; a recusant cardinal, determined not to 
acknowledge a Pope elected hy bribery (and his own particular 
enemy), went and came also, and seconded the invitation with 
hot rhetoric ; and the young king seemed to lend a willing 
ear. So that in 1493 the rumor spread and became louder and 
louder that Charles the Eighth of France was about to cross 
the Alps with a mighty army ; and the Italian populations, 
accustomed, since Italy had ceased to be the heart of the 
Koman empire, to look for an arbitrator from afar, began 
vaguely to regard his coming as a means of avenging their 
wrongs and redressing their grievances. 

And in that rumor Savonarola had heard the assurance that 
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his prophecy was being verified. What was it that filled the 
ears of the prophets of old but the distant tread of foreign 
armies, coining to do the work of justice ? He no longer 
looked vaguely to the horizon for the coming storm: he 
pointed to the rising cloud. The French army was that new 
deluge which was to purify the earth from iniquity ; the 
French king, Charles VIII., was the instrument elected by 
God, as Cyrus had been of old, and all men who desired good 
rather than evil were to rejoice in his coming. For the scourge 
would fall destructively on the impenitent alone. Let any 
city of Italy, let Florence above all — Florence beloved of 
G^d, since to its ear the warning voice had been specially 
sent — repent and turn from its ways, like Nineveh of old, 
and the storm-cloud would roll over it and leave only 
refreshing raindrops. 

Fra Girolamo's word was powerful ; yet now that the new 
Cyrus had already been three mouths in Italy, and was not far 
from the gates of Florence, his presence was expected there 
with mixed feelings, in which fear and distrust certainly pre- 
dominated. At present it was not understood that he had re- 
dressed any grievances ; and the Florentines clearly had noth- 
ing to thank him for. He held their strong frontier fortresses, 
which Piero de* Sledici had given up to him without securing 
any honorable terms in return ; he had done nothing to quell 
the alarming revolt of Pisa, which had been encouraged by his 
presence to throw off the Florentine yoke; and orators,’^ 
even with a prophet at their head, could win no assurance 
from him, except that he would settle everything when he was 
once within the walls of Florence. Still, there was the satis- 
faction of knowing that the exasperating Piero de’ !Medici had 
been fairly pelted out for the ignominious surrender of the 
fortresses, and in that act of energy the spirit of the Republic 
had recovered some of its old fire. 

The preparations for the equivocal guest were not entirely 
those of a city resigned to submission. Behind the bright 
drapery and banners symbolical of joy, there were prepara- 
tions of another sort made with common accord by govern- 
ment and people. Well bidden within walls there were hired 
soldiers of the Republic, hastily called in from the surround- 
ing districts ; there were old arms duly furbished, and sharp J 
tools and heavy cudgels laid carefully at hand, to be .snatched * 
up on short notice : there were excellent boards and stakes to^ 
form barricades upon occasion, and a good supply of stones to 
make a surprising hail from the upper windows. Above all, 



THE PEISONERS. 


195 


there were people very strongly in the humor for fighting any 
personage who might be supposed to have designs of hector* 
ing over them, they having lately tasted that new pleasure 
with much relish. This humor was not diminished by the 
sight of occasional parties of Frenchmen, coming beforehand 
to choose their quarters, with a hawk, perhaps, on their left 
wrist, and, metaphorically speaking, a piece of chalk in their 
right hand to mark Italian doors withal ; especially as credit- 
able historians imply that many sons of France were at that 
time characterized by something approaching to a swagger, 
which must have whetted the Florentine appetite for a little 
stone-throwing. 

And this was the temper of Florence on the morning of the 
17th of November, 1494 


CHAPTEE XXIL 

THE PBISOKEHS. 

The sky was gray, but that made little difference in the 
Piazza del Duomo, which was covered with its holiday sky of 
blue drapery, and its constellations of yellow lilies and coats 
of arms. The sheaves of banners were unfurled at the angles 
of the Baptistery, but there was no carpet yet on the steps of 
the Duomo, for the marble was being trodden by numerous 
feet that were not at all exceptional. It was the hour of the 
Advent sermons, and the very same reasons which had flushed 
the streets with holiday color were reasons why the preaching 
in the Duomo could least of all be dispensed with. 

But not all the feet in the Piazza were hastening towards 
the steps. People of high and low degree were moving to and 
fro with the brisk pace of men wdio had errands before them ; 
groups of talkers were thickly scattered, some willing to be 
late for the sermon, and others content not to hear it at all. 

The expression on the faces of these apparent loungers was 
not that of men who are enjoying the pleasant laziness of an 
opening holiday. Rome were in close and eager discussion ; 
others were listening with keen interest to a single spokesman, 
and yet from time to time turned round with a scanning 
glance at any new passer-by. At the corner, looking towards 
the Via de* Oerretani — just where the artificial rainbow light 
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of the Pxaz 2 a ceased, aud the gray morning fell on the sombre 
stone houses — there was a remarkable cluster of the working 
people, most of them bearing on their dress or persons the 
signs of their daily labor, and almost all of them carrying 
some weapon, or some tool which might serve as a weapon 
upon occasion. Standing in the gray light of the street, with 
bare brawny arms and soiled garments, they made all the more 
striking the transition from the brightness of the Piazza. 
They were listening to the thin notary, Ser Cioni, who had 
just paused on his way to the Duomo. His biting words 
could get only a contemptuous reception two years and a half 
before in the Mercato, but now he spoke with the more com- 
placent humor of a man whose party is uppermost, and who is 
conscious of some influence with the people. 

Never talk to me,” he was saying, in his incisive voice, 
“never talk to me of bloodthirsty Swiss or fleree French in- 
fantry : they might as well be in the narrow passes of the 
mountains as in our streets ; and peasants have destroyed the 
ftuest armies of our condottieri in time past, when they had 
once got them between steep precipices. I tell you, Floren- 
tines need be afraid' of no army in their own streets.” 

“That’s true, Ser Cioni,” said a man Avhose arms and hands 
were discolored by crimson dye, which looked like blood-stains, 
and who had a small hatchet stuck in his belt; “and those 
French cavaliers, who came in squaring themselves in their 
smart doublets the other day, saw a sample of the dinner we 
could serve up for them. 1 was carrying 1113 ” cloth in Ognis- 
sauti, when 1 saw line Messeri going by, looking round Jis 
if they thought the houses of the Vespucci and the Agli a 
poor pick of lodgings for them, and eying us Florentines, like 
top-knotted cocks as they are, as if they pitied us because we 
didn’t know hov to strut. ‘Yes, my fine says I, ‘stick 

out youp stomachs ; IVe got a meat-axe in iny belt that -will 
go inside you all the easier;’ when presently the old cow 
lowed, ^ and 1 knew something had happened — no matter 
what. 80 I threw my^ cloth in at the first doorwaj”, and took 
hold of my meat-axe and ran after my fine cavaliers to\vards 
the Vigna Nuova. And ‘What is it, Guccio?’ said I, when 
he came up with me. ‘ I think it’s th® Medici coining back,’ 
said Guccio. Bemhe! I expected so! And up w’e reared a 
barricade, and the Frenchmen looked behind and saw them- 
selves in a trap; and up comes a good swarm of our 

^ ** La Ttv'cti wa^ tTie plirase for the aoundincof the great bc*II tn the towef 

of tile I*alazzo Vercliio. 

* Thp pourcr uiti-uu.^ counected with the wool trade — wool-beaters, cttidor:^ 
washers, etc. v , 
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And one of them witli a big sc} the he had in Ins hand mowed 
off one of the fine cavalier’s feathers : — it’s true ! And the 
lasses peppered a few stones down to frighten them. How- 
ever, Piero de’ Medici wasn’t come after all ; and it was a 
pity ; for we’d have left him neither legs nor wings to go away 
with again.” 

Well spoken, Oddo,” said a young butcher, w'ith his knife 
at his belt; “and it’s my belief Piero will he a good while 
before he wants to come back, for he looked as frightened as 
a hunted cliicken, when we hustled and pelted him in the 
piazza. He’s a cowai’d, else he might have made a better 
stand when Iie’d got his horsemen. But we’ll swallow no 
Medici any more, whatever else the French king wants to make 
as swallow.” 

“ But I like not those French cannon they talk of,” said 
Goro, none the less fat for two years’ additional grievances. 
“ Sail Giovanni defend us ! If Messer Doraeneddio means so 
well by us as your Frate says he does, ^er Cioni, why 
shouldn’t he have sent the French another way to Naples ? ” 

“ Ay, Goro,” said the dyer ; “ that’s a question worth put- 
ting. 'Phou art not such a pumpkin-head as I took thee for. 
Why, they might have gone to Naples by Bologna, eh, Ser 
Oioui ? or if they’d gone to Arezzo — we wouldn’t have minded 
their going to Arezzo.” 

“Fools! It will be for the good and glory of Florence,” 
Ser Cioni began. But he was interrupted by the exclamation, 

Look there ! ” which burst from several voices at once, while 
the faces wp’*.^ all turned to a party who were advancing along 
the Via de’ Cerretani. 

“ It’s Lorenzo Tornabuoni, and one of the French noblemen 
who are in his house,” said Ser Cioni, in some contempt at 
this interruption. “ He pretends to look well satisfied — that 
deep Tornabuoni — but he’s a Mediceau in his heart : mind 
that.” 

The advancing party was rather a brilliant one, for there was 
not only the distinguished presence of Lorenzo Tornabuoni, 
and the splendid costume of the Frenchman with his elabo- 
rately displayed white linen and gorgeous embroidery ; there 
were two other Florentines of high birth in handsome dresses 
donned for the coming procession, and on the left hand of the 
Frenchman was a figure that was not to be eclipsed by any 
amount of intention or brocade — a figure wx have often seen 
before. He wore nothing hut black, for he was in mourning; 
but the black was presently to be covered by a red mantle, 
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for he too was to walk in procession as Latin Secretary to the 
Ten. Tito Meleina had become conspicuously serviceable in 
the intercourse with the French guests, fiom his familiarity 
with Southern Italy, and his readiness in the French tongue, 
which he had spoken in his early youth; and he had paid 
more than one visit to the French camp at Signa. The lustre 
of good-fortune was upon him ; he was smiling, listening, and 
explaining, with his usual graceful unpretentious ease, and 
only a very keen eye bent on studying him could have marked 
a certain amount of change in him which was not to he ac- 
counted for by the lapse of eighteen months. It was that 
change which comes from the final departure of moral youth- 
fulness — from the distinct self-conscious adoption of a part 
in life. The lines of the face weie as soft as ever, the eyes as 
pellucid j hut something was gone — something as indefinable 
as the changes in the morning twilight. 

The Frenclitnan was gathering instructions concerning cere- 
monial before riding back to Signa, and now he w’-as going to 
have a final survey of the Piazza del Duoino, where the royal 
procession was to pause for religious purposes. The distin- 
guished party attracted the notice of all eyes as it entered the 
piazza, but the gaze was not entirely cordial and admiring; 
there were remarks not altogether allusive and mysterious to 
the Frenchman's hoof-shaped shoes — delicate flattery of royal 
superfluity in toes ; and there was no care that certain snarl- 
in gs at “ Mediceans ” should be sti ictly inaudible. But Lo- 
renzo Tornabuoni possessed that power of dissembling annoy- 
ance which is demanded in a man w]\o courts popularity, and 
Tito, besides his natural disposition to overcome ill-will by 
good-humor, had the un impassioned feeling of the alien to- 
wards names and details that move the deepest passions of 
the native. 

Arrived where they could get a good oblinue view of the 
Duomo, the party paused. The festoons and devices placed 
over the central doorway excited some demur, and Torna- 
buoni beckoned to Piero di Cosimo, who, as was usual with 
him at this hour, was lounging in front of Xello’s shop. 
There was soon an animated discussion, and it became highly 
amusing from the Frenchman's astonishment at Piero's odd 
pungency of statement, which Tito translated literally. 
Even snarling onlookers became curious, and their faces began 
to wear the half-smiling, half-humiliated expres-sion of people 
who are not within hearing of the joke which is producing 
infectious laughter. It was a djliglitful moment for Tito, foi 
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he was the on\j one of the party who could have made so 
amusing an interpreter, and without any disposition to triumph- 
ant self-gratulation he revelled in the sense that he was an 
object of liking — he basked in approving glances. The rain- 
bow light fell about the laughing group, and the grave churcdi- 
goers had all disappeared within the walls. It seemed as if 
the piazza had been decorated for a real Florentine holiday. 

Meanwhile in the gray light of the unadorned streets there 
were oncomers who made no show of linen and brocade, and 
whose humor was far from merry. Here, too, the French dress 
and hoofed shoes were conspicuous, but they were being pressed 
upon by a larger and larger number of non-admiring Floren- 
tines. In the van of the crowd were three men in scanty cloth- 
ing I each had his hands bound together by a cord, and a rope 
was fastened round his neck and body, in such a way that he 
who held the extremity of the rope might easily check any 
rebellious movement by the threat of throttling. The men 
who held the ropes were French soldiers, and by broken 
Italian phrases and strokes from the knotted end of the rope, 
they from time to time stimulated their prisoners to beg. Two 
of them were obedient, and to every Florentine they had en- 
countered had held out their bound hands and said in piteous 
tones, — 

For the love of God and the Holy Madonna, give us some- 
thing towards our ransom ! We are Tuscans : we were made 
prisoners in Lunigiana.” 

But the third man remained obstinately silent under all the 
strokes from the knotted cord. Ho was very different in 
aspect from his two fellow-prisoners. They were young and 
hardy, and in the scant clothing which the avarice of their 
captors had left them, looked like vulgar, sturdy mendicants. 
But he had passed the boundary of old age, and could hardly 
be less than four or £ve and sixty. His beard, which had 
grown long in neglect, and the hair which fell thick and 
straight round his baldness, were nearly white. His thick-set 
figure was still firm and upright, though emaciated, and 
seemed to express energy in spite of age — an expression 
that was partly carried out in the dark eyes and strong dark 
eyebrows, which had a strangely isolated intensity of color in 
the midst of his yellow, bloodless, deep-wrinkled face with its 
lank gray hairs. And yet there was something fitful in the 
eyes which contradicted the occasional Bash of energy : after 
looking round with quick fierceness at windows and faces, 
they fell again with a lost and wandering look. But his lips 
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were motionless, and he held his hands resolutely down. He 
would not beg. 

This sight had been witnessed by the Florentines with 
growing exasperation. Many standing at their doors or pass- 
ing quietly along had at once given money — some in half- 
automatic response to an appeal in the name of God, others in 
that unquestioning awe of the French soldiery which had 
been created by the reports of their cruel warfare, and on 
which the French themselves counted as a guarantee of im- 
munity in tlieir acts of insolence. But as the group had pro- 
ceeded farther into the heart of the citj^ that compliance had 
gradually disappeared, and the soldiers found themselves 
escorted by a gathering troop of men and boys, who kept up 
a chorus of exclamations sufficiently intelligible to foreign 
ears without any interpreter. The soldiers themselves began 
to dislike their position, for, with a strong inclination to use 
their weapons, they were checked by the necessity for keep- 
ing a secure hold on their prisoners, and they were now hurry- 
ing along in the hope of finding shelter in a hostelry. 

‘^French dogs!^^ Bullock-feet ! ” “Snatch their pikes 
from them ! ” “ Cut the cords and make them run for their 
prisoners. They^ll run as fast as geese — don't you see 
they’re web-footed?” These were the cries which the sol- 
diers vaguely understood to be jeers, and probably threats. 
But every one seemed disposed to give invitations of this 
spirited kind rather than to act upon them. 

“ Santiddio ! here’s a sight I ’* said the dyer, as soon as he 
had divined the meaning of the advancing tumult, “ and the 
fools do nothing but hoot. Come along ! ” he added, snatch- 
ing his axe from his belt, and running to join the crowd, fol- 
lowed by the butcher and all the rest of his companions, 
except Goro, who hastily retreated up a narrow passage. 

The sight of the dyer, running forward with blood-red arms 
and axe uplifted, and with his cluster of rough companions 
behind him, had a stimulating effect on the crowd. Not that 
he did anything else than pass beyond the soldiers and thrust 
himself well among his fellow-citizens, flourishing his axe ; 
but he served as a stirring symbol of street-tighting, like the 
waving of a well-known gonfalon. And the first sign that fire 
was ready to burst out was something as rapid as a little leaping 
tongue of flame ; it was au act of the conjurer’s impish lad 
Lollo, who was dancing and jeering in front of the ingenuous 
boys that made the majority of the crowd. Lollo had no 
great compassion for the prisoners, but being conscious ot an 
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excellent knife which was his unfailing companion, it had 
seemed to him from the first that to jump forward, cut a rope, 
and leap back again before the soldier who held it could use 
his weapon, would be an amusing and dexterous piece of mis- 
chief. And now, when the people began to hoot and jostle 
more vigorously, Lollo felt tliat his moment was come — he 
was close to the eldest prisoner : in an instant he had cut the 
cord. 

“ Eun, old one ! ” he piped in the prisoner’s ear, as soon as 
the cord was in two ; and himself set the ex5,mple of running 
as if he were helped along with wings, like a scared fowl. 

The prisoners sensations were not too slow for him to seize 
the opportunity : the idea of escape had been continually pres- 
ent with him, and he had gathered fresh hope from the tem- 
per of the crowd. He ran at once; but his speed would 
hardly have sufficed for him if the Florentines had not in- 
stantaneously rushed between him and his captor. He ran on 
into the piazza, but he quickly heard the tramp of feet be- 
hind him, for the other two prisoners had been released, 
and the soldiers were struggling and fighting their way 
after them, in such tardigrade fashion as their hoof-shaped 
shoes would allow — impeded, but not very resolutely attacked, 
by the people. One of the two youiiger prisoners turned 
up the Borgo di San Lorenzo, and thus made a partial diversion 
of the hubbub ; but the main struggle w^as still towards the 
piazza, where all eyes were turned on it with alarmed curios- 
ity. The cause could not be precisely guessed, for the French 
dress was screened by the impeding crowd. 

^^An escape of prisoners,” said Lorenzo Tornabuoni, as he 
and his party turned round just against the steps of the 
Duomo, and saw a jirisoner rushing by them. “ The people 
are not content with having emptied the Bargello the other 
day. If there is no other authority in sight they must fall on 
the sbirri and secure freedom to thieves. Ah! there is a 
French soldier : that is more serious.” 

The soldier he saw was struggling along on the north side 
of the piazza, but the object of his pursuit had taken the 
other direction. That object was the eldest prisoner, who had 
wheeled round the Baptistery and was running towards the 
Duomo, determined to take refuge in that sanctuary rather 
than trust to his speed. But in mounting the steps, his foot 
received a shock ; he was precipitated towards the group of 
signori, whose backs were turned to him, and was only able to 
recover his balance as he clutched one of them by the arm. 
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It was Tito Melema who felt that clutch. He turned his 
head^ and saw the face of his adoptive father, Baldassarre 
Calvo, close to his own. 

The two men looked at each other, silent as death : Baldas- 
sarre, with dark fierceness and a tightening grip of the soiled 
worn hands on the velvet-clad arm ; Tito, with cheeks and 
lips all bloodless, fascinated by terror. It seemed a long 
while to them — it was but a moment. 

The first soui^ Tito heard was the short laugh of Piero di 
Gosimo, who stood close by him and was the only person that 
could see his face. 

^'Ha, ha ! I know what a ghost should be now.” 

^‘This is another escaped prisoner,” said Lorenzo Toma- 
buoni. Who is he, I wonder ? ” 

Some madman^ mrely^^ said Tito. 

He hardly knew how the words had come to his lips ; there 
are moments when our passions speak and decide for us, and 
we seem to stand by and wonder. They carry in them an in- 
spiration of crime, that in one instant docs the work of long 
premeditation. 

The two men had not taken their eyes off each other, and 
it seemed to Tito, when he had spoken, that some magical 
poison had dai*ted from Baldassarre’s eyes, and that ho felt it 
rushing through his veins. But the next instant the grasp 
on his arm had relaxed, and Baldassarre had disappeared 
within the church. 


CHAPTER XXIIL 

ATTER-THOUGHTS. 

“You are easily frightened, though.” said Piero, with an- 
other scornful laugh. “My portrait is not as good as the 
original. But tlie old fellow Aarf a tiger look ; I must go into 
the Duomo and see him again.” 

“ It IS not pleasant to be laid hold of by a madman, if mad- 
man he be,” said Lorenzo Toniabuoni, in polite excuse of 
Tito, “but perhaps he is onl^^ a ruffian. We shall hear. I 
think we must sec if we have authority enough to stop this 
disturbance between our people and your countrymen,” he 
added, addressing the Frenchman. 

They advanced toward the crowd with their swords drawn. 
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all the quiet spectators making an escort for them. Tito went 
too : it was necessary that he should know what others knew 
about Baldassarre, and the first palsy of terror was being suc- 
ceeded by the rapid devices to which mortal danger will 
stimulate the timid. 

The rabble of men and boys, more inclined to hoot at the 
soldier and torment him than to receive or inflict any serious 
wounds, gave way at the approach of signori with drawn 
swords, and the French soldier was interrogated. He and his 
companions had simply brought their prisoners into the city 
that they might beg money for their ransom : two of the pris- 
oners were Tuscan soldiers taken in Lunigiana ; the other, an 
elderly man, was with a party of Genoese, with whom the 
French foragers had come to blows near Fivizzano. He might 
be mad, but he was haimiless. The soldier knew no more, 
being unable to understand a word the old man said. Tito 
heard so far, but he was deaf to everything else till he was 
specially addressed. It was Tornabuoni who spoke. 

Will you go back with us, Melema ? Or, since Messere is 
going off to Signa now, will you wisely follow the fashion of 
the times and go to hear the Frate, who will be like the tor- 
rent at its height this morning ? It’s what we must all do, 
you know, if we are to save our Medicean skins. I should go 
if I had the leisure.” 

Tito’s face had recovered its color now, and he could make 
an effort to speak with gayety. 

“ Of course I am among the admirers of the inspired orator,” 
he said, smilingly; “but, unfortunately, I shall be occupied 
with the Segretario till the time of the procession.” 

“ I am going into the Duorao to look at that savage old 
man again,” said Piero. 

“ Then have the charity to show him to one of the hospitals 
for travellers, Piero mio,” said Tornabuoni. “The monks 
may find out whether he wants putting into a cage.” 

The party separated, and Tito took his way to the Palazzo 
Veechio, where he was to find Eartolomineo Soala. It was 
not a long walk, but, for Tito, it was stretched out like the 
minutes of our morning dreams : the short spaces of street 
and piazza held memories, and previsions, and torturing fears, 
that might have made the history of months. He felt as if a 
serpent had begun to coil round his limbs. Baldasaarre living, 
and in Florence, was a living revenge, which would no more 
rest than a .winding serpent would rest until it had crushed 
its prey. It was not in the nature of that man to let an 



204 


ROMOLA. 


injury pass unavenged : his love and his hatred were of that 
passionate fervor which subjugates all the rest of the being, 
and makes a man sacriiice himself to his passion as if it were 
a deity to be worshipped with self-destruction. IBaldassarre 
had relaxed his hold, and had disappeared. Tito knew well 
how to interpret that : it meant that the vengeance was to be 
studied that it might be sure. If he had not uttered those 
decisive words — “ He is a madman ” — if he could have sum- 
moned up the state of mind, the courage, necessary for avow- 
ing his recognition of Baldassarre, would not the risk have 
been less ? He might have declared himself to have had 
what he believed to be positive evidence of Baldassarre’s 
death ; and the only persons who could ever have had positive 
knowledge to contradict him, were Fra Luca, who was dead, 
and the crew of the companion galley, who had brought him 
the news of the encounter with the pirates. The chances 
were infinite against Baldassarre’s having met again with any 
one of that crew, and Tito thought with bitterness that a 
timely, well-devised falsehood might have saved him from any 
fatal cousequences. But to have told that falsehood would 
liave required perfect self-command in the moment of a con^ 
vulsive shock : he seemed to have spoken without any pre- 
conception : the words had leaped forth like a sudden birth 
that had been begotten and nourished in the darkness. 

Tito was experiencing that inexomble law of human souls, 
that we prepare ourselves for sudden deeds by the reiterated 
choice of good or evil which graduallj determines character. 

There was but one chance for him now; the chance of 
Baldassarre's failure in finding his revenge. And — Tito 
grasped at a thought more activ^ely cruel than any he had ever 
encouraged before: might not his own unpremeditated words 
have some truth in them ? Enougli truth, at least, to bear 
liim out in his denial of any declaration Baldassarre might 
make about him ? The old man looked strange and wild; 
with his eager heart and brain, suffering was likely enough to 
have produced madness. If it were so, the vengeance that 
strove to inflict disgrace might be baffled. 

But there was another form of vengeance not to be baffled 
by ingenious lying. Baldassarre belonged to a race to whom 
the thrust of the dagger seems almost as natural an impulse 
as the outleap of the tiger’s talons, Tito shrank with shud- 
dering dread from disgrace; but he had also that physical 
dread which is inseparable from a soft pleasure-loving nature, 
and w^hich prevents a man from meeting wounds and death as 
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a welcome relief from disgrace. His thoughts flew at once 
to some hidden defensive armor that might save him from a 
vengeance which no subtlety could parry. 

He wondered at the power of the passionate fear that posv 
sessed him. It was as if he had been smitten with a blighting 
disease that had suddenly turned the joyous sense of young 
life into pain. 

There was still one resource open to Tito. He might have 
turned back, sought Baldassarre again, confessed everything to 
him — to Romola — to all the world. But he never thought 
of that. The repentance which cuts off all moorings to evil, 
demands something more than selfish fear. He bad no sense 
that there was strength and safety in truth ; the only strength 
he trusted to lay in his iugenuity and his dissiiiiulatiun. Xow 
that tlie first .shock, which had called up the traitorous signs 
of fear, was well past, he hoped to be }>repared for all emer- 
gencies by cool deceit — and defensive armor. 

It wtwj a cliaracteristic fact in Tito’s experience at this crisi.s, 
that no direct measures for ridding liimself of Baldassarre ever 
occurred to him. All other possibilities jiassed through Ida 
mind, even to his own flight from Florence ; but he never 
thought of any scheme for removing his enemy. His dread 
generated no active malignity, and he would stiU have been 
glad not to give pain to any mortal. He had simply chosen 
to make life easy to himself — to carry his human lot, if pos- 
sible, in such a way that it should pinch him nowhere 5 and the 
choice had, at various times, landed liim in unexpected posi- 
tions. The question now was, not whether he should divide 
the common pressure of destiny with his suffering fellow-men ; 
it was whether all the resources of 13'ing would save him from 
being cnished by the consequences of that habitual choice. 
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CHAPTER XXIV, 

INSIDE THE DUOMO. 

When Baldassaxre, with his hands bound together, and the 
rope round his neck and body, pushed his way behind the cur- 
tain, and saw the interior of the Duomo before him, he gave a 
start of astonishment, and stood still against the doorway. 
He had expected to see a vast nave empty of everything but 
lifeless emblems — side altars with candles unlit, dim pictures, 
pale and rigid statues — with perhaps a few worshippers in 
the distant choir following a monotonous chant. That was 
the ordinary aspect of churches to a man who never went into 
them with any religious purpose. 

And he saw, instead, a vast multitude of warm, living faces 
upturned in breathless silence towards the pulpit, at the angle 
between the nave and the choir. The multitude was of all 
ranks, from magistrates and dames of gentle nurture to coarsely 
clad artisans and country people. In the pulpit was a Domini^ 
can friar, with strong features and dark hair, preaching with 
the cruciiix in his hand. 

For the first few minutes Baldassarre noted nothing of his 
preaching. Silent as his entrance had been, some eyes near 
the doorway had been turned on him with surprise and sus- 
picion. The rope indicated plainly enough that he was an 
escaped prisoner, but in that case the church was a sanctuary 
which he had a right to claim ; his advanced years and look 
of wild misery were fitted to excite pity rather than alarm ; 
and as he stood motionless, with eyes that soon wandered 
absently from the wide scene before him to the pavement at 
his feet, those who had observed his entrance presently ceased 
to regard him, and became absorbed again in the stronger 
interest of listening to the sermon. 

Among the eyes that had been turned towards him were 
Eomola’s : she had entered late through one of the side doors 
and was so placed that she had a full view of the main entrance. 
She had looked long and attentively at Baldassarre, for gray 
hairs made a peculiar appeal to her, and the stamp of some 
unwonted suffering in the face, confirmed by the cord round 
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luB neck, stiri-ed in her those sensibilities^ towards the sorrows 
of age, which her whole life had tended to develop. She fan* 
cied that his ejes had met hers in their first wandering gaze : 
but Balda^^sarre had not, in reality, noted her ; he h^ only 
had a startled consciousness of the general scene, and the con- 
sciousness was a mere flash that made no perceptible break in 
the fierce tumult of emotion which the encounter with Tito 
had created. Images from the past kept urging themselves 
upon him like delirious visions strangely blended with thirst 
and anguish, No distinct thought for the future could shape 
itself in the midst of that fiery passion: the nearest approach 
to such thought was the bitter sense of enfeebled powers, and 
a vague determination to universal distrust and suspicion. 
Suddenly he felt himself vibrating to loud tones which seemed 
like the thundering echo of his own passion. A voice that 
penetrated his very marrow with its accent of triumphant 
certitude was saying, — “ The day of vengeance is at hand.” 

Baldassari'e quivered and looked up. He was too distant to 
see more than the general aspect of the preacher standing, 
with his right arm outstretched, lifting up the crucifix ; but he 
panted for the threatening voice again as if it had been a 
promise of bliss. There was a pause before the preacher spoke 
again. He gradually lowered his arm. He deposited the 
crucifix on the edge of the pulpit, and crossed his arms over 
his breast, looking round at the multitude as if he would meet 
the glance of ever}"^ individual face. 

“ All ye in Florence are my witnesses, for I spoke not in a 
corner. Ye are my witnesses, that four years ago, when there 
were yet no signs of war and tribulation, I preached the com- 
ing of the scourge. I lifted up my voice as a tiumpet to the 
prelates and princes and people of Italy and said, The cup of 
your iniquity is full. Behold, the thunder of the Lord is 
gathering, and it shall fall and break the cup, and your iniquity, 
which seems to you as pleasant wine, shall be poured out upon 
you, and shall be as molten lead. And you, 0 priests, who 
say, Ha, ha! there is no Presence in the sanctuary — the 
Shechinah is naught — the Mercy-seat is bare: we may sin 
behind the veil, and who shall punish us ? To you, I said, 
the presence of God shall be revealed in his temple as a con- 
suming fire, and your sacred garments shall become a winding- 
sheet of flame, and for sweet music there shall be shrieks and 
hissing, and for soft couches there shall be thorns, and for the 
breath of wantons shall come the pestilence. Trust not in 
your gold and silver, trust not in your high fortresses j for, 
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though the walls were of iron^ and the fortresses of adamant^ 
the Most High shall put terror into your hearts and weakness 
into your councils, so that you shall be confounded and flee 
like women. He shall break in pieces mighty men without 
number, and put others in their stead. For God will no longer 
endure the pollution of his sanctuary ; he will thoroughly 
purge his Church. 

“ And forasmuch as it is written that God will do nothing 
but he revealeth it to his servants the prophets, he has chosen 
me, his unworthy servant, and made his purpose present to 
my soul in the living word of the Scriptures, and in the deeds 
of his providence ; and by the ministry of angels he has re- 
vealed it to me in visions. And his word possesses me so 
that I am but as the branch of the forest when the wind of 
heaven penetrates it, and it is not in me to keep silence, even 
though I may be a derision to the scorner. And for four years 
I have preached in obedience to the Divine will : in the 
face of scoffing I have preached three things, which the Lord 
has delivered to me : that in thesie tlmea God will regenerate 
his Churchy and that brfore the regeneration must come the 
scourge over all Italy, and that these things will come quicMg, 
hypocrites who cloak their hatred of the truth with a 
show of love have said to me, * Come now, Frate, leave your 
prophesy ings : it is enough to teach virtue.’ To these I an- 
swer : * Yes, you say in your hearts, God lives afar off, and his 
word is as a parchment written by dead men, and he deals not 
as in the days of old, rebuking the nations, and punishing tlie 
oppressor's, and smiting the unholy priests as he smote the 
sons of Eli. But I cry again in your ears : God is near and 
not afar off ; his judgments change not. He is the God of 
armies 5 tlie strong men who go up to battle are his ministers, 
even as the storm, and fire, and pestilence. He drives them 
by the breath of bis angels, and they come upon the chosen 
land which has forsaken the covenant. And thou, O Italy, 
art the chosen laud ; has not God placed his sanctuary within 
thee, and thou hast polluted it ? Beliold, the ministers of his 
wrath are upon thee — they are at thy very doors ! ’ ” 

Savonnrola's voice had been rising in impassioned force up 
to this point, when he became suddenly silent, let his hands 
fall and clasped them quietly before him. His silence, in- 
stead of being the signal for small movements amongst his 
audience, seemed to be as strong a spell to them as his voice. 
Through the vasit area of the cathedral men and women sat 
with faces upturned, like breathing statues, till the voice was 
heard again in clear low tones. 
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Yet there is a pause — even as in the days when Jerusa- 
lem was destroyed there was a pause that the children of God 
might flee from it. There is a stillness before the storm : lo, 
there is blackness above, but not a leaf quakes : the winds 
are stayed, that the voice of God's warning may be heard. 
Hear it now, 0 Florence, chosen city in the chosen land ! Re- 
pent and forsake evil : do justice : love mercy : put away all 
uncleanness from among you, that the spirit of truth and holi- 
ness may fill your souls and breathe through all your streets 
and liabitatioiis, and then the pestilence shall not enter, and 
the sword shall pass over you and leave you unhurt. 

For the sword is hanging from the sky ; it is quivering; 
it is about to fall ! The sioord of God upon the earthy swift 
and sudden / Did I not tell you, years ago, that I had beheld 
the vision and heard the voice ? And behold, it is fulfilled ? 
Is there not a king with his army at your gates ? Does not 
the earth shake with the tread of horses and the wheels of 
swift cannon? Is there not a fierce multitude that can lay 
bare the land as with a sharp razor ? I tell you the French 
king with his army is the minister of God ; God shall guide 
him as the hand guides a sharp sickle, and the joints of the 
wicked shall melt before him, and they shall be mown down 
as stubble : he that fleeth of them shall not flee away, and he 
that pscapeth of them shall not be delivered. And the tyrants 
who have made to themselves a throne out of the vices of the 
multitude, and the unbelieving priests who traffic in the souls 
of men and fill the very sanctuary with fornication, shall be 
hurled from their soft couches into burning hell ; and the 
pagans and they who sinned under the old covenant shall 
stand aloof and say : ^ Lo, these men have brought the stench 
of anew wickedness into the everlasting fire.' 

But thou, O Florence, take the offered mercy. See ! the 
Cross is held out to you : come and be healed. Which among 
the nations of Italy has had a token like unto yours ? The 
tyrant is driven out from among you : the men who held a 
bribe in their left hand and a rod in the right are gone forth, 
and no blood has been spilled. And now put away every other 
abomination from among you, and you shall be strong in the 
strength of the living God. Wash yourselves from the black 
pitch of your vices, which have made you even as the heathens : 
put away the envy and hatred that have made your city as a 
nest of wolves. And there shall no harm happen to you ; and 
the passage of armies shall be to you as a flight of birds, and 
rebellious Pisa shall be given to you again, and famine and 
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E estilence shall be far from your gates, and you shall be as a 
eacon among the nations. But, mark ! while you suffer the 
accursed thing to lie in the camp you shall be afHicted and 
tormented even though a remnant among you may be saved.” 

These admonitions and promises had been spoken in an in- 
cisive tone of authority j but in the next sentence the preach- 
er^s voice melted into a strain of entreaty. 

“Listen, 0 people, over whom ray heart yearns, as the 
heart of a mother over the children she has travailed for ! 
God is my witness that but for your sakes I would willingly 
live as a turtle in the depths of the forest,'' singing low to my 
Beloved, who is mine and I am his. For you I toil, for you I 
languish, for you my nights are spent in watching, and my 
soul melteth away for very heaviness. O Lord, thou knowest 
I am willing — I am ready. Take me, stretch me on thy 
cross : let the wicked who delight in blood, and rob the poor, 
and defile the temple of their bodies, and harden them- 
selves against thy mercy — let them wag their heads and shoot 
out the lip at me : let the thorns press upon my brow, and let 
my sweat be anguish — I desire to be made like thee in thy 
great love. But let me see the fruit of my travail — let this 
people be saved [ Let me see them clothed in purity : let me 
hear their voices rise in concord as the voices of the angels : 
let them see no wisdom but in thy eternal law, no beauty but 
in holiness. Then they shall lead the way before the nations, 
and the people from the four winds shall follow them, and be 
gathered into the fold of the blessed. For it is thy will, 0 
God, that the earth shall be converted unto thy law : it is thy 
will that wickedness shall cease and love shall reign. Come, 
0 blessed promise ; and behold, I am willing — lay me on the 
altar: let my blood flow and the fire consume me; but let my 
witness be remembered among men, that iniquity shall not 
prosper forever.” ^ 

During the last appeal, Savonarola had stretched out his 
arms and lifted up his e 3 'es to heaven; his strong voice had 
alternately trembled with emotion and risen again in renewed 
energy ; but the passion with which he offered himself as a 
victim became at last too strong to allow of further speech, 
and he ended in a sob. Every changing tone, vibrating 
through the audience, shook them into answering emotion. 
There were plenty among them who had very moderate faith 
in the Frate^s prophetic mission, and who in their cooler mo- 

> The i»ermon here j^lven [r not a translation, but a free representation of Fra Otra> 
tamo's preaching In Ua more Impuabloneii moments, 
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ments loved him little ; nevertheless, they too were carried 
along by the great wave of feeling which gathered its force 
from sympathies that lay deeper than all theory. A loud re- 
sponding sob rose at once from the wide multitude, while 
Savonarola had fallen on his knees and buried his face in his 
mantle. He felt in that moment the rapture and glory of 
martyrdom without its agony. 

In that great sob of the multitude Baldassarre’s had min- 
gled. Among all the human beings present, there was per- 
haps not one whose frame vibrated more strongly than his to 
the tones and words of the preacher ; but it had vibrated like 
a harp of which all the strings had been wrenched away ex.- 
cept one. That threat of a fiery inexorable vengeance — of a 
future into which the hated sinner might be pursued and held 
by the avenger in an eternal grapple, had come to him like the 
promise of an unquenchable fountain to unquenchable thirst. 
The doctrines of the sages, the old contempt for priestly 
superstitions, had fallen away from his soul like a forgotten 
language : if he could have remembered them, what answer 
could they have given to his great need like the answer given 
by this voice of energetic conviction ? The thunder of de- 
nunciation fell on his passion-wrought nerves with all the 
force of self-evidence : his thought never went beyond it into 
questions — he was possessed by it as the war-horse is pos- 
sessed by the clash of sounds. No word that was not a threat 
touched his consciousness; he had no fibre to be thrilled by 
it. But the fierce exultant delight to which he was moved by 
the idea of perpetual vengeance found at once a climax and a 
relieving outburst in the preacher s words of self-sacrifice. 
To Baldassarre those words only brought the vague triumph- 
ant sense that he too was devoting himself — signing with 
his own blood the deed by which he gave himself over to an 
unending fire, that would seem but coolness to his burning 
hatred. 

“ I rescued him — I cherished him — if I might clutch his 
heartstrings forever! Come, 0 blessed promise I Let my 
blood flow ; let the fire consume me ! 

The one cord vibrated to its utmost. Baldassarre clutched 
his own palms, driving his long nails into them, and burst 
into a sob with the rest 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

OUTSIDE THE DUOHO, 

While Baldassarre was possessed by the voice of Savonarola, 
he had not noticed that another man had entered through the 
doorway behind him, and stood not far off observing him. It 
was Piero di Cosirao, who took no heed of the preaching, liav- 
iug come solely to look at the escaped prisoner. During the 
pause, in which the preacher and his audience had given 
themselves up to inarticulate emotion, the new-comer advanced 
and touched Baldassarre on the arm. He looked round 
with the tears still slowly rolling down his face, but with a 
vigorous sigh, as if he had done with that outburst. The 
painter spoke to him in a low tone, — 

‘‘ Shall I cut your cords for you ? I have heard how you 
were made prisoner.” 

Baldassarre did nob reply immediately; he glanced suspi- 
ciously at the ofheious stranger. At last he said, ‘'If you 
will.” 

“ Better come outside,” said Piero. 

Baldassarre again looked at him suspiciously; and Piero, 
partly guessing his thought, smiled, took out a knife, and cut 
the cords. He began to think that the idea of the prisoner’s 
madness was not improbable, there was something so peculiar 
in the expression of his face. Well,” he thought, “ if he 
does any mischief, he’ll soon get tied up again. The poor 
devil shall have a chance, at least.” 

“You are afraid of me,” he said again, in an undertone; 
“ you don’t want to tell me anything about yourself.” 

Baldassarre was folding his arms in enjoyment of the long- 
absent muscular sensation. lie answered Piero with a less 
suspicious look and a tone which had some quiet decision in 
it. 

“ No, I have nothing to tell.” 

“As you please,” said Piero, “ but perhaps you want shelter, 
and may not know how hospitable we Florentines are to visit- 
ors with torn doublets and empty stomachs. There’s an 
hospital for poor travellers outside all our gates, and, if you 
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liked, I could put you in tlie way to one. There’s no danger 
from your French soldier. He has been sent off.” 

Baldassarre nodded, and turned in silent acc'^ptance of the 
offer, and lie and Viero left the church together. 

You wouldn^t like to sit to me for your portrait, should 
you ? ” said Piero, as they went along the Via delP Oriuolo, 
on the way to the gate ot Santa Croce. I am a painter : I 
would give you money to get your portrait.” 

The suspicion returned into Baldassarre^s glance, as he 
looked at Piero, and said decidedly, “ No.” 

“ Ah I ” said the painter, curtly. “ Well, go straight on, and 
you’ll find the Porta Santa Croce, and outside it there’s an 
hospital for travellers- So you’ll not accept any service from 
me ? ” 

“ I give you thanks for what you have done already. I need 
no more.” 

“ It is well,” said Piero, with a shrug, and they turned away 
from each other. 

A mysterious old tiger ! ” thought the artist, “ well worth 
painting. Ugly — with deep lines — looking as if the plough 
and the harrow had gone over his heart. A fine contrast to my 
bland and smiling Messer Greco — my Bacco trlonfante^ who 
has married the fair Antigone in contradiction to all history 
and fitness- Aha ! his scholar’s blood curdled uncomfortably 
at the old fellow’s clutch ! ” 

When Piero re-entered the Piazza del Duomo the multitude 
who liatl been listening to Fra Girolamo were pouring out from 
all the doors, and the haste they made to go on their several 
wa 3 "S was a proof how important thej’^ held the preaching which 
had detained them from the other occupations of the da 3 ^ 
The artist leaned against an angle ot the Baptistei}’ and 
watched the departing crowd, delighting in the variet}' of the 
garb and of the keen characteristic faces — faces such as 
Masaccio had painted more than fifty years before : such as 
Domenico Ghirlandajo had not j’et quite left off painting. 

This morning was a peculiar occasion, and the Frate’s 
audience, always multifarious, had represented even more 
completely^ than usual the various classes and political parties 
of Florence. There were men of high birth, accustomed to 
public charges at home and abroad, who had become newly 
conspicuous not only as enemies of the Medici and friends of 
popular government, but as thorough Piagnoni, espousing to 
the utmost the doctrines and practical teaching of the Frate, 
and frequenting San Marco as the seat of another Samuel; 
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some of them men of authoritative and handsome ptesenc^^ 
like Francesco Valori, and perhaps also of a hot and arrogant 
temper, very much gratified by an immediate divine authorir^^ 
for bringing about freedom in their own wayj others, like 
Hoderini, with less of the ardent Piagnone, and more of the 
wise politician. There were men, also of family, like Piero 
Capponi, simply brave undoctrinal lovers of a sober republican 
liberty, who preferred fighting to arguing, and had no particu- 
lar reasons for thinking any ideas false that kept out the 
Medici and made room for public spirit. At their elbows 
were doctors of law whose studies of Accursius and his 
brethren had not so entirely consumed their ardor as to prevent 
them from becoming enthusiastic Piagnoni ; Messer Luca 
Corsini himself, for example, who on a memorable occasion 
yet to come was to raise his learned arms in street stone- 
throwing for the cause of religion, freedom, and the Frate, 
And among the dignities who carried their black lucco or 
furred mantle wdth au air of habitual authority, there was an 
abundant sprinkling of men with more contemplative and 
sensitive faces; scholars inheriting such high names as 
Sirozzi and Aociajoli, wdio were already minded to take the 
cowl and join the community of San Marco ; artists, wrought 
to a new and higher ambition by the teacliing of Savonarola, 
like that young pahiter who had lately surpassed himself in 
his fresco of the divine child on the wail of the Frate’s bare 
cell — unconscious yet that he would one day himself wear 
the tonsure and the cowl, and be called Fra Bartolommeo. 
There was the mystic poet Girolamo Benevieni hastening, 
perhaps, to carry tidings of the beloved Prate’s speedy coming 
to his friend Pico della iVfiraiidola, who was never to see the 
light of another morning. There were well-bom women 
attired wdtb such scru])ulous plainness that their more refined 
grace was the chief distinction between them and their less 
aristocratic sisters. There was a predominant proportion of 
the genuine jpnpolan) or middle class, belonging both to the 
Major and Minor Arts, conscious of purses threatened by war- 
taxes. And more striking and various, perhaps, than all the 
other classes of tlie Prate’s disciples, there was the long 
stream of pooivr tradesmen and artisans, whose faith and 
hoi)e in his Divine message varied from the rude and undis- 
criminating trust in him as the friend of the poor and the 
enemy of the luxurious oppressive rich, to that eager tasting 
of all the subtleties of biblical interpretation which takes a 
peculiarly strong hold on tlie sedentary artisan, illuminating 
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the loDg dim spaces beyond the board where he stitches, with 
a pale flame that seems to him the light of Divine science. 

But among these various disciples of the Frate were 
scattered many who were not in the least his disciples. Some 
were Mediceans who had already, from motives of fear and 
policy, begun to show the presiding spirit of the popular party 
a feigned deference. Others were sincere advocates of a free 
government, but regarded Savonarola simply as an ambitious 
monk — half sagacious, half fanatical — who had made him- 
self a powerful instrument with the people, and must be 
accepted as an important social fact. There were even some 
of his bitter enemies: inembers of the old aristocratic anti- 
Medicean party — detennined to try and get the reins once 
more tight in the hands ot certain chief families; or else 
licentious young men, who detested him as the kill-joy of 
Florence. For the sermons in the Duoino had already become 
political incidents, attracting the ears of curiosity and malice, 
as well as of faith. The men of ideas, like young Niccolo 
Macchiavelli, went to observe and write reports to friends 
away in countiy villas ; the men of appetites, like Dolfo Spini, 
bent on hunting down the Frate, as a public nuisance who 
made game scarce, went to feed their hatred and lie in wait 
for grounds of accusation. 

Perhaps, while no preacher ever had a more massive influence 
than Savonarola, no preacher ever had more heterogeneous 
materials to work upon. And one secret of the massive 
influence lay in the highly mixed character of his preaching. 
Baldassarre, wrought into an ecstasy of self-martyring revenge, 
was only an extreme case among the partial and narrow 
sympathies of that audience. In Savonarola's preaching there 
were strains that appealed to the very finest susceptibilities of 
men's natures, and there were elements that gratified low 
egoism, tickled gossiping curiosity, and fascinated timorous 
superstition. His need of personal predominance, his laby- 
rinthine allegorical interpretations of the Scriptures, his 
enigmatic visions, and his false certitude about the Divine 
intentions, never ceased, in his own large soul, to be ennobled 
by that fervid piety, that passionate sense of the infl.nite, that 
active sympathy, that clear-sighted demand for the subjection 
of selfish interests to the general good, which he had in com- 
mon with the greatest of mankind. But for the mass of his 
audience all the pregnancy of his preaching lay in his strong 
assertion of supernatural claims, in his denunciatory visions, 
in the false certitude which gave his sermons the interest of a 
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political bulletin ; aud having once held that audience in his 
mastery, it was necessary to his nature — it was necessary for 
their welfare — that he should keep the masteiy, The effect 
was inevitable. No man e^er struggled to retain power over a 
mixed multitude without suffering vitiation; his standard 
must be their lower needs and not his own best insight. 

The mysteries of human character have seldom been 
presented in a way more fitted to check the judgments of 
facile knowingness than in Girolamo Savonarola ; hwt we can 
give him a reverence that needs no shutting of the eyes to fact, 
if we regard his life as a drama in which there were great 
inward modifications accompanying the outward changes. And 
up to this period, when his more direct action on political 
affairs had only just begun, it is probable that his imperious 
need of ascendency had burned undiscernibly in the strong 
fiame of his zeal for God aud man. 

It was the fashion of old, when an ox was led out for 
sacrifice to Jupiter, to chalk the dark spots, and give the 
offering a false show of unblemished whiteness. Let us fling 
away the chalk, and boldly say, — the victim is spotted, but it 
is not therefore in vain that his mighty heai-t is laid on the 
altar of men’s highest hopes. 


CHAPTER XXVL 

THE GABMBXT OF FEAB. 

At six o’clock that evening most people in Florence were 
glad the entrance of the new Charlemagne was fairly over. 
Doubtless when the roll of drums, the blast of trumpets, and 
the tramp of horses along the Pisan road began to mingle 
with the pealing of the excited bells, it ’was a grand moment 
for those who were stationed on turreted roofs, and could see 
the long-winding terrible pomp on the background of the 
green hills and valley. There was no sunshine to light up 
the splendor of banners, and spears, and plumes, and silken sur- 
coats, but there was no thick cloud of dust to hide it, and as the 
picked troops advanced into close view, they could be seen all 
the more distinctly for the absence of dancing glitter. Tall 
and tough Scotch archers, Swiss halberdiers fierce and pon- 
derous, nimble Gascons ready to wheel and climb, cavalry in 
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which each man looked like a knight-errant with his indoini« 
table spear and charger — it was satisfactory to be assured 
that they would injure nobody but the enemies of God! 
With that confidence at heart it was a less dubious pleasure to 
look at the array of strength and splendor in nobles and 
knights, and youthful pages of choice lineage — at the bossed 
and jewelled sword-hilts, at the satin scarfs embroidered with 
strange symbolical devices of pious or gallant meaning, at the 
gold chains and jewelled aigrettes, at the gorgeous horse- 
trappings and brocaded mantles, and at the transcendent 
canopy carried by select youths above the head of the Most 
Christian King. To sum up with an old diarist, whose spell- 
ing and diction halted a little behind the wonders of this royal 
visit, — gran magnijicenzay 

But for the Signoria, who had been waiting on their plat- 
form against the gates, and had to march out at the right 
moment, with their orator in front of them, to meet the 
mighty guest, the grandeur of the scene had been somewhat 
screened by unpleasant sensations. If Messer Luca Corsini 
could have had a brief Latin welcome depending fi*oin his 
mouth in legible characters, it would have been less confusing 
when the rain came on, and created an impatience in men and 
horses that broke off the delivery of his well-studied periods, 
and reduced the representatives of the scholarly city to offer 
a makeshift welcome in impromptu French. But that sudden 
confusion had created a great opportunity for Tito, As one 
of the secretaries, he was among the officials who were 
stationed behind the Signoria, and with whom these highest 
dignities were promiscuously thrown when pressed upon by 
the horses. 

“Somebod}'' step forward and say a few words in French,” 
said Soderini. But no one of liigli importance chose to risk a 
second failure. “You, Francesco Gaddi — you can speak,” 
But Gaddi, distrusting his own promptness, hung back, and, 
pushing Tito, said, “ You, Melema.” 

Tito stepped forward in an instant, and, with the air of 
profound deference that came as naturally to him as walkings 
said the few needful words in the name of the Signoria ; then 
gave way gracefully, and let the king pass on. His presence 
of mind, which had failed him in the terrible crisis of the 
morning, had been a ready instrument this time. It was an 
excellent livery servant that never forsook him when danger 
was not visible. But when he was complimented on his 
opportune service, he laughed it off as a thing of no nioment| 
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and to those who had not witnessed it, let Gaddi have the 
credit of the improvised welcome. No wonder Tito was 
popular ; the touchstone by ■which men try us is most often 
their own vanity. 

Other things besides the oratorical welcome had turned out 
rather w'orse than had been expected. If everything had 
happened according to ingenious preconceptions, the Floren- 
tine procession of clergy and laity would not have found their 
way choked up, and been obliged to take a make-shift course 
through the back streets, so as to meet the king at the Gathe 
dral only. Also, if the young monarch under the^ canopy, 
seated on his charger with his lance upon his thigh, had 
looked more like a Charlemagne and less like a hastily 
modelled grotesque, the imagination of his admirers would 
have been much assisted. It might have been wished that 
the scourge of Italian wickedness and “Champion of the 
honor of women” had had a less miserable leg, and only the 
normal sum of toes; that his mouth had been of a less 
reptilian width of slit, his nose and head of a less exorbitant 
outline. But the thin leg rested on cloth of gold and pearls, 
and the face was only an interruption of a few square inches 
in the midst of black velvet and gold, and tbe blaze of rubies, 
and the brilliant tints of the embroidered and bepearled 
canopy — “/« gran magnificenza,*^ 

And the people had cried Francia^ Francia ! with an enthu- 
siasm proportioned to the splendor of the canopy which they 
had torn to pieces as their- spoil, according to immemorial 
custom ; royal lips had duly kissed the altar ; and after all 
mischances the royal person and retinue were lodged in the 
Palace of the Via Larga, the rest of the nobles and gentry 
were dispersed among the great houses of Florence, and the 
terrible soldiery were encamped in the Prato and other open 
quarters. The business of the day was ended. 

But the streets still presented a surprising aspect, such as 
Florentines had not seen before under the November stars. 
Instead of a gloom unbroken except by a lamp burning 
feebly here and there before a saintly image at the street 
corners, or by a stream of redder light from an open doorway, 
there were lamps suspended at the windows of all houses, so 
that men could walk along no less securely and commodiously 
than by day, — '■^fu gran niagn ificenza^ 

Along those illuminated streets Tito Melema was walking 
at about eight o’clock in the evening, on his way homeward. 
He had been exerting himself throughout the day under the 
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pressure of hidden anxieties, and had at last made his escape 
unnoticed from the midst of after-supper gaycty. Once at 
ioisure thoroughly to face and consider his circumstances, he 
hoped that he could so adjust himself to them and to all 
probabilities as to ^et rid of his childish fear. If he had 
only not been wanting in the presence of mind necessary 
to recognize Baldassarre under that surprise ! — it would 
have been happier for him on all accounts ; for he still winced 
under the sense that he was deliberately inflicting suffering 
on his father : he would very much have preferred that 
Baldassarre should be prosperous and happy. But he had left 
himself no second path now : there could be no conflict any 
longer ; the only thing he had to do was to take care of himself. 

While these thoughts were in his mind he was advancing 
from the Piazza di Santa Croce along the Via dei Benci, and 
as he neared the angle turning into the Borgo Santa Croce 
his ear was struck by a music which was not that of evening 
revelry, but of vigorous labor — the music of the anvil. Tito 
gave a slight start and quickened his pace, for the sounds 
had suggested a welcome thought. He knew that they came 
from the workshop of ^^iccold Caparra, famous resort of all 
Florentines who cared for curious and beautiful iron-work. 

What makes the giant at work so late ? ’’ thought Tito. 

But so much the better for me. I can do that little bit of 
business to-night instead of to-morrow morning.” 

Pre-occupied as he was, he could not help pausing a moment 
in admiration as he came in front of the workshop. The 
wide doorway, standing at the truncated angle of a great 
block or isle ” of houses, was surmounted by a loggia roofed 
with fluted tiles, and supported by stone columns with roughly 
carved capitals. Against the red light framed in by the out* 
line of the fluted tiles and columns stood in black relief the 
grand figure of Xiccolb, with his huge arms in rhythmic rise 
and fall, first hiding and then disclosing the profile of his firm 
mouth and powerful brow. Two slighter ebony figures, one 
at the anvil, the other at the bellows, served to set off his 
superior massiveness. 

Tito darkened the doorway with a very different outline, 
standing in silence, since it was useless to speak until Niccolb 
should deign to pause and notice him. That was not until 
the smith had beaten the head of an axe to the dne sharpness 
of edge and dismissed it from his anvil. But in the mean 
time Tito had satisfied himself by a glance round the shop 
that the object of which he was in search had not disap- 
peared. 
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Kiccol6 gave an unceremonious but good-humored nod as he 
turned from the anvil and rested his hammer on his hip. 

What is it, Messer Tito ? Business ? ” 

‘‘Assuredly, Niccol6; else I should not have ventured to 
interrupt you when you are working out of hours, since I take 
that as a sign that 3'our work is pressing.’’ 

“I’ve been at the same work all day — making axes and 
spear-heads. And every fool that has passed my shop has 
put his purapkiu-head in to say, ‘Niccolb, wilt thou not come 
and see the King of France and his soldiers ? ’ and I’ve 
answered, ‘ No : 1 don't want to see their faces — I want to 
see their backs.’ ” 

“ Are 3"Ou making arms for the citizens, then, Niccolb, that 
they may have something better than rusty scythes and spits 
in case of an uproar ? ’’ 

“We shall see. Anns are good, and Florence is likely to 
want them. The Frate tells us we shall get Pisa again, and I 
hold with the Frate ; but I should be glad to know bow the 
promise is to be fulfilled, if we don't get plenty of good 
weapons forged ? The Frate sees a long way before him ; 
that I believe. But he doesn’t see birds caught with winking 
at them, as some of our people try to make out. He sees 
sense, and not nonsense. But you're a bit of a Medioean, 
Messer Tito Melema. Ebbeue ! so I’ve been myself in my 
time, before the cask began to run sour. What's your busi- 
ness ? ” 

“ Simply to know the price of that fine coat of mail I saw 
hanging up Iiere the other day'. I want to it for a certain 
personage who needs a protection of that sort under his 
doublet.” 

“Let him come and bii3^ it himself, then,” said Niccolb, 
bluntly. “ I'm rather nice about what I sell, and whom I 
sell to. I like to know who’s my customer.” 

“ 1 know your scruples, Niccolb. But that is only defensive 
armor : it can hurt nobody.” 

“ True : but it may make the man who wears it feel himself 
all the safer if he should want to hurt somebody. No, no; 
it’.s not my owu work; but it’s fine work of Maso of Brescia; 
I should be loath for it to cover the heart of a scoundrel. I 
must know who is to wear it.” 

“Well, then, to be plain with 3"ou, Niccolb mio, T want it 
myself,” said Tito, knowing it was useless to try persuasion. 
“I’he fact is, I am likely to have a journe3" to take — and 
3’ou know what jouvnevdijg ib in these time.s. Vou don’t suS' 
pect nifi of treason against tbe^ Kepublic "C ” 
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“ No, I know no harm of 3 "ou,” said Niccol6, in his blunt 
way again. “But have you the money to pay for the coat ? 
For you’ve passed my shop often enough to know my sign : 
you’ve seen the burning account-books. I trust nobody. The 
price is twenty florins, and that’s because it’s second-hand. 
You’re not likely to have so much money with you. Let it be 
till to-morrow.” 

“ I happen to have the money,” said Tito, who had been 
winning at jday the day before, and had not emptied his purse. 
“ 1*11 carry the armor home with me.” 

Niccold reached down the finely wrought coat, which fell 
together into little more than two handfuls, 

“There, then,” he said, when the florins had been told 
down on his palm, “Take the coat. It’s made to cheat 
sword, or poniard, or arrow. But, for iny part, I would never 
put such a thing on. It’s like carrying fear about with one.” 

Niccol6’s words had an unpleasant intensity of meaning for 
Tito. But he smiled and said, — 

“ Ah, Niccolb, we scholars are all cowards. Handling the 
pen doesn’t thicken the arm as your hammer-wielding does. 
Addio!” 

He folded the armor under his mantle, and hastened across 
the Ponte Eubacoute, 


CHAPTER XXVH. 

THE YOUNG WIFE. 

While Tito was hastening across the bridge with the new- 
bought armor under his mantle, Romola was pacing up and 
down the old library, thinking of him and longing for his 
return. 

It was but a few fair faces that had not looked forth from 
windows that day to see the entrance of the French king and 
his nobles. One of the few was Romola’s. She had been 
present at no festivities since her father had died — died 
quite suddenly in his chair, three months before. 

“ Is not Tito coming to write ? ” he had said, when the bell 
had long ago sounded the usual hour in the evening. He had 
not asked before, from dread of a negative ; but Romola had 
seen by his listening face and restless movements that nothing 
else was in his mind. 
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father, lie had to go to a supper at the cardinaPs : you 
know he is wanted so much by every one," she answered in a 
tone of gentle excuse. 

Ah ! then perhaps he will bring some positive word about 
the library; the cardinal promised last week," said Bardo, 
apparently pacified by this hope. 

He was silent a little while ; then, suddenly flushing, he 
said, — 

“I must go on without him, Romola. Get the pen. He has 
brought me no new text to comment on ; but I must say what 
I want to say about the New Platonists. I shall die and 
nothing will have been done. Make haste, my Romola." 

I am ready, father," she said, the next minute, holding the 
pen in her hand. 

But there was silence. Romola took no note of this for a 
little while, acenstomed to pauses in dictation ; and when at 
last she looked round inquiringly, there was no change of 
attitude, 

“ I am quite ready, father ! ” 

Still Bardo was silent, and his silence was never again 
broken. 

Romola looked back on that hour with some indignation 
against herself, because even with the first outburst of her 
sorrow there had mingled the irrepressible thought, Perhaps 
my life with Tito will be more perfect now." 

For the dream of a triple life with an undivided sum of 
happiness had not been quite fulfilled. The rainbow-tinted 
shower of sweets, to have been perfectly typical, should have 
had some invisible seeds of bitterness mingled wirh them; 
the crowned Ariadne, under the snowing roses, had felt more 
and more the presence of unexpected thorns. It was not 
Tito's fault. Romola had continually assured herself. He was 
still all gentleness to her, and to her father also. But it was 
in the nature of things — she saw it clearl}’^ now — it was in 
the nature of things tliat no one but herself could go on 
month after month, and year after year, fulfilling patiently all 
her father's monotonous exacting demands. Even she, whose 
sympathy with her father had made all the passion and relig- 
ion of her young years, had not always been patient, had been 
inwardly very rebellious. It wtis true that before their mar- 
riage, and even for some time after, Tito had seemed more 
unwearying than herself ; but then, of course, the effort had 
the ease of novelty. We assume a load with confident readi- 
ness, and up to a certain point the growing irksomeness of 
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pressure is tolerable ; but at last the desire for relief can no 
longer be resisted. Komola said to herself that she had been 
very foolish and ignorant in her girlish time : she was wiser 
now, and would make no unfair demands on the man to whom 
she had given her best woman’s love and worship. The 
breath of sadness that still cleaved to her lot while she saw 
her father mouth after month sink from elation into new dis- 
appointment as Tito gave him less and less of his time, and 
made bland excuses for not continuing his own share of the 
joint work — that sadness was no fault of Tito’s, she said, but 
rather of their inevitable destiny. If he stayed less and less with 
her, why, that was because they could hardly ever be alone. 
His caresses were no less tender : if she pleaded timidly on 
any one evening that he should stay with her father instead 
of going to another engagement which was not peremptory, 
he excused himself with such charming gayety, he seemed to 
linger about her with such fond playfulness before he could 
quit her, that she could only feel a little heartache in the 
midst of her love, and then go to her father and tiy to soften 
his vexation and disappointment. But all the while inwardly 
her imagination was busy trying to see how Tito could be as 
good as she had thought he was, and yet find it impossible to 
sacrifice those pleasures of society which were necessarily 
more vivid to a bright creature like him than to the common 
run of men. She herself would have liked more gayety, more 
admiration: it was true, she gave it up willingly for her 
father’s sake — she would have given up much more than that 
for the sake even of a slight wish on Tito's part. It was 
clear that their natures differed widely ; but perhaps it was no 
more than the inherent difference between man and woman, 
that made her affections more absorbing. If there were any 
other difference she tried to persuade herself that the in- 
feriority was on her side. Tito was really kinder than she 
was, better tempered, less proud and resentful : he had no 
angry retorts, he met all complaints with perfect sweetness ; 
he only escaped as quietly as he could from things that were 
unpleasant. 

It belongs to every large nature, when it is not under the 
immediate power of some strong unquestioning emotion, to 
suspect itself, and doubt the truth of its own impressions, con- 
scious of possibilities-beyoud its own horizon. And Homola 
was urged to doubt herself the more by the necessity of inter- 
preting her disappointment in her life with Tito so as to sat- 
isfy at once her love and her pride. Disappointment ? Yes, 
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there was no other milder word that would tell the truth, 
Terhaps all womea had to suffer the disappoiutmeut ot igno- 
rant hopes, if she only knew their experience. Still, there had 
been something peculiar in her lot : her relation to her lather 
had claimed unusual sacrifices from her husband. Tito had 
once thought that his love would make those sacrihces easy; 
his love had not been great enough for that. She was not 
justified in resenting a self-delusion. No I resentment must 
not rise ; all endurance seemed easy to Romola rather than a 
state of mind in which she would admit to herself that Tito 
acted unworthily. If she had felt a new heartache in the sol- 
itary hours with her father through the last months of his life, 
it had been by no inexcusable fault of her husband’s ; and now 
— it was a hope that would make its presence felt even in the 
first moments when her father’s place was empty — there was 
no longer any importunate claim to divide her from Tito ; their 
young lives would flow in one current, and their true marriage 
would begin. 

But the sense of something like guilt towards her father in 
a hope that grew- out of his death, gave all the more force to the 
anxiety with which she dwelt on the means of fulfilling his 
supreme wish. That piety towards his memory was all the 
atonement she could make now fora thought that seemed akin 
to joy at his loss. The laborious simple life, pure from vulgar 
corrupting ambitions, embittered by the frustration of the 
dearest hopes, imprisoned at last in total darkness — a long 
seed-time without a harvest — was at an end now, and all that 
remained of it besides the tablet in Santa Croce and the unfin- 
ished commentary on Tito's text, was the collection of manu- 
scripts and antiquities, the fruit of half a century’s toil and 
fiugality. The fulfilment of her father's lifelong ambition 
about this library was a sacramental obligation for Romola. 

The precious relic was safe from creditors, for when the defi- 
cit towards their payment had been ascertained, Bernardo del 
Nero, though he was far from being among the wealthiest 
Florentines, had advanced the necessary sum of about a thou- 
sand florins — a large sum in those days — accepting a lien on 
the collecciou as a security. 

The State will repay me,’’ he had said to Romola, making 
light of the service, which had really cost him some inconven- 
ience. “ If the cardinal finds a building, as he seems to say he 
will, our Signoria may consent to do the rest, I have no chil- 
dren, I can afford the risk.’^ 

But within the last ten days all hopes in the Medici had come 
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to an end: and the famous Medicean collections in the Via 
Larga were themselves in danger of dispersion. French agents 
had already begun to see that such very fine antique gems as 
Lorenzo had collected belonged by right to the first nhtion in 
Europe; and the Florentine State, which had got possession of 
the Medicean library, was likely to be glad of a customer for it. 
With a war to recover Visa hanging over it, and with the cer- 
tainty of having to pay large subsidies to the French king, the 
JState was likely to prefer money to manuscripts. 

To Roinola these grave political changes had gathered their 
chief interest from their bearing on the fulfilment of her fath- 
er’s wish. She had been brought up in learned seclusion from 
the inteiests of actual life, and had been accustomed to think 
of heroic deeds and great principles as something antithetic to 
the vulgar present, of the Puyx and the Forum as something 
more worthy of attention than the councils of living Florentine 
men. And now the expulsion of the Medici meant little more 
for her than the extinction of her best hope about her father's 
library. The times, she knew, were unpleasant for friends of 
the Medici, like her god-father and Tito : superstitious shop- 
keepers and the stupid rabble were full of suspicions ; but her 
new keen interest in public events, in the outbieak of war, in 
the issue of the French king’s visit, in the changes that were 
likely to happen in the State, was kindled solely by the sense 
of love and duty to her father's memory. All Roniola's 
ardor had been concentrated in her affections Her share in 
her father’s learned pursuits had been for her little more than 
a toil which was borne for his sake; and Tito’s aiiy brilliant 
faculty had no attraction for her that was not meiged in the 
deeper sympathies that belong to young love ard trust. 
Romola had had contact with no mind that could stir the 
larger possibilities of her natuie ; they lay folded ard crushed 
like embryonic wings, making no element in her consciousness 
beyond an occasional vague uneasiness. 

But this new personal interest of hers in public affairs had 
made her care at last to understand piecisely what influence 
Fra G-irolarao’s preaching was likely to have on the turn of 
events. Changes in the form of the State were talked of, and 
all she could learn from Tito, whose secretaryship and service- 
able talents carried him into the heart of public Easiness, 
made her only the more eager to fill out her lonely day by 
going to hear for herself what it was that was just now lead- 
ing all Florence by the ears. This morning, for the first time, 
she had been to hear one the Advent sermons in the 



226 


ROMOLA. 


Duomo. When Tito had left her, she had formed a sudden 
resolution, and after visiting the spot u^here her father \vas 
buried in Santa Croce, had walked on to the Duomo. The mem- 
ory of *that last scene with Dino was still vivid within her 
whenever she recalled it, but it had receded behind the experi- 
ence and anxieties of her married life. The new sensibilities 
and questions which it had half awakened in her were quieted 
again by that subjection to her husband’s mind which is feh 
by every wife who loves her husband with passionate devoted- 
ness and full reliance. She remembered the effect of Fra 
Girolamo’s voice and presence on her as a ground for expect- 
ing that his sermon might move her in spite of his being a nar- 
row-minded monk. But the sermon did no more than slightly 
deepen her previous impression, that this fanatical preacher of 
tribulations was after all a man towards whom it might be 
possible for her to feel personal regard and reverence. The 
denunciations and exhortations simply arrested her attention. 
She felt no terror, no pangs of conscience ; it was the roll o£ 
distant thunder, that seemed grand, but could not shake her. 
But when she heard Savonarola invoke martyrdom, she sobbed 
with the rest: she felt herself penetrated with a new sensa- 
tion — a strange sympathy with something apart from all the 
definable interests of her life. It was not altogether unlike 
the thrill wliich had accompanied certain rare heroic touches 
in history and poetry ; but the resemblance was as that between 
the memory of music, and the sense of being possessed by 
actual vibrating harmonies. 

But that transient emotion, strong as it was, seemed to lie 
quite outside the inner chamber and sanctuary of her life. 
She was not thinking of Fra Girolamo now ; she was listening 
anxiously for the step of her husband. During these three 
months of their double solitude she had thought of each day 
as an epoch in which their union might begin to be more per- 
fect. She was conscious of being sometimes a little too sad or 
too urgent about what concerned her father’s memory — a lit- 
tle too critical or coldly silent when Tito narrated the things 
that were said and done in the world he frequented — a little 
too hasty in suggesting that by living quite simply as her 
father had done, they might become rich enough to pay Ber- 
nardo del Nero, and reduce the difficulties about the library. 
It was not possible that Tito could feel so strongly on this 
last point as she did, and it was asking a great deal from him 
to give up luxuries for which he really labored. The next time 
Tito came home she would be careful to suppress all those 
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promptings that seemed to isolate her from him. Romolawas 
laboring, as a loving woman must, to subdue her nature to her 
husband’s. The great need of her heai’t compelled her to 
strangle, with desperate resolution, every rising impulse of 
suspicion, pride, and resentment ; she felt equal to any self- 
infliction that would save her from ceasing to love. That 
would have been like the hideous nightmare in which the 
world had seemed to break away all round her, and leave her feet 
overhanging the darkness. Romola had never distinctly imag- 
ined such a future for herself ; she was only beginning to feel 
the presence of effort in that clinging trust which had once 
been mere repose. 

She waited and listened long, for Tito had not come 
straight home after leaving Kiccolo Caparra, and it was more 
than two hours after the time when he was crossing the Ponte 
Rubacoute that Romola heard the great door of the court 
turning on its hinges, and hastened to the head of the stone 
steps. There was a lamp hanging over the stairs, and they 
could see each other distinctly as he ascended. The eighteen 
months had produced a more definable change in Romola’s 
face than in Tito’s ; the expression was more subdued, less 
cold, and more beseeching, and, as the pink flush overspread 
her face now, in her joy that the long waiting wns at an end, 
she was much lovelier than on the day when Tito had first 
seen her. On that day, any on-looker would have said that 
Romola’s nature was made to command, and Tito’s to bend; 
yet now Roiuola’s mouth was quivering a little, and there was 
some timidity in her glance. 

He made an effort to smile, as she said, — 

“ My Tito, you are tired ; it has been a fatiguing day : is it 
not true ? ” 

Maso was there, and no more was said until they had 
crossed the ante-chamber and closed the door of the library 
behind them. The wood was burning brightly on the great 
dogs ; that was one welcome for Tito, late as he was, and 
Romola’s gentle voice was another. 

He just turned and kissed her when she took off his 
mantle ; then he went towards a high-backed chair placed for 
him near the fire, threw himself into it, and flung away his 
cap, saying, not peevishly, but in a fatigued tone of remon- 
strance, as he gave a slight shudder, — 

“ Romola, I wish you would give up sitting in this library. 
Surely our own rooms are pleasanter in this chill weather.” 

R(»inola felt hurt. She had never seen Tito so indifferent 
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ia his manner; he was usually full of lively solicitous atten-i 
tion. And she had thought so much of his return to her aftei 
the long day’s absence ! He must be very weary. 

I wonder you have forgotten, Tito,” she answered, looking 
at him anxiously, as if she wanted to read an excuse for hini 
in the signs of bodily fatigue. “ You know I am making the 
catalogue on the new plan that my father wished for ; you 
have not time to help me, so I must work at it closely.” 

Tito, instead of meeting RoiuoU’s glance, closed his eyes 
and rubbed his hands over his face and hair. He felt he was 
behaving unlike himself, but he would make amends to-mor- 
row. The terrible resurrection of secret fears, which, if 
Romola had known them, would have alienated her from him 
forever, caused him to feel an alienation already begun be- 
tween them — caused him to feel a certain repulsion towards 
a woman from whose mind he was in danger. The feeling 
had taken hold of him unawares, and he was vexed wdth him 
self for behaving in this new cold way to her. He could not 
suddenly command any affectionate looks or words ; he cou^d 
only exert himself to say what might serve as an excuse. 

“ I am not well, Romola ; you must not be surprised if I 
am peevish.” 

‘^Ah, you have had so much to tire you to-day,” said 
Romola, kneeling down close to him, and laying her arm on 
his chest while she put his hair back caressingly. 

Suddenly she drew her arm away with a start, and a gaze of 
alarmed inquiry. 

“ What have you got under your tunic, Tito ? Something 
as hard as iron.” 

** It is iron — it is chain-armor,” he said at once. He 
was prepared for the surprise and the question, and he 
spoke quietly, as of sometliing that he was not hurried to 
explain. 

“ There was some unexpected danger to-day, then ? ” said 
Romola. in a tone of conjecture- “ Yon had it lent to you for 
the procession ? ” 

it is my own. I shall be obliged to wear it con 
stantly, for some time.” 

“What is it that threatens you. my Tito?” said Romola, 
looking terrified, and clinging to him again. 

“Every one is threatened in tlieso times, who is not a rabid 
enemy of the Medici. Don’t look distressed, my Romola — 
this armor will make me safe against covert attar^ks.” 

Tito put his hand on her neck and smiled. This little di.i' 
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logue about the armor had broken through the new crust, and 
made a channel for the sweet habit of kindness. 

“ But my godfather, then,” said Roinola; “is not he, too, in 
danger ? And he takes no precautions — ought lie not ? since 
he must surely be in more danger than you, who have so little 
influence compared with him,” 

“ It ia just because I am less important that I am in more 
danger,” said Tito, readily. “ I am suspected constantly of 
being an envoy. And men like Messer Bernardo are protected 
by their position and their extensive family connections, which 
spread among all parties, while I am a Gi'eek that nobody 
would avenge,” 

“ But, Tito, is it a fear of some particular person, or only a 
vague sense of danger, that has made you think of wearing 
this ? ” Romola was unable to repel the idea of a degrading 
feai* in Tito, which mingled itself with her anxiety, 

“ I have had special threats,” said Tito, “ but I must beg 
you to be silent on the subject, my Romola. I shall consider 
that you have broken my confidence, if you mention it to 
your godfather.” 

“Assuredlj" I will not mention it,” said Romola, blushing, 
“ if you wish it to be a secret. But, dearest Tito,” she added, 
after a moment’s pause, in a tone of loving anxiety, “ it will 
make you very wretched.” 

“ What will make me wretched ? ” he said, with a scarcely 
perce}jtible movement across his face, as from some darting 
sensation. 

“ This fear — this heavy armor. I can’t help shuddering as 
I feel it under my arm. I could fancy it a story of enchant- 
ment — that some malignant fiend had changed your sensitive 
human skin into a hard shell. It seems so unlike my bright, 
light-hearted Tito ! ” 

“Then you would rather have your husband exposed to 
danger, w'hen he leaves you ? ” said Tito, smiling. “ If you 
don’t mind my being poniarded or shot, why need I mind ? I 
will give up the armor — shall I ? ” 

“No, Tito, no. I am -fanciful. Do not heed what I have 
said. But such crimes are surely not common in Florence ? 
I have always heard my father and godfather say so. Have’ 
they become frequent lately ? ” 

“It is not unlikely they will become frequent, with the 
bitter hatreds that are being bred continually.” 

Romola was silent a few moments. She shrank from in- 
sisting further on the subject of the armor. She tried to 
shake it off. 
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“ Tell me what has happened to-day,” she said, in a cheerful 
tone. “ Has all gone off well ? ” 

“Excellently well. First of all, the rain came and put an 
end to Luca Corsini's oration, which nobody wanted to hear, 
and a ready-tongued personage — some say it was Gaddi, 
some say it was Alelema, but really it was done so quickly no 
one knows who it was — had the honor of giving the Cris- 
tianissimo the briefest possible welcome in bad French,” 
“Tito, it was you, I know,” said Romola, smiling brightly, 
and kissing him, “ How is it you never care about claiming 
anything ? And after that ? ” 

“ Oh 1 after that, there wjis a shower of armor and jewels 
and trappings, such as you saw at the last Florentine ffiostra, 
only a great deal more of them. There was strutting, and 
prancing, and confusion, and scrambling, and the people 
shouted, and the Cristianissimo smiled from ear to ear. And 
after that there was a great deal of flattery, and eating, and 
play. I was at Tornabuoni^s. I wdll tell you about it tO' 
morrow,” 

“ Yes, dearest, never mind now. But is there any more 
hope that things will end peaceably for Florence, that the 
Republic will not get into fresh troubles ? ” 

Tito gave a shrug. “ Florence will have no peace but what 
it pays well for ; that is clear,” 

Romola^s face saddened, but sbe checked herself, and said, 
cheerfully, “ You would not guess where I went to-day, Tito 
I went to the Duomo, to hear Fra Girolamo.” 

Tito looked startled ; he had immediately thought of Bal- 
dassarre’s entrance into the Duomo ; but Eomolagave his look 
another meaning. 

“ Yon ai'e surprised, ai*e you not ? It was a sudden thought. 
I want to know all about the public affairs now, and I deter- 
mined to hear for myself what the Frate promised the people 
about this French invasion.” 

“ Well, and what did you think of the prophet ? ” 

“ He certainly has a very mysterious power, that man. A 
great deal of his sermon was what 1 expected; but once I was 
strangely moved — I sobbed with the rest.” 

“ Take care, Romola,” said Tito, pla^’fully, feeling relieved 
that she had said nothing about Baldassarre; “you have a 
touch of fanaticism in you. I shall have you seeing visions, 
like your brother.” 

“ No ; it was the same with every one else. He carried 
them all with him ; unless it were that gross Dolfo Spiui, 
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whom I saw there making grimaces. There was even a 
wretched-looking man, with a rope round his neck — an 
escaped prisoner, I should think, who had run in for shelter 
— a very wild-eyed old man: I saw him with great tears 
rolling down his cheeks, as he looked and listened quite 
eagerly,” 

There was a slight pause before Tito spoke. 

saw the man,” he said, — “the prisoner. I was outside 
the Duomo with Lorenzo Tornabuoni when he ran in. He 
had escaped from a French soldier. Did you see him when 
you came out ? ” 

“ No, he W3nt out with our good old Piero di Cosimo. T 
saw Piero come in and cut off his rope, and take him out of 
the church. But you want rest, Tito ? You feel ill ? ” 

“Yes,” said Tito, rising. The horrible sense that he must 
live in continual dread of what Baldassarre had said or done 
pressed upon him like a cold weight. 


CHAPTER XXVIIL 

THE PAINTED RECORD. 

Four days later, Romola was on her way to the house of 
Piero di Cosimo, in the Via Gualfonda. Some of the streets 
through which she had to pass were lined with Frenchmen who 
were gazing at Florence, and with Florentines who were 
gazing at the French, and the gaze was not on either side 
entirely friendly and admiring. The first nation in Europe, 
of necessity finding itself, when out of its own country, in 
the presence of general inferiority, naturally assumed an air 
of conscious pre-eminence; and the Florentines, who had 
taken such pains to play the host amiably, were getting into 
the worst humor with their too superior guests. 

For after the first smiling compliments and festivities were 
over — after wondrous Mysteries with unrivalled machinery 
of floating clouds and angels had been presented in churches 
— after the royal guest had honored Florentine dames with 
much of his Idlest Christian ogling at balls and suppers, and 
business had begun to be talked of — it appeared that the 
new Charlemagne regarded Florence as a conquered city, in- 
asmuch as he had entered it with his lance in rest, talked of 
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leaving his viceroy behind him, and had thoughts of bringing 
back the Medici. Singular logic this appeared to be on the 
nart of an elect instrument of (iod ! since the policy of Piero 
de’ Medici, disowned by the people, had been the only offence 
of Florence against the majesty of France. And Florence 
was determined not to submit. The determination was being 
expressed very strongly in consultations of citizens inside the 
Old Palace, and it was beginning to show itself on the broad 
flags of the streets and piazza wherever there was an opportu- 
nity of flouting an insolent Frenchman. Under these circum- 
stances the streets were not altogether a pleasant promenade 
for well-bom women 5 but Romola, shrouded in her black veil 
and mantle, and with old Maso by her side, felt secure enough 
from impertinent observation. 

And she was impatient to visit Piero di Cosimo. A copy 
of her father’s portrait as (Edipus, which he had long ago 
undertaken to make for her, was not yet finished ; and Piero 
was so uncertain in his work — sometimes, when the demand 
was not peremptory, laying aside a picture for months; some- 
times thrusting it into a corner or coffer, where it w’as likely 
to be utterly forgotten — that she felt it necessary to watch 
over his progress. She was a favorite with the painter, and 
he was inclined to fulfil any wish of hers, but no general 
inclination could be trusted as a safeguard against his sudden 
whims. He had told her the week before that the picture 
would perhaps be finished by this time; and Roinola was 
nervously anxious to have in her possession a copy of the 
only portrait existing of her father in the days of his blind- 
ness. lest his image should grow dim in her mind. The sense 
of defect in her devotedness to him made her cling with all 
the force of compunction as well as affection to the duties of 
memory. Love does not aim simply at the conscious good of 
the beloved object : it is not satisfied without perfect loyalty 
of heart ; it aims at its own completeness. 

Bomola, by special favor, was allowed to intrude upon the 
painter without previous notice. She lifted the iron slide 
and called Piero in a flute-like tone, as the little maiden with 
the eggs had done in Tito’s presence. Piero was quick in 
answering, but w'hen he opened the door he accounted for his 
quickness in a manner that was not complimentary. 

“ Ah, Madonna Romola, is it you ? I thought jxiy eggs 
were come ; I wanted them.” 

“I have brought you something better than haid eggs, 
Piero. Maso has got a little basket full of cakes and confetti 
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for you/’ said Eomola, smiling, as she put back her veil. She 
took the basket from Maso, and stepping into the house, 
said, — 

I know you like these things when you can have them 
without trouble. Confess you do.” 

“Yes, when they come to me as easily as the light does,” 
said Piero, folding his arms and looking down at the sweet< 
meats as Romola uncovered them and glanced at him archly, 
“ And they are come along with the light now,” he added, 
lifting his eyes to her face and hair with a painter’s admirar 
tion, as her hood, dragged by the weight of her veil, fell 
backward. 

“ But I know what the sweetmeats are for,” he went on ; 
“they are to stop my mouth while you scold me. Well, go 
on into the next room, and you will see I’ve done something 
to the picture since you saw it, though it's not finished yet. 
But I didn’t promise, you know : I take care not to promise : — 

“ ^ Chi proinette e non luantlene 
L’anima sua non va mai bene.’ ” 

The door opening on the wild garden was closed now, and 
the painter was at work. Not at Romola’s picture, however 
That was standing on the floor, propped against the wall, and 
Piero stooped to lift it, that he might carry it into the proper 
light. But in lifting away this picture, he had disclosed 
another — the oil-sketch of Tito to which he had made an 
important addition within the last few days. It was so much 
smaller than the other picture, that it stood far within it, and 
Piero, apt to forget "where he had placed anything, was not 
aware of what he had revealed as, peering at some detail in 
the painting which he held in his hands, he went to place it 
on an easel. But Bomola exclaimed, flushing with astonish- 
ment, — 

“ That is Tito ! ” 

Piero looked round, and gave a silent shrug. He was 
vexed at his own forgetfulness. 

She was still looking at the sketch in astonishment ; but 
presently she turned towards the painter, and said with 
puzzled alarm, — 

“ What a strange picture ! When did yon paint it ? What 
does it mean ? ” 

“ A mere fancy of mine,” said Piero, lifting off his skull- 
cap, scratching his head, and making the usual grimace by 
whicli he avoided the betrayal of any feeling. “ I wanted a 
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handsome young face for it, and your husband’s was just the 
thing.” 

He went forward, stooped down to the picture, and lifting 
it away with its back to Romola, pretended to be giving it a 
passing examination, before putting it aside as a thing not 
good enough to show. 

But Romola, who had the fact of the armor in her mind, 
and was penetrated by this strange coincidence of things 
which associated Tito with the idea of fear, went to his elbow 
and said, — 

Don’t put it away; let me look again. That man Avith 
the rope round his neck — I saw him — I sbav you come to 
him in the Duoino. What was it that made you put him into 
a picture with Tito ? ” 

Piero saAv no better resource than to tell part of the truth. 

“ It was a mere accident. The man was running away — 
running up the steps, and caught hold of your husband ; I 
suppose he had stumbled. I haj>x>ened to be there, and saw 
it, and I thought the savage-looking old fellow vr&s a good 
subject. But it’s worth nothing — it’s only a freakish daub 
of mine.” Piero ended contemptuously, moving the sketch 
away with an air of decision, and putting it on a high shelf. 
“Come and look at the (Edipus.” 

He had shown a little too nmch anxiety in putting the 
sketch out of her sight, and had produced the very impression 
he had sought to prevent — that there Avas reallj something 
unpleasant, something disadvantageous to Tito, in the circum- 
stances out of which the picture arose. But this impression 
silenced her: her pride and delicacy shrank from questioning 
further, Av^bere questions might seem to imply that she could 
entertain even a slight suspicion against her husband. She 
merely said, in as quiet a tone as she could, — 

“He Avas a strange piteous-looking man, that prisoner. Do 
you know anything more of him ? ” 

“No more: I slioAv^ed him the way to the hospital, that’s 
all. See, noAv, the face of CEdixms is pretty nearly finished ; 
tell me what you think of it/’ 

Romola now gave her whole attention to her father’s 
portrait, standing in long silence before it. 

“Ah,” she said at last, “you have done Avhat I wanted. 
You liave given it more of the listening look. My good 
Piero ” — she turned toAvards him with bright moist eyes — 
“ I am very grateful to you.” 

“Now that’s Avhat I can’t bear in you women,” said Piero^ 
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turning impatiently, and kicking aside the objects that 
littered the floor — “ you are always pouring out feelings where 
there’s no call for them. Why should you be grateful to me 
for a picture you pay me for, especially when I make you 
wait for it ? And if I paint a picture, I suppose it’s for my 
own pleasure and credit to paint it well, eh ? Are you to 
thank a man for not being a rogue or a noodle ? It's enough 
if he himself thanks Messer Domeiieddio, who has made him 
neither the one nor the other. But women think walls are 
held together with honey.” 

“You crusty Piero! I forgot how snappish you are. Here, 
put this nice sweetmeat in your mouth,” said Romola, smiling 
through her tears, and taking something very crisp and sweet 
from the little basket. 

Piero accepted it very much as that proverbial bear that 
dreams of pears might accept an exceedingly mellow “ swan- 
egg” — really liking the gift, but accustomed to have his 
pleasures and pains concealed under a shaggy coat. 

“It’s good, Madonna Antigone,” said iMero, putting his 
fingers in the basket for another. He had eaten nothing but 
hard eggs for a fortnight. Romola stood opposite him, feeling 
her new anxiet3^ suspended for a little while by the sight of 
this Jicure enjoyment. 

“Good-b}', Piero,” she said, presently, setting down the 
basket, “I promise not to thank ^'’ou if you finish the 
portrait soon and well. I will tell j'ou, you were bound to 
do it for y our own credit.” 

“Good,” said Piero, curtly, helping her with much deftness 
to fold her mautle and veil round her. 

“ I’m glad she asked no more questions about that sketch,” 
he thought, when he had closed the door behind her. “I 
should be sorry for her to guess that I thought her fine 
husband a good model for a coward. But I made light of it ; 
she’ll not think of it again.” 

Piero was too sanguine, as open-hearted men are apt to be 
when they attempt a little clever simulation. The thought 
of the picture pressed more and more on Romola as she 
walked homeward. She could not help putting together the 
two facts of the chain armor and the encounter mentioned by 
Piero between her husband and the prisoner, which had 
happened on the morning of the day when the armor was 
adopted. That look of terror which the painter had given 
Tito, had he seen it ? What could it all mean ? 

“ It means nothing,” she tried to assure herself, “It was a 
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mere coincidence. Shall I ask Tito about it ? ” Her mind 
said at last, “No; I will not question him about anything he 
did not tell me spontaneously. It is an offence against the 
tnist I owe him/' Her heart said, “ I dare not ask him/' 
There was a terrible flaw in the trust; she was afraid of 
any basi^ movemeut, as men are who hold something precious 
and want to believe that it is not broken. 


CHAPTER XXIX. 

A MOMEN^T OF TRIUMPH. 

**The old fellow has vanished; went on towards Arezzo the 
next morning ; not liking the smell of the French, I sup- 
pose, after being their prisoner. I went to the hospital to 
inquire after him ; I wanted to know if those broth-making 
monks had found out whether he was in his right mind or 
not. However, they said he showed no signs of madness — 
only took no notice of questions, and seemed to be planting a 
vine twenty miles off. He was a my.sterious old tiger. I 
should have liked to know something more about him." 

It was in Nello's shop that Piero di Cosimo was speaking, 
on the twenty-fourth of November, just a week after the 
entrance of the French. There was a party of six or seven 
assembled at the rather unusual hour of three in the after- 
noon ; for it was a day on which all Florence was excited by 
the prospect of some decisive political event. Every lounging- 
place was full, and every shopkeeper who had no wife or 
deputy to leave in charge, stood at his door with his thumbs 
in his belt ; while the streets were constantly sprinkled with 
artisans pausing or passing la/ily like floating splinters, ready 
to rush forward impetuously if any object attracted them. 

Nello had been thrumming the lute as he half sat on the 
board against the shop-window, and kept an outlook towards 
the piazza. 

“Ah,’’ he said, laying down the lute, with emphasis, “I 
would not for a gold florin have missed that sight of the 
French soldiers waddling in their broad shoes after their 
runaway prisoners ! That comes of leaving my shop to shave 
magnificent china. It is always so : if ever I quit this navel 
of the earth something takes the opportunity of happening 
in my piazza.” 
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“Yes, you ought to have been there,” said Piero, in his 
biting way, “just to see your favorite Greek look as frightened 
as if Satan asso had laid hold of him. I like to see your 
ready-smiling Messeri ca\ight in a sudden wind and obliged to 
show their lining in spite of themselves. What color do you 
think a man's liver is, who looks like a bleached deer as soon 
as a chance stranger lays hold of him suddenly ? ” 

“ Piero, keep that vinegar of thine as sauce to thine own 
eggs ! What is it against my bel erudito that he looked 
startled when he felt a pair of claws upon him and saw an 
unchained madman at his elbow ? Your scholar is not like 
those beastly Swiss and Germans, whose heads are only fit for 
battering-rams, and who have such large appetites that they 
think nothing of taking a cannon-ball before breakfast. We 
Florentines count some other qualities in a man besides that 
vulgar stuff called braveiy, which is to be got by hiring 
dunderheads at so much per dozen. I tell you, as soon as 
men found out that they had more brains than oxen, they set 
the oxen to draw for them ; and when we Florentines found 
out that we had more brains than other men, we set them to 
fight for us.” 

“Treason, iN'ello!” a voice called out from the inner sane- 
turn ; “ that is not the doctrine of the State. Florence is 
grinding its weapons ; and the last well-authf»nticated vision an- 
nounced by the Frate was Mars standing on the Palazzo Vec- 
cliio with bis arm on the shoulder of San Giovanni Battista, 
who was offering him a piece of honeycomb.” 

“ It is well, Francesco,” said Nello. “ Florence has a few 
thicker skulls that may do to bombard Pisa with; there will 
still be the finer spirits left at home to do the thinking and 
the shaving, A nd as for our Piero here, if he makes such a 
point of valor, let him carry his biggest brush for a weapon 
and his palette for a shield, and challenge the wddest mouthed 
Swiss he can see in the Prjito to a single combat.” 

“ Fa, Nello,” growled Piero, “thy tongue luns on as usual, 
liker a mill when the Arno’s full — whether there’s grist or 
not.” 

“ Excellent grist, T tell thee. For it would be as reasonable 
to expect a grizzled painter like thee to Le fond of getting a 
javelin inside thee as to expect a man whose wits have been 
sharpened on the classics to like having his handsome face 
clawed by a wild beast” 

“ There you go, supposing you’ll get people to put ^eir legs 
into a sack because you call it a pair of hosen,” said Flora 
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“Who said anything about a wild beast, or about an unarmed 
man rushing on battle ? Fighting is a trade, and it^s not my 
trade. I should be a fool to run after danger, but I could face 
it if it came to me.” 

“How is it you're so afraid of the thunder, then, my 
Piero ? ” said Nello, determined to chase down the accuser. 
“You ought to be able to understand why one man is shaken 
by a thing that seems a trifle to others — you who hide your- 
self with the rats as soon as a storm comes on.” 

“That is because I have a particular sensibility to loud 
sounds : it has nothing to do with my courage or my con- 
science.” 

“ Well, and Tito ^lelema may have a peculiar sensibility to 
being laid hold of unexpectedly by prisoners who have run 
away from French soldiers. Men are born with antipathies ; 
I myself can’t abide the smell of mint. Tito was born with 
an antipathy to old prisoners who stumble and clutch. 
Ecco ! ” 

There was a general laugh at Nello’s defence, and it was 
clear that Piero's disinclination towards Tito was not shared 
by the company. The painter, with his undecipherable gri- 
mace, took the tow from his scarsella and stuffed his ears in 
indignant contempt, while Nello went on triumphantly, — 

“ No, my Piero, I can’t afford to have my bel erxidiio de- 
cried ; and Florence can’t afford it either, with her scholars 
moulting off her at the early age of forty. Our Phoenix Pico 
just gone straight to Paradise, as the Frate has informed us ; 
and the incomparable Poliziano, not two months since, gone to 
— well, well, let us hope he is not gone to the eminent scholars 
in the Malebolge. 

“By the way,” said Francesco Cei, “have 3-011 heard that 
Camilla Eucellai has outdone the Frate in her prophecies ? 
She prophesied two 3-ears ago that Pico would die in the time 
of lilies. He has died in November. ^ Not at all the time of 
lilies,’ said the scorners. 'Go to!’ sa3’S Camilla; 'it is the 
lilies of France I meant, and it seems to me they are close 
enough under 30111* nostrils.’ I say, 'Euge. Camilla!’ If the 
Frate can prove that any one of his visions lias been as well 
fulfilled, I’ll declare myself a Piagnone to-morrow.’’ 

“You are something too flippant about the Frate, Fran- 
cesco,” said Pietro Cennini, the scholarly. “We are all in- 
debted to liim in these weeks for preaching peace and quietness, 
and the la3’ing aside of part3’' quarrels, The3' arc men of small 
discernment who would be glad to see the people slipping the 
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Frate’s leash just now. And if the Most Christian King if 
obstinate about the treaty to-day, and will not sign what is 
fair and honorable to Florence, Fra Girolamo is the man we 
must trust in to bring him to reason.” 

“You speak truth, Messer Pietro,” said Xel’oj “the Prate 
is one of the lirmest nails Florence has to hang on — at least, 
that is the opinion of tlie most respectable chins I have the 
honor of shaving. But young Messer Niccolo was saying here 
the other morning — and doubtless Francesco means the same 
thing — there is as wonderful a power of stretching in the 
meaning of visions as in Dido's bull’s hide. It seems to me a 
dream may mean whatever comes after it. As our Franco 
Sacchetti says, a woman di*eam& ovei-night of a serpent biting 
her, breaks a drinking-cup the next day, and cries out, ‘Look 
you, I thought something would happen — it's plain now w^hat 
the serpent meant.' ” 

“But the Frate’s visions are not of that sort,” said Cronaca. 
“He not only says what will happen — that the Church will 
be scourged and renovated, and the heathens converted — he 
says it sliall happen (luickly. He is no slippery pretender 
who provides loopholes for himself, he is ” — 

“ What is this ? w'^hat is this ? ” exclaimed Nello, jumping 
o£F the board, and putting his head out at the door, “ Here 
are people streaming into the piazza, and shouting. Some- 
thing must have happened in the Via Larga. Aha ! ” he burst 
forth w ith delighted astonishment, stepping out laughing and 
waving his cap. 

All tlie rest of the company hastened to the door. News 
from the Via Larga was just w'hat they had been waiting for. 
But if the neivs had come into the piazza, they were not a lit- 
tle surprised at the form of its advent. Carried above the 
shoulders of the people, on a bench apparently snatched up in 
the sti*eet, sat Tito i^Ielema, in smiling amusement at the com- 
pulsion he was under. His cap had slipped off his head, and 
hung by the beechetto which ivas wound loosely round his 
neck ; and as he saw the group at Nello’s door he lifted up his 
fingers in beckoning recognition. The next minute he had 
leaped from the bench on to a cart filled with bales, that stood 
in the broad space between the Baptistery and the steps of 
the Duomo, while the people swarmed round him with the 
noisy eagerness of poultry expecting to be fed. Rut there 
was silence when he began to speak in his clear mellow voice, — 

“ Citizens of Florence 1 I have no warrant to tell the news 
except your will. But the news is good, and will harm no 
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man in the telling. The Most Christian King is signing a 
treaty that is honorable to Florence. But you owe it to one 
of 3 ^oiir citizens who spoke a word worthy of the ancient 
Komans — you owe it to Piero Capponi ! ” 

Immediately there was a roar of voices. 

“ Capponi ! Capponi ! AYhat said our Piero ? ” “ Ah ! he 
wouldn’t stand being sent from Herod to Pilate ! We knew 
Piero ! ” “ Orsli / Tell us, what did he say ? ” 

When the roar of insistence had subsided a little, Titc 
began again, — 

The Most Christian King demanded a little too much — 
was obstinate — said at last, ‘1 shall order my ti-unipets to 
sound.’ Then, Florentine citizens ! your Piero Capponi, 
speaking with the voice of a free city, said, ‘ If you sound 
your trumpets, we will ring our bells!’ He snatched the 
copy of the dishonoring conditions from the hands of the 
secretary, tore it in pieces, and turned to leave the royal 
presence.” 

Again there were loud shouts — and again impatient de- 
mands for more. 

Then, Florentines, the high majesty of France felt, per- 
haps for the first time, all the majesty of a free city. And 
the jMost Christian King himself hastened from his place to 
call Picro Capponi back. The great spirit of your Florentine 
city did its woik by a great word, without need of the great 
actions that lay ready behind it. And the King has con- 
sented to sign the treaty, which preserves the honor, as well 
as the safety, of Florence. The banner of France will float 
over ever}' Florentine galley in sign of amity and common 
privilege, but above that banner will be written the word, 

‘ Liberty 1 ’ 

“ That is all the news I have to tell ; is it not enough ? — 
since it is for the glory of every one of you, citizens ot Flor- 
ence, that you have a fellow-citizen who knows how to speak 
your will.” 

As the shouts rose again, Tito looked round with inward 
amusement at the various tu’owd, each of whom was elated 
^utll the notion that Piero Capponi had somehow represented 
liim — that he was the uiiiul of which Capponi was the 
mouthpiece. He enjoyed the humor of the incident, which 
had suddenly iransioriued him, an alien, and a friend of the 
Medici, into an orator who tickled the ears of the people 
blatant for some unknown good which they called liberty. 
He felt quite glad that he had been laid hold of and hurried 
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along by the crowd as he was coming out of the palace in the 
Via Larga with a commission to the Signoria. It was very 
easy, very pleasant, this exercise of speaking to the general 
satisfaction : a man who knew how to persuade need never be 
in danger from any party ; he could convince each that he was 
feigning with all the others. The gestures and faces of 
weavers and dyers were certainly amusing when looked at 
from above in this way. 

Tito was beginning to get easier in his armor, and at this 
moment was quite unconscious of it. He stood with one hand 
holding his recovered cap, and with the other at his belt, the 
light of a complacent smile in his long lustrous eyes, as he 
made a parting reverence to his audience, before springing down 
from the bales — when suddenly his glance met that of a man 
who had not at all the amusing aspect of the exulting weavers, 
dyers, and wool-carders. The face of this man was clean- 
shaven, his hair close-clipped, and he wore a decent felt hat. 
A single glance would hardly have sufficed to assure any one 
but Tito that this was the face of the escaped prisoner who 
had laid hold of him on the steps. But to Tito it came not 
simply as the face of the escaped prisouer, but as a face with 
which he haJ been familiar long years before. 

It seemed all compressed into a second — the sight of Bal- 
dassarre looking at him, the sensation shooting through him 
like a fiery arrow, and the act of leaping from the cart. He 
would have leaped down in the same instant, whether he had 
seen Baldassarre or not, for he was in a hurry to be gone to 
the Palazzo Yecchio ; this time he had not betrayed himself 
by look or movement, and he said inwardly that he should not 
be taken by surprise again ; he should be prepared to see this 
face rise up continually like the intermittent blotch that comes 
in diseased vision. But this re-appearauce of Baldassarre so 
much more in his own likeness tightened the pressure of 
dread : the idea of his madness lost its likelihood now he was 
shaven and clad like a decent though poor citizen. Certainly, 
there was a great change in his face ; but how could it be 
otherwise ? And yet, if he were perfectly sane — in posses- 
sion of all his powers and all his learning, why was he linger- 
ing in this way before making known his identity ? It must 
be for the sake of making his scheme of vengeance more com- 
plete. But he did linger : that at least gave an opportunity 
for fiight. And Tito began to think that flight was his only 
resource. 

But while he, with his back turned on the Piazza del Buomo, 
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had lost the recollection of the new part he had been playing, 
and was no longer thinking of the many things which a ready 
brain and tongue made easy, but of a few things which destiny 
had somehow made very difficult, the enthusiasm which he 
had fed contemptuously was creating a scene in that piazza 
in grand contrast with the inward drama of self-centred fear 
which he had caiTied away from it. 

The crowd, on Tito’s disappearance, had begun to turn their 
faces towards the outlets of the piazza in the direction of the 
Via Larga, when the sight of vucszierl, or mace-bearers, enter- 
ing from the Via de’ Martelli, announced the approach of dig- 
nitaries. They must be the syndics, or commissioners charged 
with the effecting of the treaty ; the treaty must be alre^y 
signed and they had come away from the royal presence. 
Piero Capponi was coming — the brave heart that had known 
how to speak for Florence. The effect on the crowd was re- 
markable ; they parted with softening, dropping voices, sub- 
siding into silence, — and the silence became so perfect that 
the tread of the syndics on the broad pavement, and the rustle 
of their black silk garments, could be heard, like rain in the 
night. There were four of them: but it was not the two 
learned doctors of law, "Messer Guidantonio Vespucci and 
Messer Domenico Bonsi, that the crowd waited for; it was 
not Francesco Valori, popular as he had become in these late 
days. The moment belonged to another man, of tirui presence, 
as little inclined to humor the people as to humor any other 
unreasonable claimants — loving order, like one who by force 
of fortune had been made a merchant, and by force of nature 
had become a soldier. It was not till he was seen at the en- 
trance of the i)iazza that the silence was broken, and then one 
loud shout of “ Capponi, Capponi 1 Well done, Capponi ! ” rang 
through tlie piazza. 

I'he simple, resohifce man looked round him with grave joy. 
His fellow-citizens gave him a great funeral two years later, 
when he had died in fight ; there were torches carried by all 
the magistracy, and torches again, and trains of banners. But 
it is not known that he felt any joy in the oration that was 
delivered in his praise, as the banners waved over his bier. 
Let us be glad that he got some thanks and praise while he 
lived 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

THE avenger’s SECRET. 

It was the first time that BaldassaiTe had been in the Piazza 
del Duoino since his escape. He had a strong desire to hear 
the remarkable monk preacli again, but he had shrunk from 
re-appearing in the same spot where he had been seen half 
naked, with neglected hair, with a rope round his neck — in 
the same spot where he had been called a madman. The feel- 
ing, in its freshness, was too strong to be overcome by any 
trust he had in the change he had made in his appearance ; for 
when the words ^'some madman^ sitrelt/,” had fallen from Tito’s 
lips, it was not their baseness and cruelty only that bad made 
their viper sting — it was Baldassarre's instantaneous bitter 
consciousness that he might be unable to prove the words 
false. Along with the passionate desire for vengeance which 
possessed him had arisen the keen sense that his pow'er of 
achieving the vengeance was doubtful. It was as if Tito had 
been helped some diabolical prompter, who had wljispered 
Baldassarrc’s saddest secret in the traitor’s ear. He was not 
mad; for he cairied within him that piteous stamp of sanity, 
the clear consciousness of shattered faculties : he measured 
his own feebleness. With the first movement of vindictive 
rage awoke a vague caution, like that of a wild beast that is 
fierce but feeble or like that of an insect whose little frag- 
ment of earth has given way, and made it pause in a palsy of 
distrust. It was this distrust, this determination to take no 
step which might betray anything concerning himself, that had 
made Baldassarre reject Piero di Cosimo’s friendly advances. 

He had been equally cautious at the hospital, only telling, 
in answer to the questions of the brethren there, that he hstd 
been made a prisoner by the French on his way from Genoa. 
But his age, and the indications in his speech and m.anner that 
lie was of a different class from the ordinary mendicants and 
poor travellers who were entertained in the hospital, had in- 
duced the monks to offer him extra charity ; a coarse woollen 
tunic to protect him from the cold, a pair of peasant’s shoes, 
and a few danarl, smallest of Florentine coins, to help him on 
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his way. He had gone on the road to Arezzo early in the 
morning; but he had paused at the hrst little town, and had 
used a couple of his danari to get himself shaved, and to have 
his circle of hair clipped short, in his former fashion. The 
barber there had a little hand-mirror of bright steel : it was a 
long while, it was years, since Baldassarre bad looked at him- 
self, and now, as his eyes fell on that hand -mirror, a new 
thought shot through his mind. “Was he so changed that 
Tito really did not know him ? ” The thought was such a 
sudden arrest of impetuous currents, that it was a painful 
shock to him ; his hand shook like a leaf, as he put away the 
barber's arm and asked for the mirror. He wished to see him- 
self before he was shaved. The barber, noticing his treinu- 
lousness, held the mirror for him. 

No, he was not so changed as that. He himself had known 
the wrinkles as they had been three years ago ; they were 
only deeper now : there was the same rough, clumsy skin, 
making little superficial bosses on the brow, like so many 
cipher-marks ; the skin was only yellower, only looked more 
like a lifeless rind. That shaggy white beard — it was no 
disguise to eyes that had looked closely at him for sixteen 
years — to eyes that ought to have searoned for him with the 
expectation of finding him changed, as men search for the 
beloved among the bodies cast up by the waters. There was 
something different in his glance, but Lt was a difference that 
should only have made the recognition of him the more start- 
ling ; for is not a known voice all the more thrilling when it 
is heard as a cry ? But the doubt was folly : he had felt that 
Tito knew him. He put out his hand and pushed the mirror 
away. The strong currents were rushing on again, and the 
energies of hatred and vengeance were active once more. 

He went back on the way towards Florence again, but he 
did not wish to enter the city till dusk ; so he turned aside 
from the highroad, and sat down by a little pool shadowed on 
one side by alder-bushes still sprinkled with yellow leaves. 
It was a calm November day, and he no sooner saw the pool 
than he thought its still surface might be a mirror for him. 
He wanted to contemplate himself slowly, as he had not dared 
to do in the presence of the barber. He sat down on the edge 
of the pool, and bent forward to look earnestly at the image 
of himself. 

Was there sometliing wandering and imbecile in his face — 
something like what he felt in his mind ? 

Not now 5 not when he was examining himself with a look 
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of eager inquiry ; on the contrary, there was an intense pur- 
pose in his eyes. But at other times ? Yes, it must be so: 
in the long hours when he had the vague aching of an unre- 
menibered past within him — when he seemed to sit in dark 
loneliness, visited by whispers which died out mockingly as 
he strained his ear after them, and by forms that seemed to 
approach him and float away as he thrust out his hand to 
grasp them — in those hours, doubtless, there must be con- 
tinual frustration and amazement in his glance. Aiid more 
horrible still, when the thick cloud parted for a moment, and, 
as he sprang forward with hope, rolled together again, and left 
him helpless as before; doubtless, theie was then a blank 
confusion in his face, as of a man suddenly smitten with 
blindness. 

Gould he prove anything ? Could he even begin to allege 
anything, with the confidence that the links of thought would 
not break away ? Would any believe that he had ever had a 
mind filled with rare knowledge, busy with close thoughts, 
ready with various speech ? It had all slipped away from 
him — that laboriously gathered store. Was it utterly and 
forever gone from him, like the waters from an urn lost in the 
wide ocean ? Or, was it still within him, imprisoned by some 
obstruction that might one day break asunder ? 

It might be so; he tried lo keep his grasp on that hope. 
For, since the day when he had first walked feebly from his 
couch of straw, and had felt a new darkness within him under 
the sunlight, his mind had undergone changes, partly gradual 
and persistent, partly sudden and fleeting. As he bad recov- 
ered his strength of body, he had recovered his self-command 
and the energy of his will ; he had recovered the memory of 
all that part of his life which was closely inwrought with his 
emotions ; and he had felt more and more constantly and 
painfully the uneasy sense of lost knowledge. But more than 
that — once or twice, when he had been strongly excited, he 
had seemed momentarily to be in entire possession of his past 
self, as old men doze for an instant and get back the conscious- 
ness of their 3’outh : he seemed again to see Greek pages and 
understand them, again to feel his mind moving unbenumbed 
among familiar ideas. It had been but a flash, and the dark- 
ness closing in again seemed the more horrible ; but might not 
the same thing happen again for longer periods ? If it would 
only come and stay long enough for him to achieve a revenge 
— devise an exquisite suffering, such as a mere right ai*m 
could never inflict ! 
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He raised himself from his stooping attitude, and, folding 
his arms, attempted to concentrate all his mental force on the 
plan he must immediately pursue. He had to wait for knowl- 
edge and opportunity, and while he waited he must have the 
means of living without beggary. What he dreaded of all 
things now was, that any one should think him a foolish, help- 
less old man. Ko one must know that half his memoi*y was 
gone : the lost strength might come again ; and if it were only 
for a little while, that might be enough. 

He knew how to begin to get the information he wanted 
about Tito. He bad repeated the words “ Bratti Ferravecchi '' 
so constantly after they had been uttered to him, that they 
never slipped from him for long together. A man at Genoa, 
on whose finger he had seen Tito’s ring, had told him that he 
bought that ring at Florence, of a young Greek, well dressed, 
and with a handsome dark face, in the shop of a rigattlere 
called Bratti Ferravecchi, in the street also called Ferravecchi. 
This discovery had caused a violent agitation in Baldassarre. 
Until then he had clung with all the tenacity of his fervent 
nature to his faith in Tito, and had not for a moment believed 
himself to be wilfully forsaken. At first he had said, ‘‘ My 
bit of parchment has never reached him ; that is why I am 
still toiling at Antioch. But he is searching ; he knows where 
I was lost : he will trace me out and find me at last.” Then, 
when he was taken to Corinth, he induced his owners, by the 
assurance that he should be sought out and ransomed, to pro- 
vide securely against the failure of any inquiries that might 
be made about liim at Antioch ; and at Corinth he thought 
joyfully, Here, at last, he must find me. Here he is sure to 
touch wdiichever w^ay he goes.'’ But before another j’ear had 
passed, the illness had come from which he had risen with 
body and mind so shattered that he was worse than worthless 
to his owners, except for the sake of the ransom that did not 
come. Then, as he sat helpless in the morning sunlight, he 
began to think, “Tito has been drowned, or the^^ hjive made 
him a prisoner too. I shall see him no more. He set out 
after me, but misfortune overtook him. I shall see his 
face no more.” Sitting in his new feebleness and de- 
spair, supporting his head between his bauds, with blank 
eyes and lips that moved uncertainly, he looked so much 
like a hopelessly imbecile old man, that his owners were 
contented to be rid of him, and allowed a Genoese mer- 
chant, who had compassion on him as an Italian, to take 
him on board his galley. In a voyage of many months in 
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the Archipelago and along the searboard of Asia Minor, Bal- 
dassarre had recovered his bodily strength, but on landing at 
Genoa he had so weary a sense of his desolateness that he 
almost wished he had died of that illness at Corinth. There 
was just one possibility that hindered the wish from being de- 
cided: it was that Tito might not be dead, but living in a 
state of iinprisoinnent or destitution; and if he lived, there 
was still a hope for Baldassarre — faint, perhaps, and likely 
to be long deferred, but still a hope, that he might find his 
child, his cherished son again; might yet again clasp hands 
and meet face to face with the one being who remembered him 
as he had been before his mind was broken. 

In this slate of feeling he had chanced to meet the stranger 
who wore Titovs onyx ring, and though Baldassarre would 
have been unable to describe the ring beforehand, the sight of 
it stirred the dormant fibres, and lie recognized it. That Tito 
nearly a year after his father hail been parted from him should 
have been living in apparent prosperity at Florence, selling 
the gem which he ought not to have sold till the last extremity, 
was a fact that Baldassarre shrank from trying to account tor : 
he was glad to be stunned and bewildered by it, rather than 
to have any distinct thought; he tried to feel nothing but joy 
that he should behold Tito again. Perhaps Tito had thought 
that his father was dead ; somehow the iny.stery would be ex- 
plained. ‘"But at least I shall meet eyes that inll remember 
me. 1 am not alone in the world.” 

And now again Baldassarre said. “I am not alone in the 
world ; I shall never be alone, for my revenge is with me.” 

It was as the instrument of that revenge, as something 
merely external and subservient to his true life, that he beut 
down again to examine him.self uitli hai-rl curiosity — not, he 
thought, because he had any care for a withered, forsaken old 
man, whom nobody loved, whose soul was like a deserted 
lioine, where the ashes were cold upon the hearth, and the 
walls were bare of all but the marks of what had been. It is 
in the nature of all human passion, the lowest as well as the 
highest, that there is a point where it ceases to be properly 
egoistic, and is like a fire kindled within our being to which 
everything else in us is mere fuel. 

He looked at the pale black-browed image in the water till 
he identified it with that self from which his revenge seemed 
to be a thing apart ; and he felt as if the image too heard the 
silent language of his thought. 

I was a loving fool — I ivorshipped a woman once, and 
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believed she coaid care for me ; and then I took a helpless 
child and fostered niia ; and J watched him as he grew, to see 
if he would care for me only a little — care for me over and 
above the good he got from me. I would have torn open my 
breast to warm him with my life-blood if I could only have 
seen him care a little for the pain of my wound. I have 
labored; 1 have strained to crush out of this hard life one drop 
of unselfish iove. Fool ! men love their own delights ; there 
is no delight to be had in me. And yet 1 watched till 1 be- 
lieved I saw what I watched for. When he was a child he 
lifted soft eyes towards me, and held my hand willingly: I 
thought, this boy will surely love me a little : because I give 
my life to him and strive that he shall know no sorrow, he will 
cai'e a little when I am thirsty — the drop he lays on my 
parched lips will be a joy to him. . . , Curses on him ! I wish 
I may see him lie with those red lips white and diy as ashes, 
and when he looks for pity^ I wish he may see my face re- 
joicing in his pain. It is all a lie — this world is a lie — there 
IS no goodness but in hate. Fool ! not one drop of love came 
with all your striving: life has not given you one drop. But 
there are deep draughts in this world for hatred and revenge. 
I have memory left for that, and there is strength in iny arm 
— there is strength in my will — and if I can do nothing but 
kill him ” — 

But Baldassarre's mind rejected the thought of that brief 
punishment. His whole soul had been thrilled into immedi- 
ate unreasoning belief in. that eternity of vengeance where 
he, an undying hate, might clutch forever an undying traitor, 
and hear that fair smiling hardness cry and moan with an- 
guish. But the primary need and hope was to see a slow 
revenge under the same sky and on the same earth where he 
himself had been forsaken and had fainted with despair. 
And as soon as he tried to concentrate his mind on the 
means of attaining his end, the sense of his weakness pressed 
upon him like a frosty ache. This despised body, which was 
to be the instrument of a sublime vengeance, must be nour- 
ished and decently clad. If he had to wait he must labor, 
and his labor must be of a humble sort, for he had no skill. 
He wondered 'whether the sight of written characters would 
bo stimulate his faculties that he might venture to try and find 
work as a copyist : that might win him some credence for his past 
scholarship. But no ! he dared trust neither hand nor brain. 
He must be content to do the work that was most like that of 
a beast of burden : in this mercantile city many porters mubt 
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be wantedi and lie could at least carry weights. Thanks to 
the justice that struggled in this confused world in behalt of 
vengeance, his limbs had got back some of their old sturdi- 
ness. He was stripped of ^1 else that men would give coin for. 

But the new urgency of this habitual thought brought a 
new suggestion. There was something hanging by a cord 
round his bare neck j something apparently so paltry that the 
piety of Turks and Frenchmen had spared it — a tiny parch- 
ment bag blackened with age. It had hung round his neck 
as a precious charm when he was a boy, and he had kept it 
carefully on his breast, not believing that it contained any- 
thing but a tiny scroll of parchment rolled up hard. He 
might long ago have thrown it away as a relic of his dead 
mother’s superstition ; but he had thought of it as a relic of 
her love, and had kept it. It was part of the piety asso- 
ciated with such brevij that they should never be opened, and 
at any previous moment in his life Baldassavre would have 
said that no sort of thirst would prevail upon him to open 
this little bag for the chance of finding that it contained, not 
parchment, but an engraved amulet which would be worth 
money. But now a thirst had come like that which makes 
men open their own veins to satisfy it, and the thought of 
the possible amulet no sooner crossed Baldassarre’s mind than 
with nervous fingers he snatched the brieve from his neck. It 
all rushed through his mind — the long years he had worn it, 
the far-off sunny balcony at "Naples looking towards the blue 
waters, where he had leaned against his mother’s knee ; but 
it made no moment of hesitation : all piety now was trans- 
muted into a just revenge. He bit and tore till the doubles 
of parchment were laid open, and then — it was a sight that 
made him pant — there an amulet. It was veiy small, 
but it was as blue as those far-off waters; it was an engraved 
sapphire, which must be worth some gold ducats. Baldassarre 
no sooner saw those possible ducats than he saw some of 
them exchanged for a poniard. He did not want to use the 
poniard yet, but he longed to possess it. If he could grasp its 
handle and try its edge, that blank in his mind — that past 
which fell away continually — would not make him feel so 
cruelly helpless: the sharp steel that despised talents and 
eluded strength would be at his side, as the unfailing friend 
of feeble justice. There was a sparkling triumph under 
Baldassarre’s black eyebrows as he replaced the little sapphire 
inside the bits of parchment and wound the string tightly 
round them. 
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It was nearly dusk now, and he rose to walk back towards 
Florence. With his danari to buy him some bread, he felt 
rich; he could lie out in the open air, as he found plenty 
more doing in all corners of Florence, And in the next few 
days he h^ sold his sapphire, had added to his clothing, had 
bought a bright dagger, and had still a pair of gold Horiiis 
left. But he meant to hoard that treasure carefully: his 
lodging was an outhouse with a heap of straw in it, in a 
thinly inhabited part of Oltrarno, and he thought of looking 
about for work as a porter. 

He had bought his dagger at Bratti’s. Paying his medi- 
tated visit there one evening at dusk, he had found that sin- 
gular rag-merchant just returned from one of his rounds, 
emptying out his basketful of broken glass and old iron 
amongst his handsome show of miscellaneous second-hand 
goods. As Baldassarre entered the shop, and looked towards 
the smart pieces of apparel, the musical instruments, and 
weapons, which were display ed in the broadest light of the 
window, his eye at once singled out a dagger hanging up high 
against a red scarf. By buying the dagger he could not only 
satisfy a strong desire, he could open his original errand in a 
more indirect manner than b}’ speaking of the onyx Hng. In 
the course of bargaining for the weapon, he let drop, with 
cautious careles&ness, that he came fiom Genoa, and had been 
directed to Bratti’s shop by an acquaintance in that city ho 
had bought a very valuable ring here. Had the respectable 
trader any more such rings ? 

Whereupon Bratti had much to say as to the unlikelihood of 
such rings being within reach of many people, with much 
vaunting of his own rare connections, due to his known wis- 
dom and honest}'. It might be true that he was a pedler — 
he chose to be a pedler j though he was rich enough to kick 
his heels in his shop all day. But those who thought they 
had said all there was to be said about Bratti when they had 
called him a pedler, were a good deal further off the truth 
than the other side of Pisa. How was it that lie could pnt 
that ring in a stranger's way ? It was, because he had a very 
particular knowledge of a handsome young signor, who did 
not look quite so fine a feathered bird when Bratti first set 
eyes on him as he did at the ])resent time. And by a ques- 
tion or two Baldassarre extracted, without any trouble, such 
a rough and rambling account of Tito*s life as the pedler 
could give, since the time when he had found him sleeping 
under the Loggia de’ Cerchi. It never occurred to Bratti 
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that the decent man (who was rather deaf, apparently, asking 
him to say many things twice over) had any curiosity about 
Tito; the curiosity was doubtless about himself, as a truly 
remarkable pedler. 

And Baldassarre left Bratti’s shop, not only with the dagger 
at his side, but also with a general knowledge of Tito’s con- 
duct and position — of his early sale of the jewels, his imme- 
diate quiet settlement of himself at Florence, his marriage, 
and his great prosperity. 

‘<What story had he told about his previous life — about 
his father ? ” 

It would be difficult for Baldassarre to discover the answer 
to that question. Meanwhile, he wanted to learn all he 
could about Florence. But he found, to his acute distress, 
that of the new details he learned he could only retain a 
few, and those only by continual repetition; and he began 
to be afraid of listening to any new discourse, lest it should 
obliterate what he was already striving to remember. 

The day he was discerned by Tito in the Piazza del Duomo, 
he had the fresh anguish of this consciousness in his mind, 
and Tito’s ready speech fell upon him like the mockery of a 
glib, defying demon. 

As he went home to his heap of straw, and passed by the 
booksellers’ shops in the Via del Garbo, he paused to look at 
the volumes spread open. Could he by long gazing at one of 
those books lay hold of the slippery threads of memory ? 
Could he, by striving, get a firm grasp somewhere, and lift 
himself above these waters that flowed over him ? 

He w^as tempted, and bought the cheapest Greek book he 
could see. He carried it home and sat on his heap of straw, 
looking at the characters by the light of the small window; 
but no inward light arose on them. Soon the evening dark- 
ness came ; but it made little di^erence to Baldassarre. His 
strained eyes seemed still to see the white pages with the 
unintelligible black marks upon them. 
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CHAPTER XXXI, 

FRtriX IS SEED, 

" My Eomola,” said Tito, the second morning after he had 
made his speech in the Piazza del Duomo, 1 am to receive 
grand visitors to-day j the Milanese Count is coming again, 
and the Seneschal de Beaucaire, the great favorite of the 
Gristianissimo. I know you don’t care to go through smiling 
ceremonies with these rustling magnates, whom we are not 
likely to see again ; and as they will want to look at the antiq- 
uities and the libraiy, perhaps you had better give up your 
work to-day, and go to see your cousin Brigida,” 

Romola discerned a wish in this intimation, and immedi- 
ately assented. But presently, coming back in her hood and 
mantle, she said, “ Oh, what a long breath Plorence will take 
when the gates are flung open, and the last Frenchman is 
walking out of them ! Even you are getting tired, with all 
your patience, my Tito ; confess it. Ah, your head is hot.’’ 

He was leaning over his desk, writing, and she had laid her 
hand on his head, meaning to give a parting caress. The atti- 
tude had been a frequent one, and Tito was accustomed, when 
he felt her hand there, lo raise his head, throw himself a little 
backward, and look up at her. But he felt now as unable to 
raise his head as if her hand had been a leaden cowl. He 
spoke instead, in a light tone, as his pen still ran along. 

“ The French are as ready to go from Floi-ence as the wasps 
to leave a ripe pear when they have just fastened on it.” 

Romola, keenly sensitive to the absence of the usual 
response, took away her hand and said, “ I am going, Tito.” 

‘‘ Farewell, my sweet one. I must wait at home. Take 
Maso with you.” 

Still Tito did not look up, and Romola went out without 
saying any more. Very slight things make epochs in mar- 
ried life, and this morning for the first time she admitted to 
herself not only tliat Tito had changed, but that he had 
changed towards her. Did the reason lie iu herself ? She 
might perhaps have thought so, if there had not been the facts 
of the armor and the picture to suggest some external event 
which was an entire mystery to her. 
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But Tito no sooner believed that Romola was out of the 
house than he laid down his pen and looked up^ in delightful 
security from seeing anything else than parchment and broken 
marble. He was rather disgusted with himself that he had 
not been able to look up at Eomola and behave to her just as 
usual. He would have chosen, if he could, to be even more 
than usually kind; but he could not, on a sudden, master an 
involuntary shrinking from her, which, by a subtle relation 
depended on those very characteristics in him that made him 
desire not to fail iu his marks of aifection. He was about to 
take a step which he knew would arouse her deep indigna- 
tion ; he would have to encounter much that was unpleasant 
before he could win her forgiveness. And Tito could never 
find it easy to face displeasure and anger ; his nature was one 
of those most remote from defiance or impudence, and all his 
inclinations leaned towards preserving Romola’s tenderness. 
He was not tormented by sentimental scruples which, as he 
had demonstrated to himself by a very rapid course of argu- 
ment, had no relation to solid utility; but his freedom from 
scruples did not release him from the dread of what was dis- 
agreeable. TJnscrupulousuess gets rid of much, but not of 
toothache, or wounded vanity, or the sense of loneliness, 
against which, as the world at present stands, there is no 
security but a thoroughly healthy jaw, and a just, loving soul. 
And Tito was feeling intensely at this moment that no devices 
could save him from pain in the impending collision with 
Romola; no persuasive blandness could cushion him against 
the shock towards which he was being driven like a timid 
animal urged to a desperate leap by the terror of the tooth 
and the claw that are close behind it. 

The secret feeling he had previously had that the tenacious 
adherence to Bardo's wishes about the library had become 
under existing difficulties a piece of sentimental folly, which 
deprived himself and Romola of substantial advantages, 
might perhaps never have wrought itself into action but for 
the events of the past week, which had brought at once the 
pressure of a new motive and the outlet of a rare opportunity. 
Say, it was not till his dread had been aggravated by the sight 
of Baldassarre looking more like his sane self, not until he 
had begun to feel that he might be compelled to flee from 
Florence, that he had brought himself to resolve on using hi;* 
legal right to sell the library before the great opportunity 
offered by French and ^lilaiiese bidders slipped through his 
fingers. For if he had to leave Florence he did not want to 
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leave it as a destitute wanderer. He had been used to an 
agreeable existence, and he wished to carry with him all the 
means at hand for retaining the same agreeable conditions. 
He wished among other things to carry Eomola with him, and 
not^ if i>ossible, to carry any iiifamy. Success had given l)im 
a growing appetite for all the pleasures that depend on an 
advantageous social position, and at no moment could it look 
like a temptation to him, but only like a hideous alternative, 
to decamp under dishonor, even with a bag of diamonds, and 
incur the life of an adventurer. It was not possible for him 
to make himself independent even of those Florentines who 
only greeted him with regard ; still less was it possible for 
him to make himself independent of Eomola. She was the 
wife of his first love — he loved her still; she belonged to 
that furniture of life which he shrank from parting with. He 
winced under her judgment, he felt uncertain how far the 
revulsion of her feeling towards him might go ; and all that 
sense of power over a wife which makes a husband risk be- 
trayals that a lover never ventures on, would not suffice to 
counteract Tito's uneasiness. This was tlie leaden weight 
which had been too strong for his will, and kept him from 
raising his head to meet her eyes. Their pure light brought 
too near him the prospect of a coming struggle. But it 
was not to be helped ; if they had to leave Florence, they 
must have money ; indeed, Tito could not arrange life at all 
to his mind without a considerable sum of money. And that 
problem of arranging life to his mind had been the source of 
his misdoing. He would have been equal to any sacrifice 
that was not unpleasant. 

The rustling magnates came and went, the bargains had 
been concluded, and Eomola returned home; but nothing 
grave was said that night. Tito was only gay and chatty, 
pouring forth to her, as he had not done before, stories and 
descriptions of what he had witnessed during the French 
visit. Eomola thought she discerned an effort in his liveli- 
ness, and attributing it to the consciousness in him that she 
had been wounded in the raoniing, accepted the effort as an 
act of penitence, inwardly aching a little at that sign of grow- 
ing distance between them — that there was an offence about 
which neither of them dared to speak. 

The next day Tito remained away from home until late at 
night. It was a marked day to Eomola, for Piero di Cosimo, 
stimulated to greater industry on her behalf by the fear that 
he might have been the cause of pain to her in the past week, 
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had sent home her father’s portrait. She had propped it 
against the back of his old chair^ and had been looking at it 
for some time, when the door opened behind her, and Bernardo 
del Nero came in. 

“ It is you, godfather ! How I wish you had come sooner ! 
it is getting a little dusk,” said Komola, going towards him. 

“ I have just looked in to tell you the good news, for I 
know Tito has not come yet,” said Bernardo. “ The French 
king moves off to-morrow : not before it is high time. There 
has been another tussle between our people and his soldiers 
this morning. But there’s a chance now of the city getting 
into order once more and trade going on.” 

“ That is joyful,” said Roinola. “ But it is sudden, is it 
not ? Tito seemed to think yesterday that there was little 
prospect of the king’s going soon.” 

“ He has been well barked at, that’s the reason,” said Ber- 
nardo, smiling. His own generals opened their throats 
pretty well, and at last our Siguoria sent the mastiff of the 
city, Fra Girolamo. The Crislianissimo was frightened at 
that thunder, and has given the order to move. I'm afraid 
there’ll be small agreement among us when he's gone, but, at 
any rate, all parties are agreed in being glad not to have Flor- 
ence stifled with soldiery any longer, and the Frate has barked 
this time to some purpose. Ah, what is this ? ” he added, as 
Romola, clasping him by the arm, led him in front of the 
picture. “ Let us see.” 

He began to unwind his long scarf while she placed a seat 
for him. 

“ Don’t you want your spectacles, godfather ? ” said Romola, 
in anxiety that he should see Just what she saw. 

‘•No, child, no,” said Bernardo, uncovering his gray head, 
as he seated himself with firm erectness. “ For seeing at this 
distance, my old eyes are perhaps better than your young 
ones. Old men’s eyes are like old men’s memories ; they are 
strongest for things a long way off.” 

‘^It is better than having no portrait,” said Romola, apolo- 
getically, after Bernardo had been silent a little while. “It is 
less like him now than the image I have in my mind, but then 
that might fade with the years.” She rested her arm on the 
old man’s shoulder as she spoke, drawn towards him strongly 
by their common interest in the dead. 

“I don’t know,” said Bernardo. “I almost think I see 
Bardo as he was when he was young, better than this picture 
shows him to me as he was when he was old. Your father 
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had a great deal of fire in his eyes when he was young. It 
was what I could never understand^ that he, with hia fiery 
spirit, which seemed much more impatient than mine, could 
hang over the books and live with shadows all his life. 
However, he had put his heart into that.” 

Bernardo gave a slight shrug as he spoke the last words, 
but Komola discerned in his voice a feeling that accorded 
with her own. 

And he was disappointed to the last,” she said, involun- 
tarily. But immediately fearing lest her words should be 
taken to imply an accusation against Tito, she went on almost 
hurriedly, “If we could only see his longest, dearest wish 
fulfilled just to his mind I ” 

“ Well, so we may,” said Bernardo, kindly, rising and put- 
ting on his cap. “The times are cloudy now, but fish are 
caught by waiting. Who knows ? When the wheel has 
turned often enough, I may be Gonfaloniere yet before I die ; 
and no creditor can touch these things.” He looked round as 
he spoke. Then, tuniiiig to her, and patting her cheeks, said, 
“ And you need not be afraid of my dying ; rny ghost will 
claim nothing. I've taken care of that in my will.” 

Bomola seized the hand that was against her cheek, and 
put it to her lips in silence. 

“ Haven’t you been scolding your husband for keeping away 
from home so much lately ? I sec him everywhere but here,” 
said Bernardo, willing to change the subject. 

She felt the flush spread over her neck and face as she said, 
“ He has been very much wanted ; you know he speaks so 
well. I am glad to know that his value is understood.” 

“You are contented then, Madonna Orgogliosa?” said 
Bernardo, smiling, as he moved to the door. 

“ Assuredly.” 

Poor Bomola ! There was one thing that would have made 
the pang of disappointment in her husband harder to bear ; it 
was, that any one should know he gave her cause for disap- 
pointment. This might be a woman’s weakness, but it is 
closely allied to a woman’s nobleness. She who willingly lifts 
up the veil of her married life has profaned it from a sanctu- 
ary into a vulgar place. 
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CHAPTER XXXIL 

A REVELATION. 

The next day Eomola, like every other Florentine, was 
excited about the departure of the French. Besides her other 
reasons for gladness, she had a dim hope, which she was con- 
scious was half superstitious, that those new anxieties about 
Tito, having come with the burdensome guests, might perhaps 
vanish with them. The French had been in Florence hardly 
eleven days, but in that space she had felt more acute unhap- 
piness than she had known in her life before. Tito h^ 
adopted the hateful armor on the day of their arrival, and 
though she could frame no distinct notion why their departure 
should remove the cause of his fear — though, when she 
thought of that cause, the image of the prisoner grasping him. 
as she had seen it in Piero’s sketch, urged itself before her 
and excluded every other — still, when the French were gone, 
she would be rid of something that was strongly associated 
with her pain. 

Wrapped in her mantle she waited under the loggia at the 
top of the house, and watched for the glimpses of the troops 
and the royal retinue passing the bridges on their way to the 
Porta San Piero, that looks towards Siena and Rome. She 
even returned to her station when the gates had been closed, 
that she might feel herself vibrating with the great peal of 
the bells. It was dusk then, and when at last she descended 
into the library, she lit her lamp with the resolution that she 
would overcome the agitation which had made her idle all 
day, and sit down to work at her copying of the catalogue, 
Tito had left home early in the morning, and she did not 
expect him yet. Before he came she intended to leave the 
library, and sit in the pretty saloon, with the dancing nymphs 
and the birds. She had done so every evening since he had 
objected to the library as chill and gloomy. 

To her great surprise, she had not been at work long before 
Tito entered. Her first thought was, how cheerless he would 
feel in the wide darkness of this great room, with one little 
oil-lamp burning at the farther end, and the fire nearly out. 
She almost ran towards him. 
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‘^Tito, dearest, I did not knovryou would come so soon,” 
she said, nervously, putting up her white arms to unwind his 
becchetto. 

“ I am not welcome then ? ” he said, with one of his bright- 
est smiles, clasping her, but playfully holding his head back 
from her. 

“ Tito ! ” She uttei’ed the word in a tone of prettj% loving 
reproach, and then he kissed her fondly, stroked her hair, as 
his manner was, and seemed not to mind about taking oft his 
mantle yet. Romola quivered with delight. All the emotions 
of the day had been preparing in her a keener sensitiveness 
to the return of this habitual manner, It will come back,” 
she was saying to herself, the old happiness will perhaps 
come back. He is like himself again.” 

Tito was taking great pains to be like himself ; his heait 
was palpitating with anxiety. 

“ If I liad expected you so soon,” said Romola, as she at 
last helped him to take off his wrappings, I would have had 
a little festival prepared to this joyful ringing of the bells. 
I did not mean to be here in the libi’ary iihen you came 
home.” 

“Never mind, sweet,” he said, carelessly. “Do not think 
about the fire. Come — come and sit down.” 

There was a low stool against I'ito’s chair, and that wa^ 
Romola’s habitual seat when they were talking together. She 
rested her arm on his knee, as she used to do on her father’s, 
and looked up at him while he spoke. He had never yet noticed 
the presence of the portrait, and she had not mentioned it — 
thinking of it all the more. 

I have been enjoying the clang of the bells for the first 
time, Tito,"’ she began. “I liked being shaken and deafened 
by them ; I fancied I was something like a Bacchante possessed 
by a divine rage. Are not the people looking very joy ltd 
to-night ? ” 

“Joyful after a sour and pious fashion,” said Tito, with a 
shrug. “But, in truth, those who are left behind in Floreiue 
have little cause to be joyful : it seems to me, the most ri^a- 
sonable ground of gladness would be to have got out of 
Florence.” 

Tito had sounded the desired keynote without any trouble, 
or appearance of premeditation. He spoke with no empha'^is, 
but he looked grave enough to make Romola ask rather 
anxiously, — 

“Why, Tito? Are there fresh troubles?” 
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No need of fresh ones, my Romola. There are three strong 
parties in the city, all ready to fly at each other’s throats 
And if the Frate’s party is strong enough to frighten the 
other two into silence, as seems most likely, life will be as 
pleasant and amusing as a funeral. They have the plan of a 
Great Council simmering already; and if they get it, the 
man who sings sacred Lauds the loudest will be the most 
eligible for office. And besides that, the city will be so 
drained by the payment of this great subsidy to the French 
king, and by the war to get back Pisa, that the prospect 
would be dismal enough without the rule of fanatics. On the 
whole, Florence will be a delightful place for those worthies 
who entertain themselves in the evening by going into crypts 
and lashing themselves; but for everything else, the exiles 
have the best of it. For my own part, I have been thinking 
seriously that we should be wise to quit Florence, my 
Romola.” 

She started. “ Tito, how could we leave Florence ? Surely 
you do not think I could leave it — at least, not yet — not 
for a long while,” She had turned cold and trembling, and 
did not Slid it quite easy to apeak. Tito must know the 
reasons she had in her mind. 

“That is all a fabric of your own imagination, my sweet 
one. Your secluded life has made you Imy such false stress 
on a few things. You know I used to tell you, before we were 
married, that 1 wished we were somewhere else than in Flor- 
ence, If you had seen more places and more people, you 
would know what I mean when I say that there is something 
in the Florentines that reminds me of their cutting spring 
winds, I like people who take life less eagerly ; and it would 
be good for my Eomola, too, to see a new life. I should like 
to dip her a little in the soft waters of forgetfulness.” 

He leaned forward and kissed her brow, and laid his hand 
on her fair hair again ; but she felt his caress no more than if 
he had kissed a mask. She was too much agitated by the 
sense of the distance between their minds to be conscious that 
his lips touched her. 

*• Tito, it is not because I suppose Florence is the pleasant- 
est place in the world that I desire not to quit it. It is 
because I — because we have to see my father's wish fulfilled. 
My godfather is old ; he is seventy-one ; we could not leave it 
to him.” 

“ It is precisely those superstitions which hang about your 
mind like bedimming clouds, my Eomola, that make one great 
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reason why I could wish we were two hundred leagues from 
Florence. I am obliged to take care of you in opposition to 
your own will : if tliose dear eyes, that look so tender, see 
falsely, I must see for them, and save my wife from wasting 
her life in disappointing herself by impracticable dreams,’’ 

Eomola sat silent and motionless : she could not blind her- 
self to the direction in which Tito’s words pointed ; he wanted 
to persuade her that they might get the library deposited in 
some monastery, or take some other ready means to rid them- 
selves of a task, and of a tie to Florence; and she was deter- 
mined never to submit her mind to his judgment on this ques- 
tion of duty to her father; she was inwardly piepared to 
encounter any sort of pain in resistance. But the determina- 
tion was kept latent in these first moments by the heart-crash- 
ing sense that now at last she and Tito must be confessedly 
divided in their wishes. He was glad of her silence ; for, 
much as he had feared the strength of her feeling, it was im- 
possible for him, shut up in the narrowness that hedges in all 
merely clever, unimpassioned men, not to overestimate the 
persuasiveness of his own arguments. His conduct did not 
look ugly^ to himself, and his imagination did not suffice to 
show him exactly how it would look to Komola. He went on 
in the same gentle, remonstrating tone. 

‘•You know, dearest — your own clear judgment always 
.showed you— that the notion of isolating a collection of 
books and antiquities, and attaching a single name to them for- 
ever, was one that ha/1 no valid, substantial good for its object : 
and yet more, one that was liable to be defeated in a thousand 
ways. See what has become of the Medici collections ! And. 
for my part, T consider it even blameworthy to enteitain those 
petty views of appropriation : why should any one be reason- 
ably glad that Florence should possess the benefits of learned 
research and taste more than any other city ? T understand 
your feeling about the wishes of the dead ; but wisdom puts 
a limit to these sentiments, else lives might be continually 
wasted in that sort of futile devotion — like praising deaf 
gods forever. You gave your life to your father while he 
lived ; why should you demand more of yourself ? ” 

“ Because it was a trust,'’ said Ilomola, in a low but distinct 
voice. “ He trusted me, lie trusted you, Tito. I did not ex- 
pect you to feel anything else about it — to feel as I do — but 
I did expect you to feel f hat.” 

“Yes. dearest, of course I should feel it on a point where 
your father's real welfare or happiness was concerned; tut 
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there is no question of that now. If we believed in purga- 
tory, I sJiould be as anxious as you to have iiiasses said ; and 
if I believed it could now pain your father to see his library 
preserved and used in a rather different way from what he 
had set his mind on, I should share the strictness of your 
views. But a little philosophy should teach us to rid our- 
selves of those air-woven fetters that mortals hang round 
themselves, spending their lives in misery under the mere 
imagination of weight. Your mind, which seizes ideas so 
readily, my Romola, is able to discriminate between substan- 
tial good and these brain-wrought fantasies. Ask yourself, 
dearest, what possible good can these books and antiquities do, 
stowed together under your father’s name in Florence, more 
than they would do if they were divided or carried elsewhere? 
ISTay, is not the very dispersion of such things in hands that 
know how to value them, one means of extending their use- 
fulness ? This rivalry of Italian cities is very petty and illib- 
eral. The loss of Constantinople was the gain of the whole 
civilized world.” 

Romola was still too thoroughly under the painful pressure 
of the new revelation Tito was making of himself, for her 
resistance to find any strong vent. As that fluent talk fell on 
her ears there was a rising contempt within her, which only 
made her more conscious of her bruised, despairing love, her 
love for the Tito she had married and believed in. Her 
nature, possessed with the energies of strong emotion, recoiled 
from this hopelessly shallow readiness which professed to 
appropriate the widest sympathies and had no pulse for the 
nearest. She still spoke like one who was restrained from 
showing all she felt. She had only drawn away her arm from 
bis knee, and sat with her hands clasped before her, cold and 
motionless as locked waters. 

“ You talk of substantial good, Tito ! Are faithfulness, and 
love, and sweet grateful memories, no good ? Is it no good 
that we should keep our silent promises on which others build 
because they believe in our love and truth ? Is it no good 
that a just life should be justly honored ? Or, is it good that 
we should harden our hearts against all the wants and hopes 
of those who have depended on us ? What good can belong 
to men who have stich souls ? To talk cleverly, perhaps, and 
find soft couches for themselves, and live and die with their 
base selves as their best companions.” 

Her voice had gradually risen till there was a ring of scorn 
in the last words ; she made a slight pause, but he saw there 
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were other words quivering on her lipS; and he chose to let 
them come. 

“ I know of no good for cities or the world if they are to be 
made up of such beings. But I am not thinking of other 
Italian cities and the whole civilized world — I am thinking 
of my father, and of my love and sorrow for him, and of his 
just claims on us. I would give up anything else, Tito, — I 
would leave Florence, — what else did I live for but for him 
and you ? But I will not give up that duty. What have I to 
do with your arguments ? It was a yearning of his heart, and 
therefore it is a yearning of mine.” 

Her voice, from having been tremulous, had become full and 
firm. She felt rhat she had been urged on to say all that it 
was needful for her to sa^'. She thought, poor thing, there 
was nothing harder to come than this struggle against Tito’s 
suggestions as against the meaner part of herself. 

He had begun to see clearly that be could not persuade her 
into assent : he must take another course, and show her that 
the time for resistance was past. That, at least, would put an 
end to further struggle ; and if the disclosure were not made 
by himself to-night, to-morrow it must be made in another 
way. This necessity nerved his courage ; and his experience 
of her affectioiiateiiess and unexpected submissiveness, ever 
since their marriage until now, encouraged him to hope that, 
at last, she would accommodate herself to what had been his 
will. 

“ I am sorry to hear you speak in that spirit of blind per- 
sistence, my Komola,” he said, quietly, “because it obliges me 
to give you pain. But I partly foresaw your opposition, and 
as a prompt decision was necessary, I avoided that obstacle, 
and decided without consulting you. The very care of a hus- 
band for his wife’s interest compels him to that separate 
action sometimes — even when he has such a wife as you, my 
Roinola.” 

She turned her eyes on him in breathless inquiry. 

“ I mean,” he said, answering her look, “ that I have ar- 
ranged for the transfer, both of the books and of the antiqui- 
ties, where they will find the highest use and value. The 
books have been bought for the Duke of Milan, the marbles 
and bronzes and the rest are going to France : and both will be 
protected by the stability of a great Power, instead of remain- 
ing in a city which is exposed to ruin.” 

Before he had finished speaking, Romola had started from 
her seat, and stood up looking down at him, with tightened 
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hands falling before her, and, for the first time in her life, 
with a flash of fierceness in her scorn and anger. 

“You have sold them ? ” she asked, as if she distrusted her 
ears. 

“ I have,” said Tito, quailing a little. The scene was un- 
pleasant — the descending scorn already scorched him. 

“You are a treacherous man!” she said, with something 
grating in her voice, as she looked down at him. 

She was silent for a minute, and he sat still, feeling that 
ingenuity was powerless just now. Suddenly she turned 
away, and said in an agitated tone, “It may be hindered— I 
am going to my godfather.” 

In an instant Tito started up, went to the door, locked it, 
and took out the key. It was time for all the masculine pre- 
dominance that was latent in him to show itself. But he was 
not angry j he only felt that the moment was eminently un- 
pleasant, and that when this scene was at an end he should be 
glad to keep away from Eomola for a little while. But it was 
absolutely necessary first that she should be reduced to pas- 
siveness. 

“Try to calm yourself a little, Eomola,” he said, leaning in 
the easiest attitude possible against a pedestal under the bust 
of a grim old Boman. Not that he was inwardly easy : his 
heart palpitated with a moral dread, agaiii.st which no chain- 
armor could be found. He had locked in his wife's anger and 
scorn, but he had been obliged to lock himself in with it; and 
his blood did not rise with contest — his olive cheek was per- 
ceptibly paled. 

Eomola had paused and turned her eyes on him as she saw 
him take his stand and lodge the key in his scarsella. Her 
eyes were flashing, and her whole frame seemed to be pos- 
sessed by impetuous force that wanted to leap out in some deed. 
All the crushing pain of disappointment in her husband, 
which had made the strongest pari of her consciousness a few 
minutes before, was annihilated by the vehemence of her in- 
dignation. She could not care in this moment that the man 
she was despising as he leaned there in his loathsome beauty 
— she could not care that he was her husband ; she could only 
feel that she despised him. The pride and fierceness of the 
old Bardo blood had been thoroughly awaked in her for the 
first time. 

“ Try at least to understand the fact,” said Tito, “ and do 
not seek to take futile steps which may be fatal. It is of no 
use for you to go to your godfather. Messer Bernardo cannot 
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reverse what I have done. Only sit down. You would hardly 
wish, if you were quite yourself, to make known to any third 
person what passes between us in private."’ 

Tito knevr that he had touched the right fibre there. But 
she did not sit down ; she was too uncouscious of her body 
voluntarily to change her attitude. 

“ Why can it not be reversed ? ” she said after a pause. 

Nothing is moved yet.” 

“ Simply because the sale has been concluded by written 
agreement ; the purchasers have left Florence and I hold the 
bonds for the purchase-money.” 

If niy father had suspected you of being a faithless man,’’ 
said Roraola, in a tone of bitter scorn, which insisted on dart- 
ing out before she could say anything else, “be would have 
placed the library safely out of your power. But death over- 
took him too soon, and w'hen you were sure his ear was deaf, 
and his hand stiff, you robbed him.” She paused an instant, 
and then said with gathered passion, “ Have you robbed some- 
body else who is not dead? Is that the reason you wear 
armor ? ” 

Romola had been driven to utter the words as men are 
driven to use the lash of the horsewhip. At first, Tito felt 
horribly cow^od ; it seemed to him that the disgrace he had 
been dreading w’ould be w*orse than he liad imagined it. But 
soon there w'as a re-action ; such power of dislike and resist- 
ance as there was within him was beginning to rise against a 
wife whose voice seemed like the liorald of a retributive fate. 
Her, at least, his quick mind told him that he might master. 

“'It is useless,” he said, coolly, “to answer the words of 
madness. Romola. Your peculiar feeling about your father 
has made you marl at this moment. Any rational person 
looking at the case from a due distance will see that T have 
taken the wisest courbc. Apart from the influence of your 
exaggerated feelitigs on him, T am convinced that Messer 
Bernardo would be of that opinion.” 

“ He w ould not I ” said Romola. “ He lives in the hope of see- 
ing 1113’ father’s wish exactly fulfilled. We spoke of it together 
only yesterday. He w'ill help me yet. Who are these men 
to whom you have sold my father's property ?” 

“There is no reason why you should not be told, except 
that it sigsiifies little. The Count di San Severino and the 
Seneschal de Beaucaire are now on their way with the king to 
Siena.” 

“ They may be overtaken and persuaded to give up their 
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purchase,” said Romola, eagerly, her anger beginning to be 
surmounted by anxious thought. 

No, they may not,” said Tito, with cool decision. 

« Why ? ” 

Because I do not choose that they should,” 

“ But if you were paid the money ? — we will pay you the 
money,” said Bomola. 

No words could have disclosed more fully her sense of 
alienation from Tito ; but they were spoken with less of bit- 
terness than of anxious pleading. And he felt stronger, for 
he saw that the first impulse of fury was past. 

“ No, iny Romola, Understand that such thoughts as these 
are impracticable. You would not, in a reasonable moment, 
ask your godfather to bury three thousand fiorins in addition 
to what he has already paid on the library. 1 think your 
pride and delicacy would shrink from that.” 

She began to tremble and turn cold again with discourage- 
ment, and sank down on the carved chest near which she was 
standing. He went on in a clear voice, under which she 
shuddered, as if it had been a narrow cold stream coursing 
over a hot cheek. 

“ Moreover, it is not my will that Messer Bernardo should 
advance the money, even if the project were not an utterly 
wild one. And I beg you to consider, before you take any 
step or utter any word on the subject, what will be the conse- 
quences of your placing yourself in opposition to me, and 
trying to exhibit j’our husband in the odious light which your 
own distempered feelings cast over him. What object will 
you serve by injuring me with Messer Bernardo ? The event 
is irrevocable, the library is sold, and you are my wife.” 

Every word was spoken for the sake of a calculated effect, 
for his intellect was urged into the utmost activity by the 
danger of the crisis. He knew that Romola’s mind would 
take in rapidly enough all the wide meaning of his speech. 
He waited and watched her in silence. 

She had turned her eyes from him. and was looking on the 
ground, and in that way she sat for several minutes. When 
she spoke, her voice was quite altered, — it was quiet and 
cold. 

I have one thing to ask.” 

<‘Ask anything that I can do without injuring us both, 
Romola.” 

‘‘ That you will give me that portion of the money which 
belongs to my godfather, and let me pay him.” 
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must have some assurance from you, firsts of tlie atti- 
tude you intend to take towards me.” 

“Do you believe in assurances^ Tito?” she said, with a 
tinge of returning bitterness, 

“ From you, T do.” 

“ I will do you no harm. I shall disclose nothing. I will 
say nothing to pain him or you. Yon say truly, the event is 
irrevocable.” 

“ Then I will do what you desire to-morrow morning.” 

“To-night, if possible,” said Romola, “that we may not 
speak of it again.” 

“ It is possible,” he said, moving towards the lamp, while 
she sat still, looking away from him with absent eyes. 

Presently he came and bent down over her, to put a piece 
of paper into her hand. “ You will receive something in re- 
turn, 3 on are aware, my Komola ? ” he said, gently, not mind- 
ing so much what had passed, now he was secure ; and feeling 
able to try and propitiate her. 

“ Yes,” she said, taking the paper, without looking at him. 
“ I undei*3tand.” 

“ And \*ou will forgive me, my Romola, when you have had 
time to reflect.” He just touched her brow with his lips, but 
she took no notice, and seemed reallj^ unconscious of the act. 

She was aware that he unlocked the door and went out. 
She moved her head and listened. The great door of the 
court opened and shut again. She started up as if some sud- 
den freedom had come, and going to her father's chair where 
his picture was propped, fell on her knees before it, and burst 
into sobs. 


CHAPTER XXXIIL 

BALDASSA.RRE MAKES AX ACQUAINTANCE. 

When Baldassarre was wandering about Florence in search 
of a spare outllOU^e where he might have the cheapest of 
sheltered beds, his steps had been attracted towards that sole 
portion of ground within the walls of the city which is not 
perfectly level, and uhoie the spectator, lifted above the roofs 
of the houses, can see be^rond the city to the protecting hills 
and far-stretching valley, otherwise shut out from his view 
except along the welcome opening made by the course of the 
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Arno. Part of that ground has been already seen by us as 
the hill of Bogoli, at that time a great stone-quarry ; but the 
side towards which Baldassarre directed his steps was the one 
that sloped down behind the Via de’ Bardi, and was most 
commonly called the hill of San Giorgio. Bratti had told him 
that Tito’s dwelling was in the Via de’ Bardi; and, after 
surveying that street, he turned up tlie slope of the hill which 
he had observed as he was crossing the bridge. If he could 
find a sheltering outhouse on that hill, he would be glad : he 
had now for some years been accustomed to live with a broad 
sky about himj and, moreover, the narrow passes of the 
streets, with their strip of sky above, and the unknown 
labj'rinth around them, seemed to intensify his sense of 
loneliness and feeble memory. 

The hill was sparsely inhabited, and covered chiefly by 
gardens ; but in one spot was a piece of rough ground jagged 
with great stones, which had never been cultivated since a 
landslip had ruined some houses there towards the end of the 
thirteenth century. Just above the edge of this broken 
ground stood a queer little square building, looking like a 
truncated tower roofed in with fluted tiles, and close by was a 
small outhouse, apparently built up against a piece of ruined 
stone wall. Under a large half-dead mulberry-tree that was 
now sending its last fluttering leaves in at the open doorways, 
a shrivelled, hardy old woman was untying a goat with two 
kids, and Baldassarre could see that part of the outbuilding 
was occupied by live stock ; but the door of the other part 
was open, and it was empty of everything but some tools and 
straw. It was just the sort of place he wanted. He spoke 
to the old woman ; but it was not till he got close to her and 
shouted in her ear, that he succeeded in making her under- 
stand his want of a lodging, and his readiness to pay for it. 
At first he could get no answer bej^ond shakes of the head 
and the words, “No — no lodging,” uttered in the muffled 
tone of the deaf. But, by dint of persistence, he made clear 
to her that he was a poor stranger from a long way over seas, 
and could not afford to go to hostelries ; that he only wanted 
to lie on the straw in the outhouse, and would pay her a 
quattrino or two a week for that shelter. She still looked at 
him dubiously, shaking her head and talking low to herself ; 
but presently, as if a new thought occurred to her, she fetched 
a hatchet from the house, and, showing him a chump that lay 
half covered with litter in a corner, asked him if he would 
chop that up for her: if he would, he might lie in the out- 
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house for one night. He agreed^ and Monna Lisa stood with 
her arms akimbo to watch liim, with a smile of gratified 
cunning, saying low to herself, — 

“ It’s lain there ever since my old man died. What then ? 
I might as well have put a stone on the fire. He chops very 
well, though he does speak with a foreign tongue, and looks 
odd. I couldn’t have got it done cheaper. And if he only 
wants a bit of straw^ to lie on, I might make him do an errand 
or two up and down the hill. Who need know? And sin 
that’s hidden’s half forgiven.^ He’s a stranger : he’ll take no 
notice of her. And I’ll tell her to keep her tongue still.’’ 

The antecedent to these feminine pronouns had a pair of 
blue eyes, which at that moment were applied to a large round 
hole in the shutter of the upper window. The shutter was 
closed, not for any penal reasons, but because only the opposite 
window had the luxury of glass in it : the weather Avas not 
warm, and a round liole four inches in diameter served all the 
purposes of observation. The hole Avas, unfortunately, a little 
too high, and obliged the small observer to stand on a Ioav 
stool of a rickety character ; but Tessa would have stood a 
long Avhile in a much more inconvenient position for the sake 
of seeing a little variety in her life. She had been drawn to 
the opening at the first loud tones of the strange voice speak- 
ing to Monna Lisa; and darting gently across her room every 
now and then to peep at something, she continued to stand 
there until the Avood had been chopped, and she saw 
Baldassarre enter the outhouse, as the dusk Avas gathering, 
and seat himself on the straAv. 

A great temptation had laid hold of Tessa’s mind ; she 
Avould go and take that old man part of her supper, and talk 
to him a little. He Avas not deaf like Monna Lisa, and besides 
she could say a great many things to him that it Avas uo use 
to shout at Monua Lisa, who knew them already. And he was 
a stranger — strangers came from a long way off and went 
tiAvay again, and lived iiOAvhere in particular. It was naughty, 
she kiieAV, for obedience made the largest part in Tessa’s idea 
of duty; but it would be something to confess to the Padre 
next Pasqua, and there was nothing else to confess except 
going to sleep sometimes over her beads, and being a little 
cross with Monna Lisa because she Avas so deaf; for she had as 
much idleness as she liked now, and Avas never frightened into 
telling white lies. She turned away from her shutter with 
rather an excited expression in her childish face, which was 
^ ** Pccciito celato t mezzo perdonato.'* 
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as pretty and pouting as ever. Her garb was still that of a 
simple contadina, but of a contadina prepared for a festa : her 
gown of dai’k-greeii serge, with its red girdle, was very clean 
and neat; she had the string of red glass beads round her 
neck ; and her brown hair, rough from curliness, was duly 
knotted up, and fastened with the silver pin. She had but 
one new ornament, and she was very proud of it, for it was a 
line gold ring. 

Tessa sat on the low stool, nursing her knees, for a minute 
or two, with her little soul poised in fluttering excitement on 
the edge of this pleasant transgression. It was quite irresisti- 
ble. She had been commanded to make no acquaintances, and 
warned that if she did, all her new happy lot would vanish away, 
and be like a hidden treasure that turned to lead as soon as it 
was brought to the daylight ; and she had been so obedient 
that when she had to go to church she had kept her face 
shaded b}' her hood and had pursed up her lips quite tightly. 
It was true her obedience had been a little helped by her own 
dread lest the alarming stepfather Xofri should turn up even 
ill this quarter, so far from the For* del Prato, and beat her at 
least, if he did not drag her back to work for him, I5ut this 
old man was not an acquaintance ; he was a poor stranger 
going to sleep in the outhouse, and he probably knew nothing 
of stepfather Kofn ; and, besides, if she took him some 
supper, he would like her, and not want to tell anything about 
her. iloniia Lisa would say she must not go and talk to him, 
therefore !Monna Lisa must not be consulted. It did not 
signify what she found out after it had been done. 

Supper was being prepared, she knew — a mountain of 
macaroni flavored with cheese, fragrant enough to tame any 
stranger. So she tripped downstairs with a mind full of deep 
designs, and first asking with an innocent look what that 
noise of talking had been, without waiting for an answer, knit 
her brow with a peremptory air, something like a kitten trying 
to be formidable, and sent the old woman upstairs ; saying, 
she chose to eat her supper down below. In three minutes 
Tessa with her lantern in one hand aud a wooden, bowl of 
macaroni in the other, was kicking gently at the door of the 
outhouse ; and Baldassarre, roused from sad reverie, doubted 
in the first moment whether he wei^e awake as he opened the 
door and saw this surprising little handmaid, with delight m 
her wide eyes, breaking in on his dismal loneliness. 

brought you some supper,” she said, lifting her 
mouth towards his ear and shouting, as if he had been 
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deaf like Monna Lisa. “ Sit down and eat it, while I stay 
with you.’^ 

Surprise and distrust surmounted every other feeling in 
Baldassarre, but though he had no smile or word of gratitude 
ready, there could not he any impulse to push away this 
visitant, and he sank down passively on his straw again, while 
Tessa placed herself close to him, put the wooden bowl on his 
lap, and set down the lantern in front of them, crossing her 
hands before her, and nodding at the bowl with a significant 
smile, as much as to say, “Yes, you may really eat it.” For, 
in the excitement of carrying out her deed, she had forgotten 
her previous thought that the stranger would not be deaf, and 
had fallen into her habitual alternative of dumb show and 
shouting. 

The invitation was not a disagreeable one, for he had been 
gnawing a remnant of dry bread, which had left plenty ol 
appetite for anything w'arm and relishing. Tessa watched 
the disappearance of two or three mouthfuls without speak- 
ing, for she had thought his eyes rather fierce at first : but 
now she ventured to put her mouth to his ear again, and 
cry,— 

“ I like my supper, don’t you ? ” 

It was not a smile, but rather the milder look of a dog 
touched by kindness, but unable to smile, thai Baldassan-e 
turned on this round, blue-eyed thing that was caring about 
him. 

“Yes,” he said; “but I can hear well — I’m not deaf.” 

“It is true; I forgot,” said Tessa, lifting her hands and 
clasping them. “ But Monna Lisa is deaf, and 1 live with 
her. She’s a kind old woman, and I’m not frightened at her. 
And we live very well : we have plenty of nice things. I can 
have nuts if I like. And I’m not obliged to work now, 1 
used to have to work, and I didn't like it ; but I liked feeding 
the mules, and I should like to see poor Giannetla, the little 
mule, again. We’ve only got a goat and two kids, and I used 
to talk to the goat a good deal, because there was nobody else 
but Monna Lisa. But now I’ve got something else — can you 
guess what it is ? ” 

She drew her head back, and looked w'ith a challenging 
smile at Baldassarre, as if she had proposed a difficult riddle 
to him. 

“ No,” said he, putting aside his bowl, and looking at her 
dreamily. It seemed as if this young prattling thing were 
some memory come back out of his own youth. 
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« Yoa like me to talk to you, don’t you ? ” said Tessa, 
*^but you must not tell anybody. Shall I fetch you a bit of 
cold sausage ? 

He shook his head; but he looked so mild now that Tessa 
felt quite at her ease. 

Well; then, I’ve got a httle baby. Such a pretty bambi- 
netto, with little fingers and nails I Not old yet ; it was born 
at the Nativita, Moiina Lisa says. I was married one 
Nativitk, a long, long while ago, and nobody knew. 0 Santa 
Madonna ! 1 didn't mean to tell you that I 

Tessa set up her shoulders and bit her lip, looking at 
Baldassarre as if this beti-ayal of secrets must have an excit- 
ing effect on him too. But he seemed not to care much ; and 
perhaps that was in the nature of strangers. 

“ Yes,” she said, carrying ou her thought aloud, " you are 
a stranger; you don't live anywhere or know anybody, do 
you ? ” 

“No,” said Baldassarre. also thinking aloud, rather than 
consciously answering, “ T only know one man.” 

“ His name is not Nofri, is it ? ” said Tessa anxiously. 

“No,’' said Baldassarre, noticing her look of fear. “Is 
that y’our husband's name ? ” 

That mistaken supposition was very amusing to Tessa. 
She laughed and clapped her hands as she said, — 

“ No, indeed ! But I must not tell ^’’ou anything about my 
husband. You would never think what he is — not at all 
like Nofri ! ” 

She laughed again at the delightful incongruity between 
the name of Nofri — which was not separable from the idea 
of the cross-grained stepfather — and the idea of her hus- 
band. 

“ But I don’t see him very often,” she went on, more 
gravely. “ And sometimes I pray to the Holy Madonna to 
send him oftener, and once she did. But I must go back to 
my bimbo now. I’ll bring it to show you to-morrow. You 
would like to see it. Sometimes it cries and makes a face, 
but only when it’s hungry, Monna Lisa says. You wouldn’t 
think it, but Monna Lisa had babies once, and they are all 
dead old men. My husband says she will never die now, 
because she’s so well dried. I’m glad of that, for I’m fond of 
her. You would like to stay here to-morrow, shouldn't you ? ” 

“ I should like to have this place to come and rest in, that’s 
all,” said Baldassarre. “ I would pay for it, and harm no* 
body.” 



ItOMOLA. 


OTf> 

I MP 

‘•No, indeed; I think }ou are not a bad old man. But 
you look sorry about something. Tell me, is there anything 
yon shall cry about when I leave you by yourself? I used to 
cry once.’’ 

No, child ; I think 1 shall cry no more.” 

‘‘That’s right; and I'll bring you some breakfast, and show 
you the bimbo. Good-night.” 

Tessa took up her bowl and lantern, and closed the dc^pr 
behind her. The pretty loving apparition had been no nio^ 
to Baldassarre than a faint rainbow on the blackness to the' 
nmn who is wrestling in deej) ivaters. He hardly thouglit ol 
her again till his dreamy waking passed into the more \ivid 
images of disturbed sleep. 

But Tessa thought much of him. She had no soonoi 
entered the house than slie told Monna Lisa what she had 
done, and insisted that the stranger should be allo\\ed to 
come and rest in the outhouse when he liked. The old 
woman, who had had her notions of making liim a useful 
tenant, made a great show of reluctance, shook her head, and 
urged that ^^fesser Xaldo would be angry if she let auy one 
come about; the house. Tessa did not believe that. Naldo 
had said nothing against strangers who lived nowhere ; and 
this old man knew nobody except one person, who iva& not 
Nofri. 

•* Well,” conceded Monna Lisa, at last, ‘‘if I let him stay 
for a while and carry things up the hill for me, thou must 
keep thy counsel and tell nobody^.” 

“No,” said Tessa, “I'll only tell the bimbo.” 

“ And then,” Monna Lisa ivent on, in her thick undertone, 

God may love us well enough not to let Messer Naldo find 
out anything about it. For he never comes here but at dark ; 
and as he \vas here two days ago, it'& likely he’ll never come 
at all till the old man’s gone away again.” 

“ Oh, me ! Monna,” said Tessa, clasping her hands, “ I wdsh 
Naldo had not to go such a long, long way sometimes before 
he comes back again.” 

“Ah, child ^ the woild’s big, they &ay^ There are places 
behind the mountains, and if people go night and day, night 
and day, they get to Rome, and see the Holy Fatlier.” 

Tessa looked submissive in the presence of this mystery, 
and began to lock her baby, and sing syllables of vague 
loving meaning, in tones that imitated a triple chime. 

The next moniing she was unusually industrious in the 
prospect of more dialogue, and of the pleasure she should give 
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the poor old stranger by showing him her bab}'. But before 
she could get re^y to take Baldassarre his breakfast, she 
found that Monna Lisa had been employing him as a drawer 
of water. She deferred her paternosters, and hurried down to 
insist that Baldassarre should sit on his straw, so that she 
might come and sit by him again while he ate his breakfast. 
That attitude made the new companionship all the more 
delightful to Tessa, for she had been used to sitting on straw 
in old days along witli her goats and mules. 

“ I will not let Monna Lisa give you too much work to do,’’ 
she said, bringing him some steaming broth and soft bread. 
‘‘ I don’t like much work, and I dare say you don't. I like 
sitting in the sunshine and feeding things. Monna Lisa says, 
work is good, but she does it all herself, so I don’t mind. 
She’s not a cross old woman; you needn't be afraid of her 
being cross. And now, you eat that, and I’ll go and fetch my 
baby and show it you.” 

Presently she came back with the small mummy-case in 
her arms. The mummy looked very lively, having unusually 
large dark eyes, though no more than the usual indication of 
a future nose. 

“ This is my baby,” said Tessa, seating herself close to 
Baldassarre. You didn’t think it was so pretty, did you ? 
It is like the little Gesii, and I bliould think the ^anta 
Madonna would be kinder to me now, is it not true ? But I 
have not much to ask for, because I have eveiy thing now — 
only that I should see ray husband often er. You may hold 
the bambino a little if 3*011 like, but I think you must not kiss 
him, because you might hurt him.” 

She spoke this prohibition in atone of soothing excuse, and 
Baldassarre could not refuse to hold the small package. 

Poor thing ! poor thing ! ” he said, in a deep voice which 
had something strangel}* threatening in its apparent pit}’. It 
did not seem to him as if this guileless, loving little woman 
could reconcile him to the world at all, but rather that she 
was with him against the world, that she was a creature who 
would need to be avenged. 

“ Oh, don’t you be sorry for me,” she said ; “ for though I 
don’t see him often, he is more beautiful and good than any- 
body else in the world. 1 sa}* prayers to him when he’s away. 
You couldn’t think what he is 1 ” 

She looked at Baldassarre with a wide glance of mysterious 
meaning, taking the baby from him again, and almost wish- 
ing he would question her as if he wanted very much to 
know morct 
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Yes, I could,” said Baldassarre, rather bitterly. 

“No, I’m sure you never could,” said Tessa, earnestly 
“ You thought he might be Nofri,” she added, with a triumph 
ant air of conclusiveness. “But never mind 5 you couldn’t 
know. What is your name ? ” 

He rubbed his hand over his knitted brow, then looked at 
her blankly and said, “ Ah, child, what is it ? ” 

It was not that he did not often remember his name well 
enough ; and if he had had presence of mind now to remembei 
it, he would have chosen not to tell it. But a sudden question 
appealing to his memory, had a paralyzing e&ct, and iu that 
moment he was conscious of nothing but helplessness. 

Ignorant as Tessa was, the pity stirred in her by his blank 
look taught her to say, — 

“Never mind; you are a stranger, it is no matter about 
your having a name. Good-by now, because I want my break- 
fast. You will come here and rest when you like ; ]Mouua 
Lisa says you may. And don’t you be unhappy, for well be 
good to you.” 

“ Poor thing 1 ” said Baldassarre again. 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 

so PLACE POK BEPEWTAXCB. 

Messer Naldo came again sooner than was expected : he 
came on the evening of the twenty eighth of November, only 
eleven days after his previous visit, proving that he had not 
gone far beyond the mountains ; and a scene which we have 
witnessed as it took place that evening in the Via de’ Bardi 
may help to explain the impulse which turned his steps to- 
wards the hill of San Giorgio. 

When Tito had first found this home for Tessa, on his re- 
turn from Rome, more than a j'ear and a half ago, he had 
acted, he persuaded himself, simply under the constraint im- 
posed on him by his own kindliness after the unlucky incident 
which had made foolish little Tessa imagine him to be her hus- 
band. It was true that the kindness was manifested towards 
a pretty trusting thing whom it was impossible to be near with- 
out feeling ineUiied to caress and pet her ; but it was not less 
true that Tito had movements of kindness towards her apart 
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from anj contemplated gain to himself. Otherwise, charming 
as her prettiness and prattle were in a lazy moment, he might 
have preferred to be free from her ; for he was not in love vrith 
Tessa — he was in love for the first time in his life with an 
entirely different woman, whom he was not simply inclined to 
shower caresses on, but whose presence possessed him so that 
the simple sweep of her long tresses across his cheek seemed 
to vibrate through the hours. All the young ideal passion he 
had in him had been stirred by Bomola, and his fibre was too 
fine, his intellect too bright, for him to be tempted into the 
habits of a gross pleasure-seeker. But he had spun a web 
about himself and Tessa, which he felt incapable of break- 
ing : in the first moments after the mimic marriage he had 
been prompted to leave her under an illusion by a distinct 
calculation of his own possible need, but since that critical 
moment it seemed to him that the web had gone on spinning 
itself in spite of him like a growth over which he had no 
power. The elements of kindness and self-indulgence are 
hard to distinguish in a soft nature like Tito’s ; and the annoy- 
ance he had felt under Tessa’s pursuit of him on the day of 
his betrothal, the thorough intention of revealing the truth to 
her with which he set out to fulfil his promise of seeing her 
again, were a sufficiently strong argument to him that in ulti- 
mately leaving Tessa under her illusion and providing a home 
for her, he had been overcome by his own kindness. And in 
these days of his first devotion to Eomola he needed a self- 
justifying argument. He had learned to be glad that she was 
deceived about some things. But every strong feeling makes 
to itself a conscience of its own — has its own piety ; just as 
much as the feeling of the son towards the mother, which will 
sometimes survive amid the worst fumes of depravation ; and 
Tito could not yet be easy in committing a secret offence 
against his wedded love. 

But he was all the more careful in taking precautions to 
preserve the secrecy of the offence. Monna Lisa, who, like 
many of her class, never left her habitation except to go to 
one or two particular shops, and to confession once a year, 
knew nothing of his real name and whereabout : she only knew 
that he paid her so as to make her very comfortable, and 
minded little about the rest, save that she got fond of Tessa, 
and found pleasure in the cares for which she was paid. There 
was some mystery behind, clearly, since Tessa was a contadina, 
and Messer Naldo was a signor ; but, for aught Monna Lisa 
knew, he might be a real husband. For Tito had thoroughly 
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frightened Tessa into silence about the circumstances of their 
marriage, by telling her that if she broke that silence she 
would never see him again ; and Monna Lisa’s deafness, which 
made it impossible to say anything to her without some pre- 
meditation, had saved Tessa from any incautious revelation to 
her, such as had run off her tongue in talking with Baldassarre, 
For a long while Tito’s visits were so rare, that it seemed likely 
enough he took journeys between them. Tliey were prompted 
chiefly by the desire to see that all things were going on well 
with Tessa; and though he always found his visit pleas? liter 
than the pros])ect of it — always felt anew the eliarm of that 
pretty ignorant lovingness and trust — he had not yet any 
real need of it. But he was determined, if possible, to pie- 
serve the simplicity on wliicli the charm depended ; to keep 
Tessa a genuine contadina, and not place the small field-flouer 
among conditions that wo aid rob it of its grace. He would 
have been shocked to see her in the dress of any other rank 
tlian her own ; the piquancy of her talk would be all gone, if 
things began to have new relations for her. if her w orld be- 
came wider, her pleasures less childish ; and the squivreMike 
enjoyment of tints at discretion marked the standard of the 
luxuries he had provided tor her. By this means, Tito saved 
Tessa’s charm from being sullied ; and he also, by a convemenl 
coincidence, saved himself from aggravating expenses that 
were already rather importunate to a man whose money vas 
all required for his avowed habits of litc. 

This, in brief, had been the hihtor}" of Tito’s relation to 
Tessa up to a very recent date. It is true that once or twiu 
before Bardo’s death the sense that there m as Tessa up the 
hill, with whom it was possible to pass an hour agreeably, had 
been an inducement to him to escape from a little weamie.''*' 
of the old man, when, for lack of any positive engagement, he 
might otherwise have borne the weariness patiently and shared 
Roinola’s burden. But the moment when he had first fidt 
a real hunger for Tessn’s ignorant lovingness and belief in Jiim 
had not eonie till quite lately, and it was distinctly marked 
out by circumstances as little to be forgott(Ui as the onconung 
of a malady that has permanently vitiated the sight and heal- 
ing. It was the day when he had first seen Baldassarre, and 
had bought the armor. Returning across the bridge that 
night, with the coat of mail in his hands, he had felt an uncon- 
querable shrinking from an immediate encounter with Roraola. 
She, too. knew little of the actual world ; she, too, trusted 
him 5 but he had an micas} consciousness that behind her frank 
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eyes there was a nature that could judge him, and that any 
ill-founded trust of hers sprang not from pretty brute-like 
incapacity, but from a nobleness which might prove an alarm- 
ing touchstone, lie wanted a little ease, a little repose from 
self-control, after the agitation and exertions of the day ; he 
wanted to be where he could adjust his mind to the morrow, 
without caring how he behaved at tlie present moment. And 
there was a sweet adoring creature within reach whose i^res- 
euce was as safe and uncoiistraining as that of her own kids, 
— who would believe any fable, and remain quite unimpressed 
by public opinion. And so on that evening, when Komola was 
waiting and listening for him, he turned his steps up the hill. 

Ho wonder, then, that the steps took the same course on this 
evening, eleven days later, when he had had to recoil under 
Romola^s first outburst of scorn. He could not wish Tessa in 
liis wife’s place, or refrain from wishing that las wife should 
be thorouglily reconciled to him ; for it was Roinola, tand not 
Tessa, that belonged to the world where all the larger desires 
of a man who had ambition and effective faculties must neces- 
sarily lie. But he wanted a refuge from a standard disagree- 
ably rigorous, of w'^hichhe could not make himself independent 
simply by thinking it folly ; and Tessa’s little soul was that 
inviting refuge. 

It was not much more than eight o’clock when he went up 
the stone steps to the door of Tessa’s room. Usually she 
lieard his entrance into the house, and ran to meet him, but 
not to-night; and when he opened the door he saw the 
reason. A single dim light was burning above the dying fire, 
and showed Tessa in a kneeling attitude by the head of the 
bed where the baby lay. Her head had fallen aside on the pil- 
low, and her brown rosary, which usually hung above the 
pillow over the picture of the Madonna and the golden palm- 
branches, lay in the loose grasp of her right hand. She had 
gone fast asleep over her beads. Tito stepped lightly across 
the little room, and sat down close to her. She had prt)bably 
heard the opening of the door as part of her dream, for he had 
not been looking at her two moments before she opened her 
eyes. She 0])ened them without any start, and remained 
quite motionless looking at him, as if the sense that he was 
there smiling at her shut out any impulse which could dis- 
turb that happy passiveness. But when he put his hand under 
her chin, and stooped to kiss her, she said, — 

I dreamed it, and then I said it was dreaming — and then 
t awoke, and it was true.’^ 
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“Little sinner!” said Tito, pinching her chin, “you have 
not said half your prayers. I will punish you by not looking 
at your baby ; it is ugly.” 

Tessa did not like those words, even though Tito was smil- 
ing. She had some pouting distress in her face, as she said, 
bending anxiously over the baby, — 

“ Ah, it is not true ! He is prettier than anything. You 
do not think he is ugly. You will look at him. He is even 
prettier than when you saw him before — only he’s asleep, and 
you can’t see his eyes or his tongue, and I cauT show you liis 
hair — and it grows — isn’t that wonderful? Look at him! 
It's true his face is very much all alike when he’s asleep, 
there is not so much to see as when he’s awake. If you kiss 
him very gently, he won’t wake ; you want to kiss him, is it 
not true ? ” 

He satisfied her by giving the small mummy a butterfly 
kiss, and then, putting his hand on her shoulder and turning 
her face towai-ds him, said, “ You like looking at the baby 
better than looking at your husband, you false one ! ” 

She was still kneeling, and now rested her hands on his 
knee, looking up at him like one of Fra Lippo Lippi’s round- 
cheeked adoring angels. 

“ !N"o,” she said, shaking her head ; “ I love you always best, 
only I want you to look at the bambino and love him ; I used 
only to want you to love me.” 

“ And did you expect me to come again so soon ? ” said Tito, 
inclined to make her prattle. He still felt the effects of the 
agitation he had undergone — still felt like a man who ha's 
been violently jarred 5 and this was the easiest relief from 
silence and solitude. 

“Ah, no,” said Tessa, “I have counted the da3'S — to-day I 
began at my right thumb again — since you put on the beau- 
tiful chain-coat, that Messer San Michele gave you to take 
care of j^ou on your journey. And you have got it on now,’ 
she said, peeping through the opening in the breast of liis 
tunic. “Perhaps it made you come back sooner.” 

“Perhaps it did, Tessa,” he said. ^But don’t mind the coat 
now. Tell me what has happened since I was here. Did you 
see the tents in the Prato, and the soldiers and horsemen when 
they passed the bridges — did you hear the dnims and 
trumpets ? ” 

“Yes, and I was rather frightened, because I thought the 
soldiers might come up here. And Monna Lisa was a little 
afraid too, for she said they might carry onr kids off; she said 
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it was their business to do mischief. But the Holy Madonna 
took care of us, for we never saw one of them up here. But 
something has happened, only I hardly dare tell you, and that 
is what I was saying more Aves for.” 

''What do you mean, Tessa ? ” said Tito, rather anxiously. 
" Make haste and tell me.” 

“Yes, but will you let me sit on your knee ? because then I 
think I shall not be so frightened.” 

He took her on his knee, and put his arm round her, but 
looked grave : it seemed that something unpleasant must pur^ 
sue him even here. 

“ At first I didn’t mean to tell you,” said Tessa, speaking 
almost in a whisper, as if that would mitigate the offence ; 
“ because we thought the old man would be gone away before 
you came again, and it would be as if it had not been. But 
now he is there and you are come, and I never did anything 
you told me not to do before. And I want to tell you, and 
then you will perhaps forgive me, for it is a long while before 
I go to confession.” 

“ Yes, tell me everything, my Tessa.” He began to hope it 
was after all a trivial matter. 

“ Oh, 3"Ou will be sorry for him : Pm afraid he cries about 
something when I don’t see him. But that was not the reason 
I went to him first ; it was because T wanted to talk to him 
and show him my baby, and he was a stranger that lived no- 
where, and I thought you w ouldn’t care so much about my 
talking to him. And I think he is not a bad old man, and he 
wanted to come and sleep on the straw next to the goats, and 
T made Monua Lisa say, ' Yes, he might,’ and he’s away all 
the day almost, but when lie comes back I talk to him, and 
take him something to eat/’ 

“Some beggar, T suppose. It was naughty of you, Tessa, 
and I am angry with Monna Lisa. I must have him sent 
away.” 

“ Ho, I think he is not a beggar, for he wanted to pay l^Conna 
Lisa, only she asked him to do work for her instead. And he 
gets himself shaved, and his clothes are tidy ; Monna Lisa 
says he is a decent man. But sometimes I think he is not in 
his right mind: Lupo, at Peretola, was not in his right mind, 
and he looks a little like Lupo sometimes, as if he didn’t know 
where he was.” 

“ What sort of face has he ? ” said Tito, his heart beginning 
to beat strangely. He was so haunted by the thought of Bal- 
ilassarre, that it was already he whom he saw in imagination 
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sitting on the straw not many yards from him. “Fetch your 
stool, my Tessa, and sit on it.” 

“Shall you not forgive me?” she said, timidly, moving 
from his knee. 

“ Yes, I will not be angry — only sit down, and tell me what 
sort of old man this is.” 

“I can’t think how to tell you : he is not like iny stepfather 
^^ofri, or anybody. His face is yellow, and he has deep marks 
in it ; and his hair is white, but there is none on the top of his 
head : and his eyebrows are black, and he looks from under 
them at me, and says, ‘ Poor thing ! ’ to me, as if he thought 
I was beaten as I used to be; and that seems as if he couldn’t 
be in his right mind, doesn’t it ? And I asked him his name 
once, but he couldn’t tell it me : yet everybody has a name — 
is it not tme ? And he has a book now, and keeps looking at 
it ever so long, as if he were a Padre. But I think he is not 
saying prayers, for his lips never move ; — ah, you are angry 
with me, or is it because you are sorry for the old man ? ” 

Tito s eyes were still fixed on Tessa ; but he had ceased to 
see her, and was only seeing the objects her words suggested. 
It was this absent glance whicli frightened her, and she could 
not help going to kneel at his side again. But he did not heed 
her, and she dared not touch him, or speak to him : she knelt;, 
trembling and wondering ; and this state of mind suggesting 
her beads to her, she took them from the floor, and began to 
tell them again, her pretty lips moving silently, and her blue 
eyes wide with anxiety and struggling tears. 

Tito was quite unconscious of her movements — uncon- 
scious of his own attitude: he was in that rapt state in 
which a man will grasp painful roughness, and press and press 
it closer, and never feel it. A new possibility had risen before 
him, which might dissolve at once the wretched conditions of 
fear and suppression that were marring his life. Destiny had 
brought within his reach an opportunity of retrieving that 
moment on the steps of the Duomo, when the Past had 
grasped him with living quivering bands, and he had disowned 
it. A few steps, and he might be face to face with his father, 
with no witness by; he might seek forgiveness and reconcili- 
ation ; and there was money now, from the sale of the library, 
to enable them to leave Florence ndthout disclosure, and go 
into Southern Italy, where under the probable French rule, he 
had already laid a foundation for patronage. Bomola need 
never know the whole truth, for she could have no certain 
means of identifying the prisoner in the Duomo with Baidas* 
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sarre, or of learning what had taken place on the steps, except 
from Baldassarre himself; and if his father forgave, he would 
also consent to bury that offence. 

But with this possibility of relief, by an easy spring, from 
present evil, there rose the other possibility, that the fierce- 
hearted man might refuse to be propitiated. Well — and if he 
did, things would only be as they had been before 5 for there 
would be no witness by. It was not repentance with a white 
sheet round it d taper in hand, confessing its hated sin in 
the eyes of me ,>hat Tito was prepaiing for : it was a repent- 
ance that would make all things pleasant again, and keep all 
past unpleasant things secret. And Tito’s soft-heartedness, 
his indisposition to feel himself in harsh relations \rith any 
creature, was in strong activity towards his father, now his 
lather was brought near to him. Tt would be a state of ease 
that his nature could not but desire, if the poisonous hatred in 
Baldassarre^s glance could be replaced by something of the 
old affection and complacency. 

Tito longed to have his world once again completely cush- 
ioned with good-will, ?md longed for it the more eagerly be- 
cause of what he had just suffered from the collision wibh 
Bomola. It was not difficult to him to smile pleadingly on 
those whom he had injured, and offer to do them much kind- 
ness : and no quickness of intellect could tell him exactly the 
taste of that honey on the lips of the injured. The oppor- 
tunity was there, and it raised an inclination which hemmed 
in the calculating activity of liis thought. He .^started iij), and 
stepped towards the door; but Tessa’s cry, as she dropped 
her beads, roused him from his absorption. He turned and 
said, — 

My Tessa^ get me a lantern ; and don’t cry, little pigeon, 
lam not angiy.’’ 

They went down the stairs, and Tessa was going to shout 
the need of the lantern in Monna Lisa’s ear, when Tito, who 
had opened the door, said, *^Stay, Tessa — no, I want no 
lantern : go upstairs again, and keep quiet, and say nothing 
to Monna Lisa.” 

Ill half a minute he stood before the closed door of the out- 
house, where the moon was shining white on the old pointless 
wood. 

In this last decisive moment, Tito felt a tremor upon him — 
a sudden instinctive shrinking from a possible tiger-glance, a 
possible tiger-leap. Yet why should he, a young man, be 
afraid of an old one ? a young man with armor on, of an old 
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man without a weapon ? It was hut a moment^s lesitatioiL, 
and Tito laid his hand on the door. Was his father 
Was there nothing else but the door that screened lum fxom 
the voice and the glance which no magic could turn into ease ? 

Baldassarre was not asleep. There was a square opening 
high in the wall of the hovel, through which the moonbeams 
sent in a stream of pale light : and if Tito could Lave looked 
through the opening, he would have seen his father sealed on 
the straw, with something that shone like a white ^.tar in his 
hand. Baldassarre was feeling the edge of his poniard, tak- 
ing refuge in that sensation fiom a hopeless blank of thought 
that seemed to lie like a great gulf betiveen bis passion and 
its aim. 

He was in one of his most wretched moments of conscious 
heljilessriess : he had been poring, while it was light, over the 
V)ook that lay open beside him ; theu he had been trying to 
recall the names of his jewels, and the symbols engrayed on 
them : and though at certain other times he had recovered 
home of those names and symbols, to-night they were all gone 
into daikiiess. And this effort at inward seeing had seemed 
to end in utter paralysis of memory. He was reduced to a 
sort ot mad consciousness that he was a solitary pulse of just 
rage in a world filled with defiant baseness. He had cluicheij 
and unsheathed his dagger, and for a long while had been feel 
ing its edge, his luiud narrowed to one image, and the dream 
ot one sensation — the sensation of plunging that dagger into 
a base heart, wdiich he was unable to pierce in any other way. 

Tao had Ins hand on the door and was pulling it : it dragged 
against the ground as such old doors often do, and Baldassarre, 
startled out of his dreamlike state, rose from his sitting pos- 
ture in vague amazement, not knowing where he was. He 
had not yet risen to his feet, and was still kneeling on one 
knee, w’hen the door came wade open and he saw, dark against 
the moonlight, with the laysi falling on one bright mass of 
curls and one roumled olive oheek, the image of his reverie — 
imt shadowy — close and real, like water at the lips after the 
thirsty dream of it. No thought could come athwart that 
thirst. In one moment, before Tito could start back, 
the old man, with the preternatural force of rage in his limbs, 
uaa sprung forward, and the dagger bad hashed out. In the 
Diomeiit the dagger had snapped in two. and Baldassarre, 
naer the parrying force of Tito’s arm, had fallen back on the 
hilt with its bit of broken blade. The 
pointed end lay shining against Tito’s feet. 
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Tito had felt one great heart-l^ap of terror as he had stag- 
gered under the weight of the thrust : he felt now the triumph 
of deliverance and safety. His armor had been proved, and 
vengeance lay helpless before him. But the triumph raised 
no devilish impulse : on the contrary, the sight of his father 
close to him and unable to injure him, made the eifort at 
reconciliation easier. He was free from fear, but he had only 
the more unmixed and direct want to be free from the sense 
that he was hated. After they had looked at each other a 
little while, Baldassarre lying motionless in despairing rage, 
Tito said in his soft tones, just as they had sounded before the 
last parting on the shores of Greece, — 

“ Padr& mio ! ” There was a pause after those words, but 
no movement or sound till he said, — 

‘‘I came to ask your forgiveness ! ” 

Again he paused, that the healing balm of those words 
might have time to work. But there was no sign of change 
in Baldassarre : he lay as he had fallen, leaning on one arm ; 
he was trembling, but it was from the shock that had thrown 
him down. 

“ I was taken by surprise that morning. I wish now to be 
a son to you again. I wish to make the rest of your life 
happy, that you may forget what you have suffered.” 

He paused again. He had used the clearest and strongest 
words he could think of. It was useless to say more, until he 
had some sign that Baldassarre understood him. Perhaps his 
mind was too distempered or too imbecile even for that: per- 
haps the shock of his fall and bis disappointed rage might 
have quite suspended the use of his faculties. 

Presently Baldassarre began to move. He threw away the 
broken dagger, and slowly and gradually, still trembling, 
began to raise himself from the ground. Tito put out his 
hand to help him, and so strangely quick are men’s souls that 
in this moment, when he began to feel his atonement was 
accepted, he had a darting thought of the irksome efforts it 
?ntailed. Baldassarre clutched the hand that was held out, 
raised himself and clutched it still, going close up to Tito till 
their faces were not a foot off each other. Then he began to 
speak, in a deep, trembling voice, — 

“ I saved you — I nurtured you — I loved you. You for- 
sook me — you robbed me — you denied me. What can you 
give me? You have made the world bitterness to me; but 
there is one draught of sweetness left — that you shall know 
agonyP 
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He let fall Titovs hand, and going backwards a little, first 
rested his arm on a projecting stone in the wall, and then 
sank again in a sitting posture on the straw. The outleap of 
fury in the dagger-thrust had evidently exhausted him. 

Tito stood silent. If it had been a deep yearning emotion 
whicli had brought him to ask his father's forgiveness, the 
denial of it might have caused him a pang which would have 
excluded the rushing train of thought that followed those 
decisive words. As it was, though tlie sentence of unchange- 
able hatred grated on him and jarred him terribly, his mind 
glanced round with a self-preserving instinct to see how far 
those words could have the force of a substantial threat. 
When be had come down to speak to Baldassarre, he had said 
to himself that if his effort at reconciliation failed, things 
would only be as they had been before. The first glance ot 
his mlud was backward to that thought again, but the future 
possibilities of danger that ^yere conjured up along with it 
brought the perception that things were not as they had been 
before, and the perception came as a triumphant relief. There 
was not only the broken dagger, there was the certainty, from 
what Tessa had told him, that Baldassarre’s mind was broken 
too, and had no edge that could reach him. Tito felt he had 
no choice now : he must defy Baldassarre as a mad, imbecile 
old man ; and the chances were so strongly on his side that 
there was hardly room for fear. No ; except the fear of having 
to do many unpleasant things in order to save himself from 
wliat was yet more unpleasant. And one of those unpleasant 
things mast be done immediately : it was very difficult 

“ Do you mean to stay here ? ” he said. 

said Baldassarre, bitterly, ‘^you mean to turn me 

out” 

Xut so,” said Tito ; I only ask.” 

I tell 3 "ou, you have turned me out If it is your straw 
you turned me off it three years ago.” 

Then 3 'ou mean to leave this place ? ” said Tito, more 
anxious about this certainty than the ground of it. 

I have .sjioken,” said Baldassarre. 

Tito turned and re-entered the house. Monna Lisa was 
nodding; he went up to Tessa, and found her crying by the 
side of her baby. 

^ “ Tessa,” he said, sitting down and taking her head between 
hia hands ; “ leave off crying, little goose, and listen to me,” 

He lifted her chin upward, that she might look at him* 
while he spoke very dii>tinc‘tl 3 and emphatically. 
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“ You must never speak to that old man again. He is a 
mad old man, and he wants to kill me. Never speak to him 
or listen to him again.” 

Tessa^s tears had ceased, and her lips were pale with fright. 

“ Is he gone away ? ” she whispered. 

He will go away. Remember what I have said to you.” 

Yes ; I will never apeak to a stranger any more,” said 
Tessa, with a sense of guilt. 

He told her, to comfort her, that he would come again to- 
morrow ; and then went down to IVTonna Lisa to rebuke her 
severely for letting a dangerous man come about the house. 

Tito felt that these were odious tasks ; they were very evil- 
tasted morsels, but they were forced upon him. He heard 
Monna Lisa fasten the door behind him, and turned away, 
without looking towards the open door of the hovel. He felt 
secure that Baldassarre would go, and he could not wait to see 
him go. Even his young frame and elastic spirit were shat- 
tered by the agitations that had been crowded into this single 
evening. 

Baldassarre was still sitting on the straw when the shadow 
of Tito passed by. Before him lay the fragments of the 
broken dagger j beside him lay the open book, over which he 
had pored in vain. They looked like mocking symbols of bis 
utter helplessness ; and his body was still too trembling for 
him to rise and walk away. 

But the next morning very early, when Tessa peeped 
anxiously through the hole in her shutter, the door of the 
hovel was open, and the strange old man was gone. 


CHAPTER XXXV. 

WHAT FLORElSrCE WAS THIHRING OF. 

PoB several days Tito saw little of Romola. He told her 
gently, the next morning, that it would be better for her to 
remove any small articles of her own from the library, as there 
w'ould be agents coming to pack up the antiquities. Then, 
leaning to kiss her on the brow, he suggested that she should 
keep in her own room where the little painted tabernacle was, 
and where she was then sitting, so that she might be away 
from the noise of strange footsteps. Romola assented quietly, 
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making no sign of emotion : tbe night had been one long 
waking to her, and, in spite of her healthy frame, sensation 
had become a dull continuous pain, as if she had been stunned 
and bruised- Tito divined that she felt ill, but he dared say 
no more ; he only dared, perceiving that her hand and brow 
were stone-cold, to fetch a furred mantle and throw it lightly 
round her. And in everj^ brief interval that he returned to 
her, the scene w^as nearly the same : he tried to propitiate her 
by some unobtrusive act or word of tenderness, and she seemed 
to have lost the power of speaking to him, or of looking at 
him, Patience I ” he said to himself. “ She will recover it, 
and forgive at last. The tie to me must still remain the 
strongest.” When the stricken person is slow to recover and 
look as if Dothiug had happened, the striker easily glides into 
the position of the aggrieved party; he feels no bruise him- 
self, and is strongly conscious of his own amiable behavior 
since he inflicted the blow. But Tito was not naturally dis- 
posed to feel himself aggriet ed ; the constant bent of his 
mind was towards propitiation, and he would have submitted 
to much for the sake of feeling Kojnola''s hand resting on his 
head again, as it did that n^urniug when he first shrank from 
looking at her. 

But he found it the less difficult to wait patiently for the 
return of his home happiness, because his life out of doors 
was inoi’e and more interesting to him. A course of action 
which is in strictness a slowly prepared outgrowth of the 
entire character, is yet almost always traceable to a single 
impression as its point of apparent origin; and since that 
moment in the Piazza del Duomo, when Tito, mounted on the 
bales, had tasted a keen pleasure in the consciousness of 
his ability to tickle the ears of men with any phrases that 
pleased them, his imagination had glanced continually towards 
a sort of political activity wdiich the troubled public life of 
Plorence was likely enough to find occasion for. But the 
fresh dread of Baldassarre, waked in the same moment, had 
lain like an immovable rocky obstruction across that path, 
and had urged him into the sale of the library, as a prepara- 
tion for the possible necessity of leaving Florence, at the very 
time when he was beginning to feel that it had a new attrac- 
tion for him. That dread was nearl}" removed now : he must 
wear his armor still, he must prepare himself for possible 
demands on his coolness and ingenuity, but he did not feel 
obliged to take the inconvenient step of leaving Florence and 
seeking new fortunes. His father had refused the offered 
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atonement — had forced him into defiance ; and an old man in 
a strange place, with nis memory gone, was weak enough to 
be defied. 

Titovs implicit desires were working themselves out now in 
very explicit thoughts. As the freshness of young passion 
faded, life was taking more and more decidedly for him the 
aspect of a game in which there was an agreeable mingling of 
skill and chance. 

And the game that might be played in Florence promised to 
be rapid and exciting ; it was a game of revolutionary and 
party struggle, sure to include plenty of that unavowed action 
ID which brilliant ingenuity, able to get rid of all inconven- 
ient beliefs except that ginger is hot in the mouth,’’ is apt to 
see the path of superior wisdom. 

Ko sooner were the French guests gone than Florence was 
as agitated as a colony of ants when an alarming shadow has 
been removed, and the cainf) has to be repaired. “How are 
we to raise the money for the French king ? How are we to 
manage the war with those obstinate Pisan rebels ? Above 
all, how are we to mend our plan of government, so as to hit 
on the best way of getting our magistrates chosen and our 
laws voted ? ” Till those questions were well answered trade 
was in danger of standing still, and that large body of the 
working men who were not counted as citizens and had not so 
much as a vote to serve as an anodyne to their stomachs were 
likely to get impatient. Something must be done. 

And first the great bell was sounded, to call the citizens to 
a parliament in the Piazza do’ Signori ; and when the crowd 
was wedged close, and hemmed in by armed men at all the 
outlets, the Signoria (or Gonfaloniere and eight Priors for the 
time being) came out and stood by the stone lion on the plat- 
form in front of the Old Palace, and proposed that twenty 
chief men of th? city should have dictatorial authority given 
them, by force of which they should for one year choose all 
magistrates, and set the frame of government in order. And 
the people shouted their assent, and felt themselves the elec- 
tors of the Twenty. This kind of “ parliament ” was a very 
old Florentine fashion, by which the will of the few was made 
to seem the choice of the many. 

The shouting in the Piazza was soon at an end, but not so 
the debating inside the palace: was Florence to have a Great 
Council after the Venetian mode, where all the officers of 
government might be elected, and all laws voted by a wide 
number of citizens of a certain age and of ascertained qualifi* 
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cations, without question of rank or party ? or, was it to be 
governed on a narrower and less popular scheme, in wliich the 
hereditary influence of good families would be less adulterated 
with the votes of shopkeepers. Doctors of law disputed day 
after day, and far on into the night. Messer PagoLaiitonio 
Soderini alleged excellent reasons on the side of the popular 
scheme ; Messer Guidantonio Vespucci alleged reasons equally 
excellent on the side of a more aristocratic form. Tt was a 
question of boiled or roast, which had been prejudged by the 
palates of the disputants, and the excellent arguing might 
have been protracted a long while without any other result 
than that of deferring the cooking. The majority of the men 
Inside the palace, having power already in their hands, agreed 
with Vespucci, and thought change should be moderate ; the 
majority outside the palace, conscious of little power and 
maiiy grievances, were less afraid of change. 

And there was a force outside the palace which was grad- 
ually tending to give the vague desires of that majority the 
character of a determinate will. That force was the preach- 
ing of Savonarola. Impelled partly by the spiritual necessity 
that was laid upon him to guide the people, and partly by the 
prompting of public men who could get no measures carried 
without his aid, he was rapidly passing in his daily sermons 
from the general to the special — from telling his hearers that 
they must postpone their private passions and interests to tlie 
public good, to telling them precisely what sort of govern- 
ment they must have in order to promote that good — from 
^‘Choose whatever is best for all’’ to “Choose the Great 
Council,” and the Great Council is the will of God.” 

To Savonarola these were as good as identical propositions, 
The Great Council was thf^ only practicable plan for giving an 
expression to the public will large enough to counteract the 
vitiating influence of party interests: it was a plan that 
would make honest impartial public action at least possible. 
And the purer the government of Florence would become — 
the more secure from the designs of men who saw their own 
advantage in the moral debasement of their fellows — the 
nearer would the Florentine people approach the character of 
a pure community, worthy to lead the way in the renovation 
of the Church and the world. And Fra Girohaio’s mind 
never stopped short of that sublimest end: the objects 
towards which he felt himself working had always the same 
moral magnificence. He liad no jirivate malice — he sought 
no petty gratification. Even in the last terrible days, when 
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ignominy, toiiiure, and the fear of torture, had laid bare every 
hidden weakness of his soul, he could say to his importunate 
judges : Do not wonder if it seems to you thaii 1 have told 
out few things ; for my purposes were few and great.” ^ 


CHAPTER XXXVL 

ARIADNE DISCROAVNS HERSELF. 

It was more than three weeks before the contents of the 
library were all packed and carried away. And Roniola, in- 
stead of shutting her eyes and ears, had watched the process. 
The exhaustion consequent on violent emotion is apt to bring 
a dreamy disbelief in the reality of its cause ; and in tlie 
evening, when the workmen were gone, Roinola took her 
hand-lomp and walked slowly round amongst the confusion 
of straw and wooden cases, pausing at every vacant pedestal, 
every well-known object laid prostrate, with a sort of bitter 
desire to assure herself that there was a suiiieient reason why 
lie. love was gone and the world was barren for lier. And 
as the evenings came, she went and went again j no 
✓nger to assure herself, but because this vivifying of pain 
and despair about her father^s memory was the strongest life 
left to her affections. On the 23d of December, she knew 
that the last packages were going. She ran to the loggia at 
the top of the house that she might not lose the last pang of 
seeing the slow wheels move across the bridge. 

It was a cloudy day, and nearing dusk. Arno ran dark and 
shivering; the hills were mournful; and Floi’ence with its 
girdling stone towers had that silent, tomb-like look, which 
unbroken shadow gives to a city seen from above. Santa 
Croce, where her father lay, was dark amidst that darkness, 
and slowly crawling over the bridge, and slowly vanishing up 
the narrow street, was the white load, like a cruel, deliberate 
Fate carrying away her father’s lifelong hope to bury it in an 
unmarked grave. Eomola felt less that she was seeing this 
herself than that her father was conscious of it as he lay help- 
less under the imprisoning stones, where her hand could not 
reach his to tell him that he was not alone. 

> ** Sc vl pare che io abbia cletto poclie cose, nou ve nc maravlgliate, percb^ Ic m\e 
tfise eraito poehc e gratidi.** 
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She stood still even after the load had disappeared, heedless 
of the cold, and soothed by the gloom which seemed to cover 
her like a mourning garment and shut out the discord of joy. 
When suddenly the great bell in the palace-tower rang out a 
mighty peal : not the hammer-sound of alarm, but an agitated 
peal of triumph ; and one after another every other bell iii 
every other tower seemed to catch the vibitition and join the 
chorus. And, as the chorus swelled and swelled till the air 
seemed made of sound — little flames, vibrating too, as if the 
sound had caught fire, burst out between the turrets of the 
palace and on the girdling towers. 

That sudden clang, that leaping light, fell on Romola like 
sharp wounds. They were the triumph of demons at the suc- 
cess of her husband's treachery, and the desolation of her life. 
Little more than three weeks ago she bad been intoxicated 
with the sound of those very bells ; and in the gladness of 
Florence, she had heard a prophecy of her own gladness. But 
now the general joy seemed cruel to her: she stood aloof 
from that common life — that Florence which was flinging out 
its loud exultation to stun the ears of sorrow and loneliness. 
She could never join hands with gladness again, but only 
with those whom it was in the hard nature of gladness to 
forget. And in her bitterness she felt that all rejoicing was 
mockery. Men shouted paeans with their souls full of heavi- 
ness, and then looked in their neighbors' faces to see if there 
was really such a thing as joy. Boinoia had lost her belief in 
the happiness she had once thirsted for : it was a hateful, 
smiling, soft-handed thing, with a narrow, selfish heart. 

She ran down from the loggia, with her hands pressed 
against her ears, and was hurrying across the ante-chamber, 
when she was startled by unex])ectedly meeting her husband, 
who was coming to seek her. 

His step was elastic, and there was a radiance of satisfaction 
about him not quite usual. 

What ! the noise was a little too much for you ? '* he said : 
for Romola, as she started at the sight of him, had pressed 
her hands all the closer against her ears. He took her gently 
by the wrist, and drew her arm within his, leading her into 
the saloon surrounded with the dancing nymphs and fauns, 
and then went on speaking: ‘^Florence is gone quite mtid at 
getting its Great Council, which is to put an end to all the 
evils under the sun ; especially to the vice of merrnneut. 
You may well look stunned, my Komola, and you are cold. 
You must not stay so late under that windy loggia without 
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wrappings. 1 was coming to tell you that I am suddenly 
called to Rome about some learned business for Bernardo 
Eucellai. I am going away immediately, for I am to join my 
party at San Oaggio to-night, that we may start early in 
the morning. I need give you no trouble ; I have had my 
pack^es made already. It will not be very long before I am 
back again.” 

He knew he had nothing to expect from her but quiet en- 
durance of what he said and did. He could not even venture 
to kiss her brow this evening, but just pressed her hand to his 
lips, and left her. Tito felt that Romola ^vas a more unfoi^iv- 
ing woman than he had imagined ; her love Tvas not that 
sweet clinging instinct, stronger than all judgments, w^hich, 
he began to see now, made the great charm of a wife. Still, 
this petrified coldness was better than a passionate, futile 
opposition. Her pride and capability of seeing where resist- 
ance was useless had their convenience. 

But when the door had closed on Tito, Boinola lost the 
look of cold immobiUty which came over lier like an inevit- 
able frost whenever he approached her. Inwardly she was 
very far from being in a state of quiet endurance, and the 
days that had passed since the scene which had divided her 
from Tito had been days of active planning and preparation 
for the fulfilment of a purpose. 

The fi.rst thing she did now was to call old Haso to her. 

“Maso,” she said, in a decided tone, we take our journey 
to-morrow morning. We shall be able now to overtake that 
first convoy of cloth, while they are waiting at San Piero. 
See about the two mules to-night, and be ready to set off with 
them at break of day, and wait for me at Trespiano.'^ 

She meant to take Maso with her as far as Bologna, and 
ihen send him back with letters to her godfather and Tito, 
telling them that she was gone and never meant to return. 
She had planned her departure so that its secrecy might be 
perfect, and her broken love and life be hidden away un- 
scanned by vulgar eyes. Bernardo del ISero had been absent 
at his villa, willing to escape from political suspicions to his 
favorite occupation of attending to his land, and she had paid 
him tlie debt withoiit a personal interview. He did not even 
know that the library was sold, and was left to conjecture that 
some sudden piece of good fortune had enabled I’ito to raise 
this sum of mone^'. Maso had been taken into her confidence 
only so far that he knew her intended journey was a secret f 
and to do just what she told him was the thing he cared most 
for in his withered wintry ago. 
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Bomola did not mean to go to bed that night. When she 
had fastened the door she took her taper to the carved and 
painted chest which contained her wedding-clothes. The white 
silk and gold lay there, the long white veil and the circlet of 
pearls. A great sob rose as she looked at them : they seemed 
the shroud of her dead happiness. In a tiny gold loop of the 
circlet a sugar-plum had lodged — a pink hailstone from the 
shower of sweets : Tito had detected it first, and had said that 
it should always remain there. At certain momeuts — and this 
was one of them — Bomola was carried, by a sudden wave of 
memory, back again into the time of i)erfect trust, and felt 
again the presence of the husband whose love made the 
world as fresh and wonderful to her as to a little child that 
sits in stillness among the sunny flowers : heard the gentle 
tones and saw the soft eyes without any lie in them, and 
breathed again that large freedom of the’ soul which comes 
from the faith that the being who is nearest to us is greater 
than ourselves. And in those brief moments the tears always 
rose: the woman’s lovingness felt something akin to what the 
bereaved mother feels when the tiny fingers seem to lie wann 
on her bosom, and yet are marble to her lips as she bends over 
the silent bed. 

But there was something else lying in the chest besides the 
wedding-clothes : it was something dark and coarse, rolled up 
in a close bundle. She turned away her e^^es from the white 
and gold to the dark bundle, and as her hands touched the 
serge, her tears began to be checked. That coarse roughness 
recalled her fully to the present, from which love and delight 
were gone. She unfastened the thick white cord and spread 
the bundle out on tlie table. It was the gray serge dress of a 
sister belonging to the third order of St. Francis, living in the 
world but especially devoted to deeds of piety — a personage 
whom the Florentines were accustomed to call a Pinzocliei'a. 
Bomola was going to put on this dress as a disguise, and she 
determined to put it on at once, so that, if she needed sleep 
before the morning, she might wake uj) in perfect readinoss to 
be gone. She put off her black garment, and as she thrust her 
soft white arms into the harsh sleeves of the serge mantle and 
felt the hard girdle of rope hurt her fingers as she tietl it, she 
courted those rude sensations: they were in keeping with her 
new scorn of that thing called pleasure which made men base — 
that dexterous contrivance* for selfish ease, that shrinking from 
endurance and strain, wlicii others were bowing beneath bur- 
dens too heavy for them, which now made one image with her 
husband. 
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she gathered her long hair together, drew it away tight 
ft her face, bound it in a great hard knot at the back of her 
head, and taking a square piece of black silk, tied it in the 
fashion of a kerchief close across her head and under her chin ; 
and over that she drew the cowl. She lifted the candle to the 
mirror. Surely her disguise would be complete to any one 
who had not lived very near to her. To herself she looked 
strangely like her brother Diiio ; the full oval of the cheek 
had only to be wasted ; the eyes, already sad, liad only to be- 
come a little sunken. Was she getting more like him in any- 
thing else ? Only in this, that she understood now how men 
could be pr<jmpted to rush away forever from earthly delights, 
how they could be promj)ted to dwell on images of sorrow 
rather than of beauty and joy. 

But she did not linger at the mirror : she set about collect- 
ing and packing all the relics of her father aJid mother that 
were too large to be carried in her small travelling-wallet. 
They were all to be put in the chest along with her wedding- 
clothes, and the chest was to be committed to her godfather 
when she was safely gone. First she laid in the portraits^ 
then one by one every little thing that had a sacred memory 
clinging to it was put into her wallet or into the chest. 

She paused. There was still something else to be stripped 
away from her, belonging to that past on which she was going 
to turn her back forever. She put her thumb and her forelin- 
ger to her betrothal ring; but they rested there, without draw- 
ing it off. Bomola^s mind had been rushing with an impetuous 
current towards this act, for which she was preparing; the act 
of quitting a husband who had disappointed all her trust, the 
act of breaking an outward tie that no longer represented the 
inward bond of love. But that force of outward symbols by 
whicl] our active life is knit together so as to make an inexo- 
rable external identity for us, not to be shaken by our wavering 
consciousness, gave a strange effect to this simple movement 
towards taking off her ring — a movement which was but a 
small sequence of her energetic resolution. Jt brought a vague 
but arresting sense that she was somehow violently rending 
her life in two : a presentiment that the strong impulse which 
had seemed to exclude doubt and make her path clear might 
after all be blindness, and that tliere was something in human 
bonds which must prevent them from being broken with the 
breaking of illusions. 

If that beloved Tito who had placed the betrothal ring on 
her finger was not in any valid sense the same Tito whom she 
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had ceased to love, why should she return to him the sign of 
their union, and not rather retain it as a memorial ? And this 
act, which came as a palpable demonstration of her own and 
his identity, had a power unexplained to herself, of shaking 
Komola. It is the way with half the truth amidst w^hich we 
live, that it only haunts us and makes dull pulsations that are 
never born into sound. But there was a passionate voice speak- 
ing within her that presently nullified all such muffled murmurs. 

'‘It cannot be ! 1 cannot be subject to him. lie is false. 
I shrink from him. 1 despise him ! 

She snatched the ring from her finger and laid it on the table 
against the pen with which she meant to wTite. Again she 
felt that there could be no law for her but the law of her affee- 
iioQB. That tenderness and keen fellow-^-feeling for the near 
and the loved which are the main outgrowth of the affections, 
had made the religion of her life : the^’ had made her patient 
in spite of natural impetuosity ; they would have sufficed to 
make her heroic. But uow all that strength w'as gone, or 
rather, it w’as converted into the strength of repulsion. She 
had recoiled from Tito in proportion to the energy of that 
young belief and love which he had disappointed, of that life- 
long devotion to her fatlier against whicli he had committed an 
irredeemable offence. And it seemed as if all motive Jiad 
slipped away from her; except the iiidignation and scorn that 
made her tear herself asunder from liim. 

She \vas not acting after any precedent, or obeying any 
adopted maxims. The grand severity of the stoical philoso- 
phy in which her father had taken care to instruct her, was 
familiar enough to lier ears and lips, and its lofty spirit had 
raised certain echoes within her ; but .she had never used it, 
never needed it as a rule of life. She had endured and for- 
borne because she loved : maxims ’which told her to feel less, 
and not to cling close lest the onward course of great Nature 
should jar her, had been as powerless on her tenderness as they 
had been on her father’s yearning for just fame. She had ap- 
propriated no theories : she had simply felt strong in the 
strength of affection, and life without that energy came to 
her as an entirely new problem. 

She was going to solve the problem in a w^ay that seemed 
to her very siujple. Her mind had never yet bowed to any 
obligation apart from personal love and reverence; she had no 
keen sense of any other hiuuan relations, and all she had to 
obey uow was the instinct to sever herself from the man she 
loved no longer. 
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Tet the unswerving resolution was accompanied with con* 
tinually varying phases of anguish. And now that the active 
preparation for her departure was almost finished, she lingered: 
she deferred writing the irrevocable words of parting fiom all 
her little world. The emotions of the past weeks Bcreiued to 
rush in again with cruel hurry, and take possession t* ven of 
tier limbs. She was going to write, and her hand tell. Bitter 
tears came now at the delusion which had bliglited her young 
years : tears very different from the sob ol remembered haj'- 
piness with which she had looked at the circlet of pearls and 
the pink hailstone. And now slie felt a tingling shame at the 
words of ignominy she had cast at Tito — “ Have you robbed 
some one else who is not dead ? " To have had such words 
wrung from her — to have uttered them to her husband seemed 
a degradation of her whole life. Hard speech between those 
who have loved is hideous in the memory, like the sight of 
greatness and beauty sunk into vice and rags. 

That heart-cutting comparison of the present with the past 
urged itself upon Komola till it even transformed itself into 
wretched sensations : she seemed benumbed to everything but 
inward tb robbings, and began to feel the need of some hard 
contact. She drew her hands tight along the harsh knotted 
cord that hung from her waist. She started to her feet and 
seized the rough lid of the chest: there was nothing else to 
go in ? Ko. She closed the lid, pressing her hand upon the 
rough carving, nnd locked it. 

Then she remembered that she had still to complete her 
equipment as a Pinzochera. The large leather purse or 
scarsella, with small coin in it, had to be hung on the cord at 
her waist (her florins and small jewels, presents from her god- 
father and cousin Brigida, were safely fastened within her 
serge mantle) — aud on the other side must hang the rosary. 

It did not occur to Komola, as she hung that rosary by her 
side, that something else besides the mere garb w'ould perhaps 
be necessary to enable her to pass as a Pinzochera, and that 
her whole air and expression were as little as possible like 
those of a sister whose ^ijelids were used to be bent, and 
whose lips were used to move in silent iteration. Her 
inexperience prevented her from picturing distant details, and 
it helped her proud courage in shutting out any foreboding 
danger and insult. She did not know that any Florentine 
woman had ever done exactly what she was going to do: 
unhappy wives often took refuge with their friends, or in the 
cloister, she knew, but both those courses were impossible to 
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her; she had invented a lot for herself — to go to the njost 
learned woman in the world, Cassandra Fedele, at Venice, and 
ask her how an instructed woman could support herself in a 
lonely life there. 

She was not daunted by the practical difficulties in the way 
or the dark uncertainty at the end. Her life could never lie 
happy any more, but it must not, could not, be ignoble. AnU 
by a pathetic mixture of childish romance with her woman's 
trials, the philosophy which had nothing to do with this great 
decisive deed of hers had its place in her imagination of the 
future : so far as she conceived her solitary loveless life at all, 
she saw it animated by a proud stoical heroism, and by an 
indistinct but strong purpose of labor, that she might be wise 
enough to write something which would rescue her t■atller^s 
name from oblivion. After all she was only a young girl — 
this poor Romola, who had found herself at the end of her 
joys. 

There 'were other things yet to be done. There was a small 
key in a casket on the table — but now Romola perceived that 
her taper was dying out, and she had forgotten to provide 
herself with any other light. In a few moments the room 
was in total darkness. Feeling her way to the nearest chair, 
she sat down to wait for the morning. 

Her purpose in seeking the key had called up certain 
memories which had come back upon her during the past Aveek 
with the new vividness that remembered words always have 
for us “when we have learned to give them a new tneaniiig. 
Since the shock of the revelation which had seemed to divide 
her forever from Tito, that last interview Avith Diiio had never 
been for manj" hours together out of her mind. And it 
solicited her all the more, because Avhile its remembered 
images pressed upon her almost with the imperious force of 
sensations, they raised atruggling thoughts Avhich resisted 
their influence. She could not prevent herself from hearing 
iiiAvardly the dying prophetic voice saying again and again, — 
“The man whose face was a blank loosed thy hand and 
^departed; and as he Avent, I could see his face, and it AA'as tlie 
face of the great Tempter. . . . And thou, Romola, didst 
Avring thy hands and seek for water, and there Avas none . . . 
and the plain Avas bare and stony again, and thou Avast alone 
in the midst of it. And then it seemed that the night foil, 
and I saw no more.” She could not prcA'ent herself from 
dwelling with a sort of agonized fascination on the wasted 
face j on the straining gaze at the crucifix j on the awe which 
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had compelled her to kneel ; on the last broken words and 
then the unbroken silence — on all the details of the death- 
scene, which had seemed like a sudden opening into a world 
apart from that of her life-long knowledge. 

But her mind was roused to resistance of impressions that, 
from being obvious phantoms, seemed to be getting solid in 
the daylight. As a strong body struggles against fumes with 
the more violence when tliey begin to be stifling, a strong soul 
struggles against fantasies with all the more alarmed energy 
when they threaten to govern in the place of thought. 

What had the words of that vision to do with her real sor- 
rows ? That fitting of certain words was a mere chance ; the 
rest was all vague — nay, those words themselves were vague ; 
they were determined by nothing but her brother’s memories 
and beliefs. He believed there was something fatal in pagan 
learning ; he believed that celibacy was more holy than mar- 
riage ; he remembered their home, and all the objects in the 
library ; and of these threads the vision was woven. What 
reasonable warrant could she have had for believing in such a 
vision and acting on it ? None. True as the voice of fore- 
boding had proved, Romola saw with unshaken conviction that 
to have renounced Tito in obedience to a warning like that, 
would have been meagre-hearted folly. Her trust had been 
delusive, but she would have chosen over again to have acted 
on it rather than he a creature led by phantoms and dis- 
jointed whispers in a world where there was the large music 
of reasonable speech, and the warm grasp of living hands. 

But the persistent presence of these memories, linking 
themselves in her imagination with her actual lot, gave 
her a glimpse of understanding into the lives which had 
before lain utterly aloof from her sympathy — the lives of 
the men and women who were led by such inward images and 
voices. 

“ If they were only a little stronger in me,” she said to her- 
self, “I should lose the sense of what that vision really was. 
and take it for a prophetic light. 1 might in time get to be a 
seer of visions myself, like the Suora Maddalena, and Camilla 
Rucellai. and the rest.” 

Romola shuddered at the possibility. All the instruction, 
all the main influences of her life had gone to fortify her scorn 
of that sickly superstition which led men and women, with 
eyes too weak for the daylight, to sit in dark swamps and try 
to read human destiny by tlxe chance flame of wandering 
vapors. 
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And yet she was conscious of something deeper than that 
coincidence of words which made the parting contact with her 
dying brother live anew in her mind, and gave a new sister- 
hood to the wasted face. If there were much more of such 
experience as his in the world, she would like to understand 
it — would even like to learn the thoughts of men who sank 
in ecstasy before the pictured agonies of martyrdom. There 
seemed to be something more than madness iu that supreme 
fellowship with suffering. The springs were all dried up 
around her ; she wondered what other waters there were at 
Avhich men drank and found strength in the desert. And 
those moments in the Duomo when she had sobbed with a 
mysterious* mingling of rapture and pain, w'hile Fra Girolamo 
offered himself a willing sacrifice for the people, came back to 
her as if the}^ had been a transient taste of some such far-off 
fountain. But again she shrank from impressions that were 
alluring her within the sphere of visions and narrow fears 
which compelled men to outrage natural affections as l)ino had 
done. 

This was the tangled web that Eomola had in her mind as 
she sat weary in the darkness. 3so radiant angel came across 
the gloom with a clear message for her. In those times, as 
now, there were human beings who never saw angels or heard 
perfectly clear messages. Such truth as came to them was 
brought confusedly in the voices and deeds of in<m not at 
all like the seraphs of unfailing wing and pierring vision — 
men who believed falsities as well as truths, and did the wrong 
as well as the right. The helping hands stretched out to them 
were the hands of men who stumbled and often saw dimly, so 
that these beings un visited by angels had no other choice than 
to grasp that stumbling guidance along the path of reliance 
and action w iiich is the path of life, or else to pause in loneli- 
ness and disbelief, which is no path, but the arrest of inaction 
and death. 

And so Homola, seeing no ray across the darkness, and 
heavy with conflict that changed notliing, sank at last to 
sleep. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIL 

THE TABERNA.CLE UNLOCKED. 

Romola was waked by a tap at tbe door. Tbe cold light of 
early morning was in the room, and Maso was come for the 
travelling-wallet. The old man could not help starting when 
she opened tho door, and showed him, instead of the graceful 
outline he had been used to, crowned with the brightness of 
her hair, the thick folds of the gray mantle and the pale face 
shadowed by the dark cowl. 

It is well, Maso,'^ said Romola, trying to speak in the 
calmest voice, and make the old man easy. “ Here is the wal- 
let quite ready. You will go on quietly, and I shall not be 
far behind you. When you get out of the gates you may go 
more slowly, for I shall perhaps join you before you get to 
Trespiano.’^ 

She closed the door behind him, and then put her hand on 
the key which she had taken from the casket the last thing in 
the night. It was the original key of the little painted taber- 
nacle : Tito had forgotten to drown it in the Arno, and it had 
lodged, as such small things will, in the corner of the embroid- 
ered scarsella which he wore with the purple tunic. One day, 
long after their marriage, Romola had found it there, and h^ 
put it by, without using it, but with a sense of satisfaction 
that the key was within reach. The cabinet on which the 
tabernacle stood had been moved to the side of the roorn^ 
close to one of the windows, where the pale moraing light fell 
upon it so as to make the painted forms discernible enough to 
Romola, who knew them well, — the triumphant Bacchus, with 
his clusters and his vine-clad spear, clasping the crowned 
Ariadne ; the Loves showering roses, the wreathed vessel, the 
cunning-eyed dolphins, and the rippled sea : all encircled by a 
flowery border, like a bower of paradise. Romola looked at 
the familiar images with new bitterness and repulsion t l^ey 
seemed a more pitiable mockery than ever on this chiU morn- 
ing, when she had waked up to wander in loneliness. They 
hs^ been no tomb of sorrow, but a lying screen. Eoolisn 
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Ariadne ! with her gaze of love, as if that bright face, with its 
hyacinthine curls like tendrils among the vines, held the deep 
secret of her life ! 

‘^Ariadne is wonderfully transformed,” thought Romola. 

She would look strange among the vines and the roses now.” 

She took up the mirror, and looked at herself once more. 
But the sight was so startling in this morning light that she 
laid it down again, with a sense of shrinking almost as strong 
as that with which she had turned from the joyous Ariadne. 
The recognition of her own face, with the cowl about it, 
brought back the dread lest she should be drawn at last into 
fellowship with some wretched superstition — into the com- 
pany of the howling fanatics and weeping nuns who had been 
her contempt from childhood till now. She thrust the key 
into the tabernacle hurriedly : hurriedly she opened it, and 
took out the crucifix, without looking at it ; then, with trem- 
bling fingers, she passed a cord through the little ring, bung 
the crucifix round her neck, and hid it in the bosom of her 
mantle. “.For Dino’s sake,” she said to herself. 

Still there were the letters to be written which Maso was to 
carry back from Bologna. They were very brief. The first 
said, — 

“Tito, my love for you is dead ; and tlierefore, so far as I was yours, 
1 too am dead. Do not try to put in force any laws for the sake of 
fetch ins me back: that would bring you no happiness. The Itomola you 
married can never retui’n. 1 need explain nothing to you after the words 
I uttered to you the hist time we spoke long together. If 3^011 supposed 
tiiem to be words of transient anger, 3'ou will know now that they were 
the sign of an irreversible change. 

*'l think you will fulfil my wish that my bridal chest should be sent 
to my godfather, who gave it me. It contains my wedding-clothes and 
the portraits and other relics of my father and mother.^’ 

She folded the ring inside this letter, and wrote Tito’s name 
outside. The next letter was to Bernardo del Nero : — 

DEAnKBT Godfather, — If I could have been any good to your life by 
staying I would not have gone away fo a distance. But now I am gone. 
Do not ask the reason ; anil if you love my father, try to prevent any one 
from seeking me. I could not bear my life in Florence. I cannot bear 
to tell any one why. Help to cover my lot in silence. I have asked that 
my bridal chest .<«hould be sent to you : when you open it, you will know 
the reason. Please to give all the tilings that were my mother’s to my 
cousin Brigida, and ask her to forgive me for not saying any words of 
parting to lier. 

Farewell, my second father. TIic best thing I have in life is still to 
remember your goodness and be grateful to you. 


Bomolju 
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Eomola put the letters, along with the crucifix, within the 
bosom of her mantle, and then felt that everything was done. 
She was ready now to depart. 

No one was stirring in the house, and she went almost as 
quietly as a gray phantom down the stairs and into the silent 
street* Her heart was palpitating violently, yet she enjoyed 
the sense of her firm tread on the broad flags — of the swift 
movement, which w’as like a chained-up resolution set free at 
last. The anxiety to cany out her act, aud the dread of any 
obstacle, averted sorrow ; and as she reached the Ponte 
Rubaconte, she felt less that Santa Croce was in her sight than 
that the yellow streak of morning which parted the gray was 
getting broader and broader, and that unless she hastened her 
steps, she should have to encounter faces. 

Her simplest road was to go right on to the Borgo Pinti, 
and then along by the walls to the Porta San Gallo, frcnu 
which she must leave the city, and this road carried her by 
the Piazza di Santa Croce. But she walked a& steadily and 
rapidly as ever through the piazza, not trusting herself to 
look towards the church. The thought that any eyes might 
be turned on her with a look of curiosity and recognition, and 
that indifferent minds might be set speculating on her private 
sorrows, made Roiuola slu-ink physically as from the imagina- 
tion of torture. She felt degraded even by that act ot her 
husband from which she was helplessly suffering. But there 
was no sign that any eyes looked forth from windows to 
notice this tall gray sister, wnth the firm step, and proud atti- 
tude of the cowled head. Her road lay aloof fiom the stir of 
early traffic, and when she reached the Poiiia San Gallo, it an as 
easy to pass while a dispute was going forAvard about the toll for 
panniers of eggs and market produce Avhich Avere just entering. 

Out! Once past the houses of the Borgo, she would be 
beyond the last fringe of Florence, the sky would be broad 
above her, and she Avould have entered on her new life — a 
life of loneliness and endurance, but of freedom. She had 
been strong enough to snap asunder the bonds she had ac- 
cepted in blind faith: whatever befell her, she Avould no 
more feel the breath of soft hated lips warm upon her cheek, 
no longer feel the breath of an odious mind stifling her OAvn. 
The bare wintry morning, the chill air, Avere w'elcome in their 
severity : the leafless trees, the sombre hills, wore not 
haunted by the gods of beauty and joy, w’liose w orship she 
had forsaken forever. 

But presently the light burst forth with sudden strength, 
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and shadows were thrown across the road. It seemed that 
the sun was going to chase away the grayness. The 
light is perhaps never felt more strongly as a divine 
presence stirring all those inarticulate sensibilities which 
are our deepest lite, than in these moments when it in- 
stantaneously awakens the shadows. A certain awe which 
inevitably accompanied this most momentous act of her life 
became a more conscious element in Komola's feeling as she 
found herself in the sudden presence of the impalpable 
golden glory and the long shadow of herself that was not to 
be escaped. Hitherto she had met no one but an occasional 
contadino with mules, and the many turnings of the road on 
the level prevented her from seeing that Maso was not very 
far ahead of her. But when she had passed Pietra and was 
on rising ground, she lifted up the hanging roof of her cowl 
and looked eagerly before her. 

The cowl was dropped again immediately. She had seen, 
not Maso, but — two monks, who were approaching within a 
few yards of her. The edge of her cowl making a pent-house 
on her brow had shut out the objects above the level of her 
e3"es. and for the last few moments she had been looking at 
nothing but the brightness on the path and at her own 
shadow, tall and shrouded like a dread spectre. 

She wished now that she had not looked up. Her disguise 
made her especially dislike to encounter monks : they might 
expect some pious passw'ords of which she knew* nothing, and 
she walked along with a careful appearance of unconscious- 
ness till she had seen the skirts of the black mantles pass by 
her. The encounter had made her heart beat disagreeably, for 
Romola had an uneasiness in her religious disguise, a shame 
at this studied concealment, which was made more distinct by 
a special effort to appear unconscious under actual glances. 

Bub the black skirts would be gone the faster because they 
were going down-hill ; and seeing a great flat stone against a 
c^’press that rose from a projectiug green bank, she yielded to 
the desire which the slight shock had given her, to sit down 
and rest. 

^ She turned her back on Florence, not meaning to look at it 
till the monks weie quite out of sight; and raising the edge 
of her cowl again when she had seated herself, she discerned 
Maso and the mules at a distance where it was not hopeless 
for her to overtake them, as the old man would probably 
linger in expectation oi her. 

Meanwhile she might pause a little. She was free and alone. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIIL 

THE BLACK MARKS BECOME MAOTCAL. 

TbAT journey of Tito's to Rome, which had removed many 
difBculties from Romola's departure, had been resolved on 
quite suddenly, at a supper, only the evening before. 

Tito had set out towards that supper with agreeable expec- 
tations. The meats were likely to be delicate, the wines 
choice, the company distinguished ; for the place of entertain- 
ment was the Selva or Orto de’ Rucellai, or, as we should say, 
the Rucellai Gardens ; and the host, Bernardo Kiieellai, was 
quite a typical Florentine grandee. Even his family name 
has a significance which is prettily symbolic : properly un- 
derstood, it may bring before us a little lichen, popularly 
named orcella or roceella, which grows on the rocks of Greek 
isles and in the Canaries ; and having drunk a great deal of 
light into its little stems and button-heads, will, under certain 
circumstances, give it out again as a reddish purple dye, very 
gi’ateful to the eyes of men. By bringing the excellent 
secret of this dye, called orirello, from the Levant to Florence, 
a certain merchant, who lived nearly a hundred years before 
our Bernardo’s time, M"on for himself and his descendants 
much wealth, and the pleasantly suggestive surname of Ori- 
cellari, or Rocceilari, which on Tuscan tongues speedily 
became Huoellai. 

And our Bernardo, who stands out more prominently than 
the rest on this purple background, had added all sorts of 
distinction to the family name: he had married the sister of 
Lorenzo de' Medici, and had had the most splendid wedding 
in the memory of Florentine upholstery; and for these and 
other virtues he had been sent on embassies to France and 
Venice, and had been chosen Gonfaloniere ; he had not only 
built himself a fine palace, but had finished putting the black 
and white marble facade to the church of Santa Maria Novella ; 
he had planted a garden with rare trees, and had made it classic 
ground by receiving within it the meetings of the Platonic 
Academy, orphaned by the death of Lorenzo ; he had written 
an excellent, learned book, of a new topographical sort« about 
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, ancient Rome; he hacl colle^’ted antiquities; he had a pure 
Latinity. The simplest account of him, one sees, reads like 
a laudatory epitai>h, at the end of which the Greek and 
Ausoiiiau Muses might be coutidently requested to tear their 
hair, and Nature to desist from any second attempt to com- 
bine so many virtues with one set of viscera. 

His invitation had been conveyed to Tito through Lorenzo 
Tornabuoni, with an emphasis which would have suggested 
that the object of the gathering was political, even if the 
public questions of the time had been less absorbing. As it 
was, Tito felt sure that some part^' purposes were to be 
furthered by the excellent flavors of stewed fish and old 
Greek wine; for Bernardo Rucellai was not simply an influ- 
ential personage, he was one of the elect Twenty who for 
three weeks had held the reins of Florence. This assurance 
])ut Tito in the best spirits as he made his way to the Via 
della Scala, where tlie classic garden was to be found; without 
it, he might have had some uneasy speculation as to whether 
the high company lie would have the honor of meeting was 
likely to be dull as well as distinguished ; for he had had 
experience of various dull suppers even in the Rucellai gar^ 
dens, and especially of the dull philosophic sort, wherein he 
had not only been called upon to accept an entire scheme of 
the universe (which would have been easy to him), but to 
listen to an exposition of the same, from the origin of things 
to their complete ripeness iu the tractate of the philosopher 
then speaking. 

It was a dark evening, and it was only when Tito crossed 
the occasional light of a lamp suspended before an image of 
the Virgin, that the outline of his figure was discernible 
enough lor recognition. At such moments any one caring to 
w'atch his passage from one of these lights to another might 
have observed that the tall and graceful personage with the 
mantle tohled round him was followed constantly by a very 
difterent form, thick-set and elderly, iu a serge tunic and felt 
hat. The conjunction might have been taken lor mere chance, 
since there were many passengers along tlie streets at this 
hour. But when Tito stopped at the gate of the Rucellai 
gardens, the figure behind stopped too. The sport ello, or 
smaller door of the gate, was already being held open by the 
servant, who, in the distraction of atttuuling to some question, 
had not yet closed it since the last arrival, and Tito turned in 
rapidly, giving Ins name to the servant, and passing on be- 
tween the evergreen bushes that shone like metal in the 
torchlight. The follower turned lu too. 
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Your name ? ” said the servant* 

“Baldassarre Calvo,” was the immediate answer. 

"You are not a guest; the guests have all passed.” 

" I belong to Tito Melema, who has just gone in. I am to 
wait in the gardens.” 

The servant hesitated. " I had orders to admit only guests. 
Are you a servant of Messer Tito ? ” 

"No, friend, I am not a servant; I am a scholar.” 

There are men to whom you need only say, "I am a 
buffalo,” in a certain tone of quiet confidence, and they will 
let you pass. The porter gave way at once. Baldassarre 
entered, and heard the door closed and chained behind him, 
as he too disappeared among the shining bushes. 

Those ready and firm answers argued a great change in 
Baldassarre since the last meeting face to face with Tito, 
when the dagger broke in two. The change had declared 
itself in a startling way. 

At the moment when the shadow of Tito passed in front of 
the hovel as he departed homeward, Baldassarre was sitting 
in that state of after-tremor known to every one who is liable 
to great outbursts of passion; a state in which physical 
powerlessness is sometimes accompanied by an exceptional 
lucidity of thought, as if that disengagement of excited 
passion had carried away a fire-mist and left clearness behind 
it. He felt unable to rise and walk away just yet; his limbs 
seemed benumbed; he was cold, and his hands shook. But in 
that bodily helplessness he sat surrounded, not by the habitual 
dimness and vanishing shadows, but by the clear images of 
the past ; he was living again in an unbroken course through 
that life which seemed a long preparation for the taste of 
bitterness. 

For some minutes he was too thoroughly absorbed by the 
images to reflect ou the fact that he saw them, and note the 
fact as a change. But wlien that sudden clearness had 
travelled through the distance, and came at last to rest on 
the scene just gone by, he felt fully where he was: he 
remembered Monna Lisa and Tessa. Ah ! he then was the 
mysterious husband; he who had another wife in the Via 
de' Bardi. It was time to pick up the broken dagger and go 
— go and leave no trace of himself; for to hide his feebleness 
seemed the thing most like power that was left to him. He 
leaned to take up the fragments of the dagger; then he 
turned towards the book which lay open at his side. It was 
a fine large manuscript, an odd volume of Pausauias. The 
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moonliglit was upon it, and lie could see the large letters at 
the head of the page : — 

MESSHNIKA. . 

In old days he had known Fausanias familiarly; yet an 
hour or two ago he had been looking hopelessly at that page, 
and it had suggested no moi*e meaning to him than if the 
letters had been black weather-marks on a wall; but at this 
moment they were once more the magic signs that conjure up 
a world. That moonbeam falling on the letters had raised 
Messenia before him, and its struggle against the Spartan 
oppression. 

He snatched up the book, but the light was too pale for 
him to read further by. lio matter: he knew that chapter; 
he read inwardly. He saw the stoning of the traitor Aristo- 
crates — stoned by a whole people, who cast him out from 
their borders to lie unburied, and set up a pillar with verses 
upon it telling how Time had brought home justice to the 
unjust. The wonls arose within him, and stirred innumerable 
vibrations of memory. He forgot that he was old ; he could 
almost have shouted. The light was come again, mother of 
knowledge and joy ! In that exultation his limbs recovered 
their strength: he started up with his broken dagger and 
book, and went out under the broad moonlight. 

It was a nipping frosty air, but Baldassarre could feel no 
chill — he only felt the glow of conscious power. He walked 
about and paused ou all the open spots of that high ground, 
and looked down ou the domed and towered city^, sleeping 
darkly under its sleeping guardians, the mountains ; on the 
pale gleam of the river; on the valley vanishing towards the 
peaks of snow ; and felt himself master of them all. 

That sense of mental empire which belongs to us all in 
moments of exceptional clearness was intensified for him by 
the long days and nights in which memory had been little 
more than the consciousness of something gone. That city, 
which had been a weary labyrinth, was material that he could 
subdue to his purposes now : his mind glaiiced through its 
affairs with flashing conjecture ; he was once more a man who 
knew cities, whose sense of vision was instructed with large 
experience, and who felt the keen delight of holding all 
things in the grasp of language. Names I Images! — his 
mind rushed through its wealth without pausing, like one 
who enters on a great inheritance. 
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But amidst all that rushing eagerness there was one End 
presiding in Baldassarre’s consciousness; — a dark deity in the 
inmost cell, who only seemed forgotten while his hecatomb 
was being prepared. And when the first triumph in the 
certainty of recovered power had had its way, his thoughts 
centred themselves on Tito. That fair, slippery viper could 
not escape him now; thanks to struggling justice, the heart 
that never quivered with tenderness for another had its 
sensitive selhsh fibres that could be reached by the sharp 
point of anguish. The soul that bowed to no right, bowed to 
the great lord of mortals. Pain. 

He could search into every secret of Titovs life now : he 
knew some of the secrets already, and the failure of the 
broken dagger, 'which seemed like frustration, had been the 
beginning of achievement. Doubtless that sudden rage had 
shaken away the obstruction which stifled his soul. Twice 
before, when his memory had partially returned, it had been 
in consequence of sudden excitation ; once Avhen he had had 
to defend himself from an enraged dog : once when he had 
been overtaken by the waves, and had to scramble up a rock 
to save himself. 

Yes, but if this time, as then, the light were to die out, and 
the dreary conscious blank come back again ! This time the 
light was stronger and steadier ; but what security was there 
that before the morrow the dark fog would not be round him 
again ? Even the fear seemed like the beginning of feeble- 
ness ; he thought with alarm that he might sink the faster 
for this excited vigil of his on the hill, which was expending 
his force ; and after seeking anxiously for a sheltered corner 
where he might lie down, he nestled at last against a heap of 
warm garden straw, and so fell asleep. 

When he opened his eyes again it was daylight. The first 
moments were filled with strange bewilderment; he was a 
man with a double ideiicity; to which had he awaked? to 
the life of dim-sighted sensibilities like the sad heirship of 
some fallen greatness, or to the life of recovered power ? 
Surely the last, for the events of the night all came back to 
him : the recognition of the page in Pausanias, the crowding 
resurgence of facts and names, the sudden wide prospect 
which had given him such a moment as that of the Msenad in 
the glorious amaze of her morning waking on the mountain 
top. 

He took up the book again, he read, he remembered with- 
out reading. He saw a name, and the images of deeds rose 
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with it : lie saw the mention of a deed, and he linked it with 
a name. There were stories of inexpiable crimes, but stories 
also of guilt that seemed successful. There were sanctuaries 
for swift-footed miscreants : baseness had its armor, and the 
weapons of justice sometimes broke against it. What then ? 
If baseness triumphed everywhere else, if it could heap to 
itself all the goods of the world and even hold the keys of 
hell, it would never triumph over the hatred which it had 
itself awakened. It could devise no torture that would seem 
greater than the torture of submitting to its smile. Baidas- 
sarre felt the indestructible, independent force of a supreme 
emotion, which knows no terror, and asks for no motive, 
which is itself an ever-burning motive, consuming all other 
desire. And now in this morning light, when the assurance 
came again that the fine fibres of association were active still 
and that his recovered self had not departed, all his gladness 
was but the hope of vengeance. 

From that time till the evening on which we have seen him 
enter the Rucellai gardens, he had been incessantly, but 
cautiously, inquiring into Tito’s position and all his circum- 
stances, and there was hardly a day on which he did not 
contrive to follow his movements. But he wished not to 
arouse any alarm in Tito: he wished to secure a moment 
when the hated favorite of blind fortune was at the summit 
of confident ease, surrounded by chief men on whose favor 
he depended. It was not anj retributive payment or recog- 
nition of himself for his own behoof, on which Baldassarre’s 
whole soul was bent : it was to find the sharpest edge of 
disgraf'e and shame by which a selfish smiler could be 
pierced ; it was to send through his marrow the most sudden 
shock of dread. He was content to lie hard, and live stinteclly 
— he had spent the greater part of his remaining money in 
buying another poniard: his hunger and his thirst were 
after nothing exquisite but an exquisite vengeance. He had 
avoided addressing himself to any one whom he suspected of 
intimacy with Tito, lest an alarm raised in Tito’s mind 
should urge him either to flight or to some other counteract- 
ing measure which hard-pressed ingenuity might devise. For 
this reason he had never entered Nello’s shop, which he 
observed that Tito frequented, and he had turned aside to 
avoid meeting Piero di Cosimo. 

The possibility of frustration gave added eagerness to his 
desire that the great opportunity he sought should not be 
deferred. The desire was eager in him on another ground ; he 
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trembled lest his memory should go again, TVhetherfrozu the 
agitating presence of that fear, or from some other causes, he 
had twice felt a sort of mental dizziness, in which the inward 
sense or imagination seemed to be losing the distinct forms of 
things. Once he had attempted to enter the Palazzo Vecchio 
and make his way into a council'Chamber where Tito was, and 
had failed. But now, on this evening, he felt that his occasion 
was come. 


CHAPTER XXXIX. 

A SUPPER IS THE RUCELLAI GAKUENS. 

On entering the handsome pavilion, Titovs quick glance soon 
discerned in the selection of the guests the confirmation of 
his conjecture that the object of the gathering was political, 
though, perhaps, nothing more distinct than that strengthen- 
ing of party which comes from good-fellowship. Good dishes 
and good wine were at that time believed to heighten the 
consciousness of political preferences, and in the inspired ease 
of after-supper talk it was supposed that people ascertained 
their own opinions with a clearness quite inaccessible to unin- 
vited stomachs. The Florentines were a sober and frugal 
people; but wherever men have gathered wealth, Madonna 
della Gozzoviglia and San Buonviuo have had their worship- 
pers; and the Rucellai were among the few Florentine fami- 
lies wlio kept a great table and lived splendidly. It was not 
probable that on this evening there would be any attempt to 
apply high philosophic theories ; and there could be no ob- 
jection to the bust of Flato looking on, or even to the modest 
presence of the cardinal virtues in fresco on the walls. 

That bust of Plato had been long used to look down on con- 
viviality of a more transcendental sort, for it had been brought 
from Lorenzo^s villa after his death, when the meetings of the 
Platonic Academy had been transferred to these gardens. 
Especially on every thirteentli of November, reputed anniver- 
sary of Plato’s death, it had looked down from under laurel 
leaves on a picked company of scholars and philosophers, who 
met to eat and drink with moderation, and to discuss and 
admire, perhaps with less moderation, the doctrines of the 
great master: — on Pico della Mirandola, once a Quixotic 
young genius with long curls, astonished at his own powers 
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and astonishing Rome with heterodox theses ; afterwards d 
more humble student with a consuming passion for inward 
perfection, haying come to find the univorse more astonishing 
than his own cleverness : — on innocent, laborious Marsilio 
Ficino, picked out young to be reared as a Platonic philoso- 
pher, and fed on Platonism in all its stages till his mind was 
perhaps a little pulpy from that too exclusive diet: — on 
Angelo Poliziano, chief literary genius of that age, a born 
poet, and a scholar without dulness, whose phrases had blood 
in them and are alive still : — or, further back, on Leon Bat- 
tista Alberti, a reverend senior when those three were young, 
and of a much grander type than they, a robust, universal 
mind, at once practical and theoretic, artist, man of science, 
inventor, poet : — and on many more valiant workers whose 
names are not registered where every day we tuin the leaf to 
read them, but whose labors make a part, though an unrecog- 
nized part, of our inheritance, like the ploughing and sowing 
of past generations. 

Bernardo Rucellai was a man to hold a distinguished place 
in that Academy* even before be became its host and patron. 
He was still in the prime of life, not mere than four and forty, 
with a somewhat haughty, cautiously dignified presence ; con- 
scious of an amazingly pure Latinity, but, says Erasmus, not 
to be caught speaking Latin — no word of Latin to be sheared 
off him by the sharpest of Teutons, He welcomed Tito with 
more marked favor than usual and gave him a place between 
Lorenzo Tornabuoni and Gianiiozzo Pucci, both of them ac- 
complished young members of the Medicean part}’. 

Of course the talk was the lightest in the world while the 
brass bowl filled with scented water was passing round, that 
the company might -wash their hands, and rings flashed on 
white fingers under the wax-lights, and there was the pleasant 
fragrance of fresh Tvhite damask newly come from France. 
The tone of remark was a very common one in those times. 
Some one asked what Dante’s pattern old Florentine would 
think if the life could come into him again under his leathern 
belt and bone clasp, and he could see silver forks on the 
table? And it was agreed on all hands that the habits of 
posterity would be very surprising to ancestors, if ancestors 
could only know them. 

And while the silver forks were just dallying with the 
appetizing delicacies that introduced the more serious buvsineas 
of the supper — such as morsels of liver, cooked to that ex- 
quisite point that they would melt in the mouth — there was 
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time to admire the designs on the enamelled silver centres of 
the brass service, and to say something, as usual, about the 
silver dish for confetti, a masterpiece of Antonio Pollajuolo, 
whom patronizing Popes had seduced fiom his native Florence 
to more gorgeous Rome. 

“Ah, I remember,” said Niccolo Ridolfi, a middle-aged man, 
with that negligent ease of manner which, seeming to claim 
nothing, is really based on the life-long consciousness of com- 
manding rank — “I remember our Antonio getting bitter about 
his chiselling and enamelling of these metal things, and taking 
in a fury to painting, because, said he, ^ the artist who puts 
his work into gold and silver, puts his brains into the melting- 
pot/ ” 

“And that is not unlikely to be a true foreboding of Anto- 
nio’s,” said Giannozzo Pucci- “ If this pretty war with Pisa 
goes on, and the revolt only spreads a little to our other towns, 
it is not only onr silver dishes that are likely to go ; I doubt 
whether Antonio’ 3 silver saints round the altar of San Gio- 
vanni will not some day vanish from the eyes of the faithful 
to be worshipped more devoutly in the form of coin/’ 

“The Prate is preparing us for that already,” said Torna- 
buoni. “ He is telling the people that God will not have silver 
crucifixes and starving stomachs ; and that the church is best 
adorued with the gems of holiness and the fine gold of 
brotherly love.” 

“ A very useful doctrine of war-finance, as many a Condot- 
tiere has found,” said Bernardo Rucellai, dryly. “ But politics 
come on after the confetti, Lorenzo, when we can drink wine 
enough to wash tliem down ; they are too solid to be taken 
with roast and boiled.” 

“Yes, indeed,” said Niccolb Ridolfi. “Our Luigi Pulci 
would have said this delicate boiled kid must be eaten with an 
impartial mind. I remember one day at Careggi, when Luigi 
was ill his rattling vein, he was maintaining that nothing per- 
verted the palate like opinion. ‘ Opinion,’ said he, ‘ corrupts 
the saliva — that’s why men took to pepper. Scepticism is 
the only philosophy that doesn’t bring a taste in the mouth,’ 
* Nay,’ says poor Lorenzo de’ Medici, ‘ you must be out there, 
Luigi. Here is this untainted sceptic, Matteo Franco, who 
wants hotter sauce than any of us/ ^ Because he has a strong 
opinion of hiniself,^ flashes out Luigi, ^ which is the originsd 
egg of all other opinion. He a sceptic ? He believes in the 
immortality of his own verses. He is such a logician as that 
preaching friar who described the pavement of the bottomless 
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pit.’ Poor Luigi ! his mind was like sharpest steel that can 
touch nothing without cutting.” 

'•And yet a very gentle-hearted creature,” said Giannozzo 
Pucci. “ It seemed to me his talk was a mere blowing of soap- 
bubbles. What dithyrambs he went into about eating and 
drinking ! and yet he was as temperate as a butterfly/’ 

The light talk and the solid eatables were not soon at an 
end, for after the roast and boiled meats came the indispens- 
able capon and game, and, crowning glory of a well-spread 
table, a peacock cooked according to the receipt of Apicius 
for cooking partridges, namely, with the feathers on, but not 
plucked afterwards, as that great authority ordered concerning 
his partridges ; on the contrary, so disposed on the dish that 
it might look as much as possible like alive peacock taking its 
unboiled repose. Great was the skill required in that confi- 
dential servant who was the official carver, respectfully to 
turn the classical though insipid bird on its back, and expose 
the plucked breast from which he was to dispense a delicate 
slice to each of the honorable coinpan}", unless any one slioulcl 
be of so independent a mind as to decline that expensive 
toughness and prefer the vulgar digestibility of capon. 

Hardly any one was so bold. Tito quoted Horace and dis 
persed his slice in small particles over his plate ; Bernaido 
Kucellai made a learned observation about the ancient price ot 
peacocks’ eggs, but did not pretend to eat his slice; and 
Kiccolb Ridolfi held a mouthful on his fork while he told a 
favorite story of Luigi Pulci’s, about a man of Siena, \\lio, 
wanting to give a splendid entertainment at moderate expen&e, 
bought a wild goose, cut off its beak and webbed feet, and 
boiled it in its feathers, to pass for a pea-hen. 

In fact, very little peacock was eaten ; but there was the 
satisfaction of sitting at a table where peacock was served up 
in a remarkable maimer, and of knowing that such caprices 
were not within reach of any but tliose who supped with the 
very wealthiest men. And it would have been rashness to 
speak slightingly of peacock's flesh, or any other venerable 
institution, at a time when Fra Girolamo was teaching the dis- 
turbing doctrine that it was not the duty of the rich to be 
luxurious for the sake of the poor. 

Meanwhile, in the chill obscurity that surrounded this 
centre of warmth, and light, and savory odors, the lonely dis- 
owned man was walking in gradually narrowing cii'cuits. He 
paused among the trees, and looked in at the windows, which 
made brilli int i)ictures against the gloom. He could heai the 
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laughter; he could see Tito gesticulating with careless grace, 
and hear his voice, now alone, now mingled in the merry con- 
fusion of interlacing speeches. Baldassarre^s mind was highly 
strung. He was preparing himself for the moment wheu he 
could win his entrance into this brilliant company; and he 
had a savage satisfaction in the sight of Tito’s easy gayety, 
which seemed to be preparing the unconscious victim for more 
effective torture. 

But the men seated among the branching tapers and the 
dashing cups could know nothing of the pale fierce face that 
watched them from without. The light can be a curtain as 
well as the darkness. 

And the talk went on with more eagerness as it became less 
disconnected and trivial. The sense of citizenship was just 
then strongly forced even on the most indifferent minds. 
What the overmastering Fra Girolamo was saying and prompt- 
ing was really uppermost in the thoughts of every one at table ; 
and before the stewed fish was removed, and while the favor- 
ite sweets were yet to come, his name rose to the surface of 
the conversation, and, in spite of Rucellai’s previous prohibi- 
tion, th»' talk again became political. At first, while the ser- 
vants remained present, it was mere gossip : what had been 
done ill the Palazzo on the first day’s voting for the Great 
Council ; how hot-tempered and domineering Francesco Valori 
w'as, as if ho were to have everything his own way by right 
of Ills austere virtue; and how it was clear to everybody who 
heard Sodei*ini's speeches in favor of the Great Council and 
also heard the Frate’s sermons, that they were both kneaded 
in the same trough, 

“My opinion is,” said Niccol6 Ridolfi, “that the Frate has a 
longer head for public matters than Soderini or any Piagnone 
among them: you may depend on it that Soderini is his 
mouthpiece more than he is Soderini’s.” 

“No, Niccol6 ; there I differ from you,” said Bernardo 
Rucellai: “the Frate has an acute mind, and readily sees 
what will serve his own ends ; but it is not likely that Pago- 
iautonio Soderini, who has had long experienee of affairs, and 
has specially studied the Venetian Council, should be much 
indebted to a monk for ideas on that subject. No, no ; Sode- 
rini loads the cannon ; though, I grant you, Fra Girolamo 
brings the powder and lights the match. He is master of the 
people, and the people are getting master of us. Ecco 1 ” 

“ Well,” said Lorenzo Tornabuoni, presently, when the room 
was clear of servants, and nothing but wine was passing rouad| 
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“ whether Soderini is indebted or not, we are indebted to the 
Frate for the general amnesty which has gone along with 
tlie scheme of the CJouncil. We might have done without the 
fear of God and the reform of morals being passed by a 
majority of black beans ; but that excellent proposition, that 
our Medicean heads should be allowed to remain comfortably 
on our shoulders, and that we should not be obliged to hand 
over our property iu fines, has my warm approval, and it is 
my belief that nothing but the Frate’s predominance could 
have procured that for us. And you may rely on it that Fra 
Girolamo is as firm as a rock on that point of promoting 
peace. I have had an interview with him.” 

There was a murmur of surprise and curiosity at the farther 
end of the table ; but Bernardo Rucellai simply nodded, as if 
he knew what Tornabuoni had to say, and wished him to go on. 

“Yes,’’ proceeded Tornabuoni, “I have been favored with 
an interview in the Frate's own cell, w’hich, let me tell you. 
is not a common favor; for I have reason to believe that even 
Francesco Valon very seldom sees him in private. However, 
I think he saw me the more willingly because I was not a 
ready-made follow er, but had to be converted. And, for my 
part, I see clearly enough that the only safe and w ise policy 
for us Mediceans to pursue is to throw our strength into the 
scale of the Frate’s party. We are not strong enough to make 
head on our own behalf ; and if the Frate and the popular 
party were upset, every one who hears me kiio^vs perfectly 
well what other party would be uppermost just now; Nerli, 
Alberti, Fazzi, and the rest — Arrahbiati, as somebody chris- 
tened them the other day — who, instead of giving us an am- 
nesty, would be inclined to fly at our throats like mad dogs, 
and not be satisfied till they had banished half of us.” 

There were strong interjections of assent to this last sen- 
tence of Tornabuoui’s, as be paused and looked round a 
moment. 

“ A wise dissimulation,*’ he went on, “ is the only course for 
moderate rational men in times of violent party feeling. 
I need hardly tell this company what are my real political 
attachments : I am not the only man here who has strong per- 
sonal ties to the banished family ; but, apart from any such 
ties, I agree with my more experienced friends, who aie al- 
lowing me to speak for them in their presence, that the only 
lasting and peaceful state of things for Florence is the pre- 
dominance of some single family interest. This theory of the 
Frate’s, that we arc to have^ a pojiular goveimment, in which 
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every man is to strive only for the general good, and know no 
party names, is a theory that may do for some isle of Gnsto- 
foro Colombo’s finding, but will never do for our fine old quar- 
relsome Florence. A change must come before long, and with 
patience and caution we have every chance of determining 
the change in our favor. Meanwhile, the best thing we can 
do will be to keep the Frate’s flag flying, for if any other were 
to be hoisted just now it would be a black flag for us.” 

*^It’s true,” said Xiccold Ridolfi, in a curt decisive way. 
“ What you is true, Lorenzo. For my own part, I am 
too old for anybody to believe that Pve changed my 
feathers. And there are certain of us — our old Bernardo del 
Nero for one — w^hom you would never persuade to borrow 
another man’s shield. But we can lie still, like sleepy old 
dogs ; and it's clear enough that barking would be of no use 
just now. As for this psalra-suigiiig party, who vote for 
nothing but the gloiy of God, and want to make believe we 
can all love each other, and talk as if vice could be swept out 
with a besom by the Magnificent Eight, their day will not be 
a long one. Atter all the talk of scholars, there are but two 
sorts of government : one where men show their teeth at each 
other, and one where men show their tongues and lick the 
feet of the strongest. They’ll get their Great Council finally 
voted to-morrow — that's certain enough — and they’ll think 
they've found out a new plan of government; but as sure as 
there’s a human skin under every lucco in the Council, their 
new plan will end like every other, in snarling or in lu*king. 
That’s iny view of things as a plain man. Not that I consider 
it becoming in men of family and following, who have got 
others depending on their constancy and on their sticking to 
their colors, to go a-hiinting with a fine net to catch reasons in 
the air, like doctors of law. I say frankly that, as the head 
of my family, 1 shall be true to my old alliances ; and I have 
never yet seen any chalk mark on political reasons to tell me 
vrhich is true and which is false. IMy friend Beniardo 
Rucellai here is a man of reasons, I know, and I have no 
objection to anybody's finding fine-spun reasons for me, so 
that tliey don't interfere with my actions as a man of family 
who has faith to keep with his connections.” 

“ If that is ail appeal to me, Niccolo," said Beniardo Rucellai, 
with a formal dignity”, in amusing contrast with Ridolfi’s curt 
and pithy ease, “ I maj' take thi.s opportunity ot saying, that 
while my wishes are partly determined by long-standing 
personal relations, I cannot enter into any positive schemes 
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witH persons over whose actions I have no control. I myself 
might be content with a restoration of the old order of things ; 
but with modifications — with important modifications. And 
the one point on which I wish to declare luy concurrence with 
Lorenzo Tornabuoni is, that the best policy to be pursued by 
our friends is, to throw the weight of their interest into the 
scale of the popular party. For myself, 1 condescend to no 
dissimulation ; nor do 1 at present see the party or the 
scheme that commands my full assent. In all alike there is 
crudity and confusion of ideas, and of all the twenty men who 
are my colleagues in the present crisis, there is not one with 
whom I do not find myself in wide disagreement.” 

Niccolb Ridolfi shrugged his shoulders, and left It to some 
one else to take up the ball. As the wine went round the 
talk became more and more frank and lively, and the desire 
of several at otice to be the chief speaker, as usual, caused 
the company to break up into small knots of two and three. 

It was a result which had been foreseen by Lorenzo Torna- 
buoni and Giannozzo Pucci, and they were among the first to 
turn aside from the highroad of general talk and enter into a 
special conversation with Tito, who sat between them ; gradu- 
ally pushing away their seats, and turning their backs on the 
table and wine. 

In truth, Melema,” Tornabuoni was saying at this stage, 
laying one hose-clad leg across the knee of the other, and 
caressing his ankle, I know of no man in Florence who can 
serve our party better than you. You see what most of our 
friends are : men who can no more hide their prejudices than 
a dog can hide the natural tone of his bark, or else men whose 
political ties are so notorious, that they must always be 
objects of suspicion.' Giannozzo here, and I, I flatter myself, 
are able to overcome that suspicion ; we have that power of 
concealment and finesse, without which a rational cultivated 
man, instead of having any prerogative, is really at a dis- 
advantage compared with a wild bull ur a savage. But, 
except yourself, I know of no one else on whom we could 
rely for the necessary discretion.” 

Yes,” said Giannozzo Pucci, laying his hand on Tito’s 
shoulder, the fact is, Tito mio, you can help us better than 
if you were Ulysses himself, for I am convinced that Ulysses 
often made himself disagreeable. To manage men one ought 
to have a sharp mind in a velvet sheath. And there is not a 
soul in Florence who could undertake a business like this 
journey to Borne, for example, with the same safety that you 
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can. There is your scholarship, which may always be a pre- 
text for such journeys; and what is better, there is your 
talent, which it would be harder to match than your scholar- 
ship. Niccolh Macchiavelli might have done for us if he had 
been on our side, but hardly so well. He is too much bitten 
with notions, and has not your power of fascination. All the 
worse for him. He has lost a great chance in life, and you 
have got it.’* 

Yes,” said Tornabuoni, lowering his voice in a significant 
manner, “you have only to play your game well, Melema,and 
the future belongs to you. For the Medici, you may rely upon 
it, will keep a foot in Rome as well as in Florence, and the 
time may not be far off when they will be able to make a 
finer career for their adherents even than they did in old 
days. Why shouldn’t you take orders some day ? There’s a 
cardinal’s hat at the end of that road, and 3"ou would not be 
the first Greek who has worn that ornament.” 

Tito laughed gayly. He was too acute not to measure 
Toriiabuoni’s exaggerated flattery, but still the flattery had a 
pleasant flavor. 

“ My joints are not so stiff yet,” he said, “that I can’t be 
induced to run without such a high prize as that. I think the 
income of an abbey or two held ^ in commendam,’ without 
the trouble of getting my head shaved, would satisfy me at 
present.” 

“ I was not joking,” said Tornabuoni, with grave suavity ; 
“ I think a scholar would alwaj'S be the better off for taking 
orders. But we’ll talk ot that another time. One of the objects 
to be first borne in mmd. is that you should win the confi- 
dence of the men who hang about San Marco; that is what 
Giaunozzo and I shall do, but you niaj' carry it farther than 
we can, because 3'ou are less observed. In that way you can 
get a thorough knowledge of their doings, and you will make 
a broader screen for your agency on our side. Nothing, of 
course, can be done before you start for Rome, because this 
bit of business between Piero de’ Medici and the French 
nobles must be effected at once. I mean when you come 
back, of course ; I need say 110 more. 1 believe you could 
make 3'ourself the pet votary of San Marco, if you liked; but 
you are wise enough to know that effective dissimulation is 
never immoderate.” 

“If it were not that an adhesion to the popular side is 
necessary to your safety as an agent of our party, Tito mio 
said Giaunozzo Pucci, who was more fraternal and less pati‘o* 
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ui^ing in bis manner than Tornabuoni> could have 
wished your skill to have been employed in another way, for 
which it is still better fitted. But now we must look out for 
some other man among us who will manage to get into the 
confidence of our sworn enemies, the Arrabbiati ; we need to 
know their movements more than those of the Frate’s party, 
who are strong enough to play above-board. Still, it would 
have been a difficult thing for you, from your known relations 
with the jNFedici a little while back, and that sort of kinship 
your wife has with Bernardo del Nero. We must find a man 
who has no distinguished connections, and who has not yet 
taken any side.” 

Tito was pushing his hair backward automatically, as his 
manner was, and looking straight at Pucci with a scarcely 
perceptible smile on his lip. 

“ No need to look out for any one else,” he said promptly. 
“ I can manage the whole business with perfect ease. I will 
engage to make myself the special confidant of that thick- 
headed Dolfo Spini, and know his projects before he knows 
them himself,” 

Tito seldom spoke so confidently of his own powers, but he 
was in a state of exaltation at the sudden opening of a new path 
before him, wliere fortune seemed to have hung higher prizes 
than any he had thought of hitherto. Hitherto he had seen 
success only in the foim of fa\oi‘; it now Hashed on him in 
the shape of power — of such power as is possible to talent 
without traditional ties, and without beliefs. Each party that 
thought of him as a tool might become dependent on him. 
His position as an alien, his indifference to the ideas or 
prejudices of the men amongst whom he moved, were sud- 
denly transformed into advantages; he became newly con- 
scious of his own adroitness in the presence of a game that 
he was called on to play. And all the motives which might 
have made Tito shrink from the triple deceit that came before 
him as a tempting game, had been slowly strangled in him 
by the successive falsities of his life. 

Our lives make a moral tradition for our individual selves, 
as the life of mankind at large makes a moral tradition (or 
the race ; and to have once acted nobly seems a reason why 
we should always be noble. But Tito was feeling the effect 
of an opposite tradition : he had won no memories of self- 
conquest and perfect faithfulness from which he could have a 
sense of falling. 

The triple colloquy went on with growing spirit till it was 
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interrupted by a call from the table. Probably the movement 
came from the listeners in the party, who were afraid lest the 
talkers should tire themselves. At all events it was agreed 
that there had been enough of gravity, and Rucellai had just 
ordered new flasks of Montepulciano. 

‘^How many minstrels are there among us ? ” he said, when 
there had been a general rallying round the table. jMelema^ 
I think you are the chief : Matteo will give you the lute.” 

“Ah, yes!” said Giannozzo Pucci, “lead the last chorus 
from Poliziano^s ‘Orfeo,’ that you have found such an 
excellent measure for, and we will all fall in ; — 

“ ‘ Ciasoun segua, o Bacco, te: 

Bacco, Bacco, cvoc, evoe ! * ” 

The servant put the lute into Tito’s hands, and then said 
something in an undertone to his master. A little subdued 
questioning and answering went on between them, while Tito 
touched the lute in a preluding way to the strain of the 
chorus, and there was a confusion of speech and musical hum- 
ming all round the table. Bernardo Eucellai had said, “Wait 
a moment, Melema ; ” but the u ords had been unheard by Tito, 
who was leaning towards Pucci, and singing low to him the 
phrases of the Mmnad-chorus. He noticed nothing until the 
buzz round the table suddenly ceased, and the notes of his own 
voice, witli its soft low- toned triumph, “ Evoe, evoe ! ” fell in 
startling isolation. 

It was a strange moment. Baldassarre had moved round 
the table till he was opposite Tito, and as the hum ceased 
there might be seen for an instant Baldassarre’s fierce dark 
eyes bent on Tito’s bright smiling unconsciousness, while 
the low notes of triumph dropped from his lips into the 
silence. 

Tito looked up with a slight start, and his lips turned pale, 
but he seemed hardly more moved than Giannozzo Pucci, who 
had looked up at the same moment — or even than several 
others round the table ; for that sallow deep-lined face with 
the hatred in its eyes seemed a terrible apparition across the 
wax-lit ease and gayety. And Tito quickly recovered some 
self-command. “A mad old man — he looks like it — he is 
mad I ” was the iiistantaneons thought that brought some 
courage with it ; for he could conjecture no inward change in 
Baldassarre since they had met before. He just let his eyes 
fall and laid the lute on the table with apparent ease ; but his 
Angers pinched the neck of the lute hard while he governed 
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his head and his glance sufficiently to look with an air of quiet 
appeal towards Bernardo Bucellai, who said at once, — 

“ Good man, what is your business ? What is the important 
declaration that you have to make ? ’’ 

“Messer Bernardo Kucellai, I wish you and your honorable 
friends to know in what sort of company you are sitting. 
There is a traitor among you.” 

There was a general movement of alarm. Every one present, 
except Tito, thought of political danger and not of private 
injury. 

Baldassarre began to speak as if he were thoroughly assured 
of what he had to say ; but, in spite of his long preparation 
for this moment, there was the tremor of overmastering 
excitement in his voice. His passion shook him. He went 
on, but he did not say w'hat he had meant to say. As he fixed 
his eyes on Tito again the passionate words were like blows 
— they defied premeditation. 

“ There is a man among you who is a scoundrel, a liar, a 
robber. I was a father to him. I took him from beggary when 
he was a child. I reared him, I cherished him, I taught him, 
I made him a scholar. My head has lain hard that his might 
have a pillow. And he left me in slavery ; he sold the gems 
that were mine, and when I came again, he denied me.” 

The last words had been uttered with almost convulsed 
agitation, and Baldassarre paused, trembling. All glances 
were turned on Tito, who was now looking straight at 
Baldassarre. It was a moment of desperation that annihilated 
all feeling in him, except the determination to risk anything 
for the chance of escape. And he gathered confidence from 
the agitation by which Baldassarre was evidently shaken. He 
had ceased to pinch the neck of the lute, and had thrust his 
thumbs into his belt, while his lips had begun to a.ssume a 
slight curl. He had never yet done an act of murderous 
cruelty even to the smallest animal that could utter a cry, but 
at that moment he would have been capable of treacling the 
breath from a smiling child for the sake of his own safety. 

“ What does this mean, Melema ? ” said Bernardo Ruct llai, 
in a tone of cautious surprise. He, as well as the rest of the 
company, felt relieved that the tenor of the accusation \vas 
not political. 

“Messer Bernardo,” said Tito, “I believe this man is mad. 
I did not recognize him the first time he encountered me in 
Florence, but I know now that he is the servant who years 
ago accompanied me and my adoptive father to Greece, and 
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iras dismissed on account of misdemeanors. His name is 
Jacopo di Nola. Even at that time I believe his mind was 
unhinged, for, without any reason, he had conceived a strange 
hatred towards me ; and now I am convinced that he is labor- 
ing under a mania which ca\ises him to mistake his identity. 
He has already attempted my life since he has been in 
Florence ; and I am in constant danger from him. But he is 
an object of pity rather than of indignation. It is too certain 
that my father is dead. You have only my word for it; but I 
must leave it to your judgment how far it is probable that a 
man of intellect and learning would have been lurking about 
in dark corners for the last month with the purpose of assassin- 
ating me ; or how far it is probable that, if this man were my 
second father, I could have any motive for denying him. That 
story about my being rescued from beggary is the vision of a 
diseased brain. But it will be a satisfaction to me at least if 
you will demand from him proofs of his identity, lest any 
malignant person should choose to make this mad impeachment 
a reproach to me.” 

Tito had felt more and more confidence as he went on ; the 
lie was not so difficult when it was once begun ; and as the 
words fell easily from his lips, they gave him a sense of power 
such as men feel when they have begun a muscular feat 
successfully. In this wa}' he acquired boldness enough to end 
with a challenge for proofs. 

Baldassarre, while he had been walking in the gardens and 
afterwards waiting in an outer 1‘oom of the pavilion with the 
servants, had been making anew the digest of the evidence he 
would bring to prove his identity and Tito's baseness, recall- 
ing the description and history of his gems, and assuring 
himself by rapid mental glances that he could attest his 
learning and his travels. It might be paii:!}' owing to this 
nervous strain that the new shock of rage he felt as Tito's lie 
fell on his ears brought a strange bodily effect with it : a cold 
stream seemed to rush over him, and the last words of the 
speech seemed to be drowned by ringing chimes. Thought 
gave way to a dizzy horror, as if the earth were slipping away 
from under him. Every one in the room was looking at him 
as Tito ended, and saw that the eyes which had had such fierce 
intensity only a few minutes before had now a vague fear in 
them. He clutched the back of a seat, and was silent. 

Hardly any evidence could have been more in favor of Tito's 
assertion. 

“Surely I have seen this man before, somewhere,” said 
Xornabudni. 
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“Certainly you have,” said Tito, readily, in a low tone. 
“ He is the escaped prisoner who clutched me on the steps of 
the Duomo. I did not recognize him then ; he looks now more 
as he used to do, except that he has a more unmistakable air 
of mad imbecility.” 

“I cast no doubt on your word, Melema,” said Bernardo 
Riicellai, with cautious gravity, “ but you are right to desire 
some positive test of the fact.” Then turning to Baldassarre, 
he said, “ If you are the person you claim to be, j'ou can doubt- 
less give some description of the gems which were your 
property. I myself was the purchaser of more than one gem 
from Messer Tito — the chief rings, I believe, in his collection. 
One of them is a fine sard, engraved with a subject from 
Homer. If, as you allege, you are a scholar, and the rightful 
owner of that ring, you can doubtless turn to the noted passage 
in Homer from which that subject is taken. Do you accept 
this test, Melema ? or have you anything to allege against its 
validity ? The Jacopo you speak of, was he a scholar ? ” 

It was a fearful crisis for Tito. If he said “ Yes,” his 
quick mind told him that he would shake the credibility of 
his story : if he said “ Xo,” he risked everything on the 
uncertain extent of Baldassarre's imbecility. But there was 
no noticeable pause before he said, “ Xo. I accept the test.” 

There was a dead silence while Rucellai moved towards the 
recess where the books were, and came back with the fine 
Floreutiue Homer in his hand. Baldassarre, when he was 
addressed, had turned his head towards the speaker, and 
Rucellai believed that he had understood him. But he chose 
to repeat what he had said, that there might be uo mistake as 
to the te^t, 

“The ring I possess,” he said, “ is a fine sard, engraved with 
a subject fum Homer. There was no other at all resembling 
it in Messer Tito's collection. Will you turn to the passage 
in Homer from which that subject is taken ? Seat yourself 
here,” he added, laying the book on the table, and pointing 
to his own seat while he stood beside it. 

Baldassarre had so far recovered from the first confused 
horror produced by the sensation of rushing coldness and 
chiming din in the ears as to be partly aware of what was 
said to him : he was aware that something was being de- 
manded from him to prove his identity, but lie formed no 
distinct idea of 'the details. The sight of the book recalled 
the habitual longing and faint hope that he could read and 
understand, and he moved towards the chair immediately. 
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The book was open before him, and he bent his head a little 
towards it, while everybody watched him eagerly. He turned 
no leaf. His eyes wandered over the pages that lay before 
him, and then hxed on them a straining gaze. This lasted for 
two or three minutes in dead silence. Then he lifted his 
hands to each side of his head, and said, in a low tone 
of despair, “ Lost, lost ! ” 

There was something so piteous in the wandering look and 
the low cry, that while they continued tlie belief in his 
madness they raised coinp^tssioii. ^ay, so distinct sometimes 
is the working of a double consciousness within us, that Tito 
himself, while he triumphed in the apparent verification 
of his lie, wished that he had never made the lie necessary 
to himself — wished he had recognized his father on the steps 
— wished he had gone to seek him — wished everything had 
been different. But he had borrowed from the terrible usurer 
Falsehood, and the loan htid mounted and mounted with the 
years, till he belonged to the usurer, body and soul. 

The compassion excited in all the witnesses was not w-ith- 
out its danger to Tito ; for conjecture is constantly guided by 
feeling, and more thau one person suddenly conceived that 
this man might have been a scholar and have lost his facul- 
ties. On the other hand, they had not present to their minds 
the motives which could have led Tito to the denial of his 
benefactor, and having no ill-will towards him, it would have 
been difficult to them to believe that he had been uttering the 
basest of lies. And the originally common type of Baldas- 
sarre’s person, coarsened by yeai^s of hardship, told as a con- 
firmation of Tito’s lie. If Baldassarre, to begin with, could 
have uttered precisely the words he had premeditated, there 
might have been something in the form of his accusation 
which would have given it the stamp not only of true experi- 
ence but of mental refinement. But there hafl been no such 
testimony in his impulsive agitated words ; and there seemed 
the very opposite testimony in the rugged face and the 
coarse liands that trembled beside it, standing out in strong 
contrast in the midst of that velvet-clad, fair-handed com- 
pany. 

His next movement, while he was being watched in silence, 
told against him too. He took his hands frein his head, and 
felt for something under his tunic. Every one guessed what 
that movement meant — guessed that there was a weapon at 
his side. Glances were interchanged ; and Bernardo Rucellai 
said, in a quiet tone, touching Baldassarre's shoulder, — 
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My friend, this is an important business of yours. You 
shall have all justice. Follow me into a private room.” 

Baldassarre was still in that half-stunned state in which he 
was susceptible to any prompting, in the same way as an 
insect that forms no conception of wlrat the prompting leads 
to. He rose from his seat, and followed Rucellai out of the 
room. 

In two or three luiiiutes Rucellai came back again, and 
said, — 

He is safe under lock and key. Piero Pitti, you are one 
of the Magnificent Eight, what do you think of our sending 
Matteo to the palace for a couple of sbirri, who may escort 
him to the Stinche ? ^ If there is any danger in him, as I 
think there is, he will be safe there; and we can inquire about 
him to-morrow.” 

Pitti assented, and the order was given. 

He is certainly an ill-looking fellow,” said Tornabuoni. 

And you say he has attempted your life already, Melema? ” 

And the talk turned on the various forms of madness, and 
the fierceness of the southern blood. If the seeds of conjec- 
ture unfavorable to Tito had been planted in the mind of any 
one present, they were hardly strong enough to grow without 
the aid of much daylight and ill-will. The common-looking, 
wild-eyed old man, clad in serge, might have won belief without 
very strong evidence, if he had accused a man who was envied 
and disliked. As it was, the only congruous and probable 
view of the case seemed to be the one that sent the unpleasant 
accuser safely out of sight, and left the pleasant serviceable 
Tito just where he was before. 

The subject gradually floated aw’ay, and gave place to 
others, till a heavy tramp, and something like the struggling 
of a man who was being dragged away, were heard outside. 
The sounds soon died out, and the interruption seemed to 
make the last hour's conviviality more resolute and vigorous. 
Every one was willing to forget a disagreeable incident. 

Tito's heart was palpitating, and the wine tasted no better 
to him than if it had been blood. 

To-night he had paid a heavier price than ever to make 
himself safe. He did not like the price, and yet it was 
inevitable tliat he should be glad of the purcliase. 

And after all lie led the chorus. Pie was in a state of 
excitement in which oppressive sensations, and the wretched 
consciousness of something hateful but irrevocable, were 

^ TUe lar^e&t pilsou lu Florence. 
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mingled with a feeling of triumph which seemed to assert 
itself as the feeling that would subsist and be master of the 
morrow. 

And it was master. For on the morrow, as we saw, when 
he was about to start on his mission to Rome, he bad the air 
of a man well satisfied with the world. 


CHAPTER XL, 

Air ARRESTIirO VOICE. 

When Romola sat down on the stone under the cypress, all 
things conspired to give her the sense o£ freedom and soli- 
tude ; her escape from the accustomed walls and streets ; the 
widening distance from her husband, who was b}’' this time 
riding towards Siena, w'hile every hour would take her farther 
on the opposite way ; the morning stillness ; the great dip of 
ground on the roadside making a gulf between her and the 
sombre calm of the mountains. For the first time in her life 
she felt alone in the presence of the earth and sky, with ne 
human presence interposing and making a law for her. 
Suddenly a voice close to her said, — 

You arc Romola de* Bardi, the wife of Tito Meleina.^' 

She knew the voice : it had vibrated through her more than 
once before ; and because she knew it, she did not turn round 
or look up. She sat shaken by awe, and yet inwardly rebel- 
ling against the awe. It was one of those black-skirted 
monks who was daring to speak to her, and interfere with her 
privacy : that was all. And yet she was shaken, as if that 
destiny which men thought of as a sceptred deity had come to 
her, and grasped her with fingers of fiesh. 

“ You are fleeing from Florence in disguise. I have a com- 
mand from God to stop you. You are not permitted to flee.’’ 

Romola’s anger at the intrusion mounted higher at these 
imperative words. She would not turn round to look at the 
speaker, whose examining gaze she resented. Sitting quite 
motionless, she said, — 

What right have you to speak to me, or to hinder me ? ” 
^‘The right of a messenger. You have put on a religious 
garb, and you have no religious purpose. You have sought 
the garb as a disguise. But you were not suffered to pass me 
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without being discerned. It was declared to me who yot 
were ; it is declared to me that you are seeking to escape from 
the lot God has laid upon you. You wisJi your true name and 
your true place in life to be hidden, that you may choose for 
yourself a new name and a new place, and have no rule but 
your own will. And I have a command to call you back. My 
daughter, you must return to your place,” 

Eomola’s mind rose in stronger rebellion with every sen- 
tence. She was the more determined not to show any sign of 
submission, because the consciousness of being inw’ardly 
shaken made her dread lest she should fall into irresolution. 
She spoke with more irritation than before. 

will not return. I acknowledge no right of priests and 
monks to interfere with my actions. You have no power over 
me.” 

“I know — I know you have been brought up in scorn of 
obedience. But it is not the poor monk who claims to inter- 
fere with you : it is the truth that commands you. And you 
cannot escape it. Either you must obey it, and it will lead 
you ; or you must disobey it, and it will hang on you with the 
■weight of a chain which you will drag forever. But you will 
obey it, my daughter. Your old servant will return to you 
with the mules; my companion is gone to fetch him; and you 
will go back to Florence.” 

She started up with anger in her eyes, and faced the speaker. 
It w^as Fra Girolamo; she knew that well enough before. 
She was nearly as tall as be was, and their faces ^\eve almost 
on a level. She had started up with defiant words ready to 
burst from her lips, but they fell back again without utterance. 
She had met Fra Girolamo’s calm glance, and the impression 
from it was so new to her, that her anger sank ashamed as 
something irrelevant. 

There was nothingJ;ranscendent in Savonarola’s face. It was» 
not beautiful. It was strong-featured, and owed all its refine- 
ment to habits of mind and rigid discipline of the body. The 
source of the impression his glance produced on Roniola was 
the sense it conveyed to her of interest in her and care for 
her apart from any personal feeling. It was the first time she 
had encountered a gaze in which simple human fellowship ex- 
pressed itself as a strongly felt bond. Such a glance is half 
the vocation of the yn-iest or spiritual guide of men, and 
Eomola felt it imposhible again to question his authority to 
speak to her. She stood silent, looking at him. And he spoke 
again. 
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You assert your freedom proudly, my daugl)ter. But who 
is so base as the debtor that thinks himself free ? ” 

There was a sting in those words, and Romola’s countenance 
changed as if a subtle pale flash had gone over it. 

And 3 'ou are flying from your debts : tlie debt of a Floren- 
tine woman ; the debt of a wife. You are turning your back 
on the lot that has been appointed for you — you are going to 
choose another. But can man or woman choose duties ? No 
more than they can choose their birthplace or their father and 
mother. My daughter, you are fleeing from the presence of 
God into the wilderness.” 

As the anger melted from Romola’s mind, it had given 
place to a new presentiment of the strength there might be in 
submission, if this man, at whom she was beginning to look 
with a vague reverence, had some valid law to show her. But 
no — it was impossible; he could not know what determined 
her. Yet she could not again simply refuse to be guided ; she 
was constrained to plead ; and in her new need to be reverent 
while she resisted, the title which she had ue\Ter given him 
before came to her lips without forethought. 

“My father, you cannot know the reasons which compel me 
to go. None can know them but myself. None can judge for 
me. I have been driven by great sorrow. I am resolved to 
go.” 

“T know enough, my daughter: my mind has been so far 
illuminated concerning you, that I know enough. You are not 
happy in your married life; but I am not a confessor, and 
seek to know nothing that should be reserved for the seal of 
confession. I have a divine warrant to stop you, which does 
not depend on such knowledge. You were warned by a mes- 
sage from heaven, delivered in my presence — you were 
warned before marriage, when you might still have lawfully 
chosen to be free from the marriage-bond. But you chose the 
bond; and in wilfully breaking it — I speak to you as a pagan, 
if the holy mystery of matrimony is not sacred to you — you 
are breaking a pledge. Of what wrongs will you complain, 
my daughter, when 3 ’’ou yourself are committing one of the 
greatest wrongs a woman and a citizen can be guilty of — with- 
drawing in secrecy and disguise from a pledge which you have 
given in the face of God and your fellow-men? Of what 
wrongs will you complain, when you yourself are breaking the 
simplest law that lies at the foundation of the trust which 
binds man to man — faithfulness to the spoken word ? This, 
then, is the wisdom you have gained by scorning the mysteries 
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of the Church? — not to see the bare duty of integrity, where 
the Church would have taught you to see, not integrity only, 
but religion.” 

The blood had rushed to Romola^s face, and she shrank as 
if she had been stricken. “ I would not have put on a dis- 
guise,” she began; but she could not go on, — she was too 
much shaken by the suggestion in the Frate’s words of a pos- 
sible affinity between her own conduct and Tito’s. 

“ And to break that pledge you fly from Florence : Florence, 
where there are the only men and women in the world to whom 
you owe the debt of a fellow-citizen.” 

should never have quitted Florence,” said Roinola, 
tremulously, “ as long as there Avas any hope of my tulfilling 
a duty to my father there.” 

“ And do you own no tie but that of a child to hei* father in 
the flesh ? Your life has been spent in blindness, my daugh- 
ter. You have lived with those who sit on a hill aloof, and 
look down on the life of their fellow-men. I know their vain 
discourse. It is of what has been in the times which they 
till with their own fancied wisdom, while they scorn God's 
work in the present. And doubtless you were taught how there 
were pagan women who felt what it was to live tor the Repub- 
lic ; yet you have never felt that yon, a Florentine woman, 
should live for Florence. If your own people are wearing a 
yoke, will you slip from under it, instead of struggling with 
them to lighten it ? There is hunger and misery in our 
streets, yet you say, ‘ I care not ; t have my own sorrow's ; 1 
will go away, if peradveuture I can ease them.’ The servants 
of God are "struggling after a law of justice, peace, and char- 
ity, that the hundred thousand citizens among w'hom you wei^ 
born may be governed righteously ; but you think no moie of 
this than if you were a bird, that may spread its Avings and 
fly Avbither it Avill in search of food to its liking. And yet 
you have scorned the teaching of the Church, my daughter. 
As if you, a Avilful wanderer, following your own blind choice, 
were not below the humblest Florentine Avoman who stretches 
forth her hands with her own people, and craves a blessing for 
them; and feels a close sisterhood Avith the neighbor who 
kneels beside her and is not of her own blood; and thinks of 
the mighty purpose that God lias for Florence ; and waits and 
endures because the promised Avork is great, and she feels 
herself little.” 

I was not going away to ea^e and self-indulgence,” said 
Romola, raising her head again, with a prompting to vindicate 
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herself. “I was going away to hardship. I expect no joy : it 
IS gone from my life.” 

“ You are seeking your own will, my daughter. You are 
seeking some good other than the law you are bound to obey. 
But how will you find good ? It is not a thing of choice : it 
is a river that flows from the foot of the Invisible Throne, and 
flows by the path of obedience. I say again, man cannot 
choose his duties. You may choose to forsake your duties, and 
choose not to have the sorrow they bring. But you will go 
forth ; and what will you find, my daughter ? Sorrow with- 
out duty — bitter herbs, and no bread with them.” 

“ But if you knew,” said Romola, clasping her hands and 
pressing them tight, as she looked pleadingly at Fra Girolamo ; 
“ if you knew what it was to me — how impossible it seemed 
to me to bear it.” 

“ My daughter,” he said, pointing to the cord round Bomola’s 
neck, ‘^you carry something within your mantle i draw it forth, 
and look at it.” 

Eomola gave a slight start, but her impulse now was to do 
just what Savonarola told her. Her self-doubt was grappled 
by a stronger will and a stronger conviction than her own. 
She drew forth the crucifix. Still pointing towards it, he 
said, — 

“ There, my daughter, is the image of a Supreme Offering, 
made by Supreme Love, because the need of man was great.” 

He paused, and she held the crucifix trembling — trembling 
under a sudden impression of the wide distance between her 
present and her past self. What a length of road she had 
travelled through since she first took that crucifix from the 
Frate’s hands ! Had life as many secrets before her still as 
it had for her then, in her young blindness ? It was a thought 
that helped all other subduing influences ; and at the sound of 
Fra Girolamo’s voice again, Romola, with a quick involuntary 
movement, pressed the crucifix against her mantle and looked 
at him with more submission than before. 

Conform your life to that image, my daughter ; make your 
sorrow an offering : and when the fire of Divine charity burns 
within you, and you behold the need of your fellow-men by 
the light of that flame, you will not call your offering great. 
You have carried yourself proudly, as one who held herself 
not of common blood or of common thoughts ; but you have 
been as one unborn to the true life of man. What ! you say 
your love for your father no longer tells you to stay in Flor* 
ence ? Then, since that tie is snapped, you are without a law. 
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without religion : you are no better than a beast of the field 
when she is robbed of her young. If the yearning of a fleshly 
love is gone, you are without love, without obligation. See, 
then, my daughter, how you are below the life of the believer 
who worships that image of the Supreme Offering, and feels 
the glow of a common life M'ith the lost multitude for whom 
that offering was made, and beholds the history of the world 
as the history of a great redemption in which he is himself a 
fellow-worker, in his own place and among his own people ! 
If you held that faith, my beloved daughter, you would not be 
a wanderer flying from suffering, and blindly seeking the good 
of a freedom which is lawlessness. You would feel that 
Florence was the home of your soul as well as your birthplace, 
because you would see the work that was given yon to do there. 
If you forsake your place, who will fill it ? You ought to be 
in your place now, helping in the great work by which God 
will purify Florence, and raise it to be the guide of the nations. 
What ! the earth is full of iniquity — full of groans — the 
light is still struggling with a mighty darkness, and you say, • I 
cannot bear my bunds ; I will burst them asunder ; I will go 
where no man claims me * ? My daughter, every bond of your 
life is a debt : the right lies in the payment ot that debt ; it 
can lie nowhere else. In vain will you wander over the earth? 
you will be wandering forever away from the right.” 

Eomola was inwardly struggling with strong forces : that 
immense personal influence of Savonarola, which came from 
the energy of his emotions and beliefs ; and her consciousness, 
surmounting all prejudice, tliat his words implied a highei 
law than any she had yet obeyed. But the resisting thoughts 
were not yet overborne. 

“How, then, could Dino be right? He broke ties. He 
forsook his place.” 

“That was a special vocation. lie was constrained to 
depart, else he could not have attained the higher life. It 
would have been stifled within him.” 

“ And I too,” said Roinola. raising her hands to her brow, 
and speaking in a tone of anguish, as if she were being 
dragged to some torture. “ Father, you may be wrong.” 

“ Ask 3’our conscience, my daughter. You have no vocation 
such as your brother had. You are a wife. You seek to 
break j'our ties in self-will and anger, not because the higher 
life calls upon 3 011 to renounce them. The higher life begins 
for us, my daughter, when we renounce our own will to bow 
before a Divine law. That seems hard to you. It is the 
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portal of wisdom, and freedom, and blessedness. And the 
symbol of it hangs before you. That wisdom is the religion 
of the Cross. And you stand aloof from it : you are a pagan ; 
you have been taught lo say, ‘I am as the wise men who 
lived before the time when the Jew of ifazai’etli was crucified.' 
And that is your wisdom ! To be as the dead whose eyes are 
closed, and whose ear is deaf to the work of God that has 
been since their time. What has your dead wisdom done for 
you, my daughter ? It has left you without a heart for the 
neighbors among whom you dwell, without care for the great 
work by which Florence is to be regenerated and the world 
made holy ; it has left you without a share in the Divine life 
which quenches the sense of suffering Self in the ardors of an 
ever-growing love. And now, when the sword has pierced 
yonr soul, you say, * I will go away ; I cannot bear my sorrow.’ 
And you think nothing of the sorrow and the wrong that are 
within the walls of the city where you dwell ; you would 
leave your place empty, when it ought to be filled with your 
pity and your labor. If there is wickedness in the streets, 
your steps should shine with the light of purity ; if there is 
a cry of anguish, you, my daughter, because you know the 
meaning of the cry, should be there to still it. My beloved 
daughter, sorrow has come to teach you a new worship : the 
sign of it hangs before you,” 

Eomola’s luiud was still tom by conflict. She foresaw that 
she should obey Savonaxola and go back : his words had come 
to her as if they were an interpretation of that revulsion from 
self-satisfied ease, and of that new fellowship with suffering, 
which had already been awakened in her. His arresting 
voice had brought a new condition into her life, which made 
it seem impossible to her that she could go ou her way as if 
she had not heard it; yet she shrank as one who sees the 
path she must take, but sees, too, that the hot lava lies there. 
And the instinctive shrinking from a return to her husband 
brought doubts. She turned away her eyes from Fra Girolamo, 
and stood for a minute or two with her hands han^ng clasped 
be'fore her, like a statue. At last she spoke, as if the words 
were being wrung from her, still looking on the ground. 

“My husband ... he is not . . . my love is gone!” 

“My daughter, there is the bond of a higher love. Ma^ 
riage is not carnal only, made for selfish delight. See what 
that thought leads you to ! It leads you to wander away in 
a false garb from all the obligations of your place and name. 
That would not have been, if you had learned that it is a sao« 
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ramental vow, from wliiiik none but God can release you 
My daughter, your life is not as a grain of sand, to be blown 
by the winds; it is a thing of flesh and blood, that dies if it 
be sundered. Your husband is not a malefactor ? ” 

Eomola started. “ Heaven forbid ! Ko ; I accuse him of 
nothing.” 

1 did not 8U]»pose he was a malefactor. 1 meant, that if 
he were a malefactor, your place would be in the prison 
beside him. My daughter, if the cross comes to you as a wife, 
you must caiTy it as a wife. You may say, *1 will forsake 
my husband,’ but you cannot cease to be a wife.” 

Yet if — oh, how could I bear” — Eomola had involunta- 
rily begun to say something which she sought to banish from 
her mind again. 

•^Ifake your marriage-sorrows an offering too, my daughter: 
an offering to the great Avork by which sin and sorrow are 
being made to cease. The end is sure, aud is already begin- 
ning. Here in Florence it is beginning, aud the eyes of faith 
behold it. An<l it may be our blessedness to die for it: to die 
daily by the crucifixion of our selfish will — to die at last by 
laying our bodies on the altar. My daughter, you are a child 
ot Florence; fulfil the duties of that great iiilieritauce. Live 
for Florence — for your own people, whom God is preparing 
to bless the earth. Bear the anguish and the smart. The 
iron is sharp — I know, I know — it rends the tender flesh. 
The draught is bitterness on the lips. But there is rapture 
in the cup — there is the vision which makes all life below it 
dross forever. Come, my daughter, come back to your place 1 

While Savonarola spoke Avith growing intensity, his arras 
tightly folded before him still, as they had been from the 
first, but his face alight as from an inward flame, Eomola felt 
herself surrounded and possessed by the gloAV of his passionate 
faith. The chill doubts all melted away ; she was subdued 
by the sense of something unspeakably great to which she 
was being called by a strong being Avho roused a new strength 
within herself. In a voice that was like a low, prayerful ciy, 
she said, — 

“Father, I will be guided. Teach me ! I will go back.” 

Almost unconsciously she sank on her knees. Savonarola 
stretched out his hands over her; but feeling would no longer 
pass through the channel of speech^ aud he was silent. 
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CHAPTER XLL 

COMIKG BACK- 

**Ri8b, my daughter,” said Fra Girolamo at last. ^*Yout 
servant is waiting not far off with the mules. It is time that 
I should go onward to Florence.” 

Romola arose from her knees. That silent attitude had been 
a sort of sacrament to her, confirming the state of yearning 
passivity on which she had newly entered. By the one act of 
renouncing her resolve to quit her husband, her Tvill seemed 
CO utterly bruised tliat she felt the need of direction even in 
small things. She lifted up the edge of her coavI, and saw 
Maso and the second Dominican standing with their backs 
towards her on the edge of the hill about ten yards from her ; 
but she looked at Savonarola again Avithout speaking, as if the 
order to Maso to turn back must come from him and not from 
her. 

“I will go and call them,” he said, answering her glance of 
appeal ; ‘‘ and I Avill recommend you, my daughter, to the 
Brother Avho is witli me. You desire to put yourself under 
guidance, and to learn that wisdom wdiich has been hitherto 
as foolisliness to you. A chief gate of that Avisdom is the 
sacrament of confession. You will need a confessor, my 
daughter, and I desire to put you under the care of Fra 
Salvestro, one of the brethren of San Marco, in Avhom I most 
confide.” 

I Avould rather have no guidance but yours, father,” said 
Romola, looking anxious. 

“ My daughter, I do not act as a confessor. The vocation I 
have withdraws me from offices that would force me into 
frequent contact with the laity, and interfere with my special 
duties.” 

“ Then shall I not be able to speak to you in private ? if I 
waver, if ” — Romola broke off from rising agitation. She 
felt a sudden alarm lest her new strength in renunciation 
should vanish if the immediate personal influence of Savona- 
rola vanished. 

** My daughter, if your soul has need of the word in private 
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horn my lips, you will let me know it through Fra Salrestro, 
and T will see you in the sacristy or in the choir of San Marco. 
And I will not cease to watch over you. I will instruct my 
brother concerning you, that he may guide you into that path 
of labor for the suffering and the hungry to which you are 
called as a daughter of Florence in these times of hard need. 
I desire to behold you among the feebler and more ignorant 
sisters as the apple-tree among the trees of the forest, so that 
your fairness and all natural gifts may be but as a lamp 
thi*ough which the Divine light shines the more purely. I 
will go now and call your servant.” 

When Maso had been sent a little way in advance, Fra 
Salvestro came forward, and Savonarola led Eomola towards 
him. She had beforehand felt an inward shrinking from a 
new guide who was a total stranger to her; but to have 
resisted Savonarola’s advice would have been to assume an 
attitude of independence at a moment when all her strength 
must be drawn from the renunciation of independence. And 
the whole bent of her mind now was towards doing what was 
painful rather than what was easy. She bowed reverently 
to Fra Salvestro before looking directly at him ; but when she 
raised her head and saw him fully, her reluctance becaine a 
palpitating doubt. There are men whose presence infu’^es 
trust and reverence ; there are others to whom we have need 
to carry our trust and reverence ready-made : and that differ- 
ence flashed on Romola as she ceased to have Savonarola 
before her, and saw in his stead Fra Salvestro Maruffi. It 
was not that there was anything manifestly repulsive in Fra 
Salvestro’s face and manner, any air of hypocrisy, any tinge 
of coarseness ; his face was handsomer than Fra G-irolamo’s, 
his person a little taller. He was the long-accepted confessor 
of many among the chief personages in Florence, and had 
therefore had large experience as a spiritual director. But 
his face had the vacillating expression of a mind unable to 
concentrate itself strongly in the channel of one great emo 
bion or belief — an expression which is fatal to influence over 
an ardent nature like Romola’s. Such an expression is not 
the stamp of insincerity, it is the stamp simpl3" of a shallow 
soul, M'hich will often be found sincerely striving to All a high 
vocation, sincerely composing its countenance to the utterance 
of sublime formulas, but finding the muscles twitch or relax 
in spite of belief, as prose insists on coming instead of poctr}' 
to the man who has not the divine frenz}'. Fra Salvestro had 
a pecular liability to visions, dependent apparently on a con- 
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stitnfcion given to somnambulism. Savonarola believed in the 
snpernatnral character of these visions, while Fra Salvestro 
himself had originally resisted such an interpretation of 
them, and had even rebuked Savonarola for his prophetic 
preaching ; another proof, if one were wanted, that the rela- 
tive greatness of men is not to be gauged by their tendency 
to disbelieve the superstitions of their age. For of these two 
there can be no question which was the great man and which 
the small. 

The difference between them was measured very accurately 
oy the change in Romola's feeling as Fra Salvestro began to 
address her in words of exhortation and encouragement. 
After her first angiy resistance of Savonarola had passed 
awaj’’, she had lost all remembrance of the old dread lest any 
influence should drag her within the circle of fanaticism and 
sour monkish piety. But now again, the chill breath of that 
dread stole* over her. It could have no decisive effect against 
the impetus her mind had just received j it was only like the 
closing of the gray clouds over the sunrise, which made her 
returning path monotonous and sombre. 

And perhaps of all sombre paths that on which we go back 
after treading it with a strong resolution is the one that most 
severely tests the fervor of renunciation. As they re-entered 
the city gates the light snow-flakes fell about them ; and as 
the gray sister walked hastily homeward from the Piazza di 
8an Marco, and trod the bridge again, and turned in at the 
large door in the Via de' Bardi, her footsteps were marked 
darkly on the thin carpet of snow, aud her cowl fell laden and 
damp about her face. 

She went up to her room, threw off her serge, destroyed the 
parting letters, replaced all her precious trifles, unbound her 
hair, and put on her usual black dress. Instead of taking a 
long exciting journey, she was to sit down in her usual place. 
The snow fell against the windows, and she was alone. 

She felt the dreariness, yet her courage was high, like that 
of a seeker who has come on new signs of gold. She was 
going to thread life by a fresh clew. She had thrown all the 
energy of her will into renunciation. The empty tabernacle 
remained locked, and she placed Dino’s crucifix outside it. 

Kothing broke the outward monotony of her solitary home, 
till the night came like a white ghost at the windows. Yet it 
was the most memorable Christmas Eve in her life to Eomolai 
this of 1494. 
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CHAPTER XLIL 

BOMOliA IN HER PLACE. 

It was the thirtieth of October, 1496. The sky that morn- 
ing was clear enough, and there was a pleasant autumnal 
breeze. But the Florentines just then thought very little 
about the land breezes : they were thinking of the gules at 
sea, which seemed to be uniting with all other powers to dis- 
prove the Frate's declaration that Heaven took special care of 
Florence, 

For those terrible gales had driven away from the coast of 
Leghorn certain ships from Marseilles, freighted with soldiery 
and corn ; and Florence was in the direst need, first of food, 
and secondly of fighting men. Pale Famine was in her streets, 
and her territory was threatened on all its borders. 

For the French king, that new Charlemagne, who had 
entered Italy in anticipatory triumph, and had conquered 
Naples without the least trouble, had gone away again fifteen 
months ago, and was even, it was feared, in his grief for 
the loss of a new-born sou, losing the languid intention of 
coming back again to redress grievances and set the Church 
in order. A league had been formed against him — a Holy 
League, w-ith Pojie Borgia at its head — to “drive out the 
barbarians,’^ who still garnsoned the fortress of Naples. That 
had a patriotic sound ; but looked at more closely, the H 0 I 3 ’ 
League seemed very much like an agreement among certain 
wolves to drive away all other wolves, and then to see which 
among themselves could snatch the largest share of the prey. 
And there was a general disposition to regard Florence not as 
a fellow-wolf, but rather as a desirable carcass. Florence, 
therefore, of all the chief Italian States, had alone declined to 
join the League, adhering still to the French alliance. 

She had decliiieil at her peril. At this moment Pisa, still 
fighting savagely fvr liberty, was being encouraged not only 
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by strong forces from Venice and Milan, but by the presence 
of the German Emperor Maximilian, who had been invited by 
the League, and was joining the Pisans with such troops as 
he had in the attempt to get possession of Leghorn, while the 
coast was invested by Venetian and Genoese ships. And if 
Leghorn should fall into the hands of the enemy, woe to 
Florence ! For if that one outlet towards the sea were closed, 
I j edged in as she was on the land by the bitter ill-will of the 
Pope and the jealousy of smaller States, how could succors 
reach her ? 

The government of Florence had shown a great heart in 
this urgent need, meeting losses and defeats with vigorous 
effort, raising fresh money, raising fresh soldiers, but not neg- 
lecting the good old method of Italian defence — conciliatory 
embassies. And while the scarcity of food W'as every day 
becoming greater, they had resolved, in opposition to old 
precedent, not to shut out the starving country people, and 
the mendicants driven from the gates of other cities, w^ho 
came flocking to Florence like birds fiom a land of snow. 

These acts of a government in wdiich the disciples of 
Savonarola made the strongest element were not allowed to 
pass without criticism. The disaffected w^ere plentiful, and 
they saw’’ clearly that the government took the worst course 
lor the public w'elfare. Florence ought to join the League 
and make common cause with the other great Italian States, 
instead of drawing down their hostility by a futile adherence 
to a foreign all}'. Florence ought to take care of her own 
citizens, instead of opening her gates to famine and pestilence 
in the shape of starving con tad ini and alien mendicants. 

Eveiy day the distress became sharper; every day the mur- 
murs became louder. And, to crown the difficulties of the 
government, for a month and more — in obedience to a man- 
date fiom Rome — Ph’a Girolamo had ceased to preach. But 
on tlie arrival of the terrible news that the ships from Mar- 
seilles had been driven back, and that no corn was coming, 
the need for the voice that could infuse faith and jiatience into 
the people became too imperative to be resisted. In defiance 
of the papal mandate the Signoria requested Savonarola to 
preach. And two days ago he had mounted again the pulpit 
of the Duomo, and had told the jieople only to wait and be 
steadfast and the Divine help would certainly come. 

It was a bold sermon: he consented to have his frock 
stripped off him if, w'hen Florence persevered in fulfilling the 
duties of piety and citizenship, God did not come to her rescue. 
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Yet at present, on this morning of the thirtieth, there were 
no signs of rescue. Perhaps if the precious Tabernacle of the 
Madonna delP Impruneta were brought into Florence and cai- 
ried in devout procession to the Duomo, that Mother, rich in 
sorrows and therefore in mercy, would plead for the suffering 
city ? For a century and a half there were records how the 
Florentines, suffering from drought, or flood, or famine, or 
pestilence, or the threat of wars, had fetched the potent image 
within their walls, and had found deliverance. And grateful 
honor had been done to her and her ancient church of 
L’lmpruneta; the high house of Buondelmonti, patrons of 
the church, had to guard her hidden image with bare sword; 
wealth had been poured out for prayers at her shrine, for 
chantings, and chapels, and ever-burning lights; and lands 
had been added, till there was much quarrelling for the privi- 
lege of serving her. The Florentines were deeply convinced 
of her graciousness to them, so that the sight of her tabernacle 
within their walls was like the parting of the cloud, and the 
proverb ran, that the Florentines had a Madonna who would 
do what they pleased. 

When were they in more need of her pleading pity than 
now ? And already, the evening before, the tabernacle con. 
taining the miraculous hidden image had been brought with 
high and reverend escort from LTmpruueta, the privileged 
spot six miles beyond the gal e of San Piero that looks towards 
Koine, and had been deposited in the church of San Gaggio, 
outside the gate, whence it was to be fetched in solemn pro- 
cession by all the fraternities, trades, and authorities of 
Florence. 

But the Pitying Mother had not 3’et entered within the 
walls, and the morning arose on unchanged misery and de- 
spondency, I'cbtilence was iiovering in the track of famine. 
Kot only the hospitals were full, but the courtyards of private 
houses had been turned into refuges and infirmaries ; and still 
there was unsheltered want. And early this morning, as 
usual, members of the various fraternities who made it part 
of their duty to bury the unfriended dead, were bearing away 
the corpses that had sunk by the wayside. As usual, sweet 
womanly' forms, with the refined air and carriage of the well- 
born, but in the plainest garb, were moving about the streets 
on their daily errands of tending the sick and relieving the 
hungry. 

One of these forms was easily distinguishable as Romola 
de’ bardi. Clad in the simplest garment of black serge, with 
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a plain piece of black drapery drawn over her head, so as to 
hide ail her hair, except the bands of gold that rippled apart 
on her brow, she was advancing from the Ponte Vecchio 
towards the Por’ Santa Maria — the street in a direct line 
with the bridge — when she found her way obstructed by the 
pausing of a Wer, which was being carried by members of the 
company of San Jacopo del Popolo, in search for the unburied 
dead. The brethren at the head of the bier were stooping to 
examine something, while a group of idle workmen, with 
features paled and sharpened by hunger, were clustering 
around and all talking at once. 

“ He’s dead, I tell you ! Messer Domeneddio has loved him 
well enough to take him.” 

“ Ah, and it would be well for us all if we could have our 
legs stretched out and go with our heads two or three dracci 
foremost ! It’s ill standing upright with hunger to prop 
you.” 

Well, well, he’s an old fellow. Death has got a poor bar- 
gain. Life’s had the best of him.” 

And no Florentine, ten to one ! A beggar turned out of 
Siena. San Giovanni defend us ! They’ve no need of soldiers 
to fight us. They send us an army of starving men.” 

“ No, no ! This man is one of the prisoners turned out of 
the Stinche. I know by the gray patch where the prison 
badge was.” 

“ Keep quiet ! Lend a hand ! Don’t you see the brethren 
are going to lift him on the bier ? ” 

“ It’s likely he’s alive enough if he could only look it. The 
soul may be inside him if it had only a drop of vei'iiaccia to 
warm it.” 

“ In tmth, I think he is not dead,” said one of the brethren, 
when they had lifted him on the bier. “ He has perhaps only 
sunk down for want of food.” 

‘‘ Let me try to give him some wine,” said Komola, coming 
forward. She loosened the small fiask which she earned at 
her belt, and, leaning towards the prostrate body, with a deft 
hand she applied a small ivory implement between the teeth, 
and poured into the mouth a few drops of wine. The stim- 
ulus acted : the wine was evidently swallowed. She poured 
more, till the head was moved a little towai-ds her, and the 
eyes of the old man opened full upon her with the vague look 
of returning consciousness. 

Then for the first time a sense of complete recognition 
came over Bomola. Those wild dark eyes opening in the 
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sallow, deep-lined face, with the white beard, which was now 
long again, were like an unmistakable signature to a remem- 
bered handwriting. The light of two summers had not made 
that image any fainter in Homola’s memory : the image of 
the escaped prisoner, whom she had seen in the Duoino tlie 
day when Tito first wore the armor — at whose grasp Tito 
was pale with terror in the strange sketch she had seen in 
Piero's studio, A wretched tremor and palpitation seized 
her. Now at last, perhaps, she was going to know some 
secret wdiich might be more bitter than all that had gone 
before. She felt an impulse to dai*t away as from a siglit of 
horror; and again, a more unpHrioiis need to keep close by 
the side of this old man whom, the divination of keen feeling 
told her, her husband had injured. In the very instant of 
this conflict she still leaned toivards him and kept her riglit 
hand ready to administer move wine, Avbile her left was 
passed under his neck. Her hands trembled, but their habit 
of soothing helpfulness would have served to guide them 
without the direction of her thought. 

Baldassarre was looking at her for the first time. The close 
seclusion in which Eomola’s trouble had kept her in the 
weeks preceding her flight and his arrest, had denied him the 
opportunity lie had sought of seeing the Wife who lived in 
the Via de’ Bardi : and at this moment the descriptions he 
had heard of the fair golden-haired woman were all gone, like 
yesterday’s w'^aves. 

‘‘ Will it not be w'ell to carry him to the steps of San 
Stefano?” said Romola. “We shall cease then to stop up 
the street, and you can go on your way with your bier.” 

They had only to move oinvard for about thirty yards be- 
fore reaching the steps of San Stefano, and by this time 
Baldassarre was able himself to make some efforts toivards 
getting off the bier, and ])ro])pi ng himself on the steps against 
the church doorway. The charitable brethien passed on, but 
the group of interested spectators, who liad nothing to do, 
and much to say, had considerably increased. Tlie feeling 
toivards the old man was not so entirely friendly now it was 
quite cei tain that he was ali\e, but the respect inspired by 
Romola’s presence caused the passing remarks to be made in a 
rather more subdued tone than before. 

** Ah, they gave him his morsel every day in the Stinche — 
that's why he can’t do so well without it. You and I, Cecco, 
know better what it is to go to bed fasting.*’ 

“ Gnaffe ! that's why the Magnificent Eight have turned 



ROMOLA JN HER PLACE. 


841 


out some of the prisoners, that they may shelter honest people 
instead. But if every thief is to be brought to life with good 
wine and wheaten bread, we Ciompi had better go and fill 
ourselves in Arno while the water’s plenty.” 

Eomola had seated herself on the steps by Baldassarre, and 
was saying, “ Can you eat a little bread now ? perhaps by and 
by you will be able, if I leave it with you. I must go on, 
because I have promised to be at the hospital. But I will 
come back if you will wait here, and then I will take you to 
some shelter. Do 3'ou understand ? Will you wait ? I will 
come back.” 

He looked dreamily at her, and repeated her words, ^'come 
back.” It was no wonder that his mind was enfeebled by his 
bodily exhaustion, but she hoped that he apprehended her 
meaning. She opened her basket, which was filled with 
pieces of soft bread, and put one of the pieces into his hand. 

“ Do you keep your bread for uliose that can’t swallow, 
madonna ? ” said a rough-looking fellow, in a red night-cap, 
who had elbow'ed his way into the inmost circle of spectators 
— a circle that was pressing rather closely on Komola. 

“If anybody isn’t hungry,” said another, “ I say, let him 
alone. He’s better off than people who’ve got craving 
stomachs and no breakfast.” 

“ Yes, indeed ; if a man’s a mind to die, it’s a time to 
encourage him, instead of making him come back to life 
against his will. Dead men want no trencher.” 

“Oh, 3’ou don’t understand the Prate’s charity,” said a 
young man in an excellent cloth tunic, whose face showed no 
signs of want. “ The Prate has been preaching to the birds, 
like Saint Anthony, and he’s been telling the hawks they 
were made to feed the sparrows, as every good Plorentine 
citizen was made to feed six starving beggar-men from Arezzo 
or Bologna. Madonna, there, is a pious Piagnone : she’s not 
going to throw awa3’’ her good bread on honest citizens who’ve 
got all the Piute’s prophecies to swallow.’’ 

“Come, madonna,” said he of the red cap, “the old thief 
doesn’t eat the bread, you see : 3’ou’d better try tts. We fast 
so much, we’re half saints already.” 

The circle had narrowed till tlie coarse men — most of them 
gaunt from privation — had left hardl3" any margin round 
Bomola. She had been taking from her basket a small horn 
cup, into which .she put the piece of bi'ead and just mois* 
tened it with wine ; and hitherto she had not appeared to 
heed them. But now she rose to her feet, and looked round 
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at tliem. Instinctively tlie men who were nearest to her 
pushed backward a little, as if their rude nearness were the 
fault of those behind. Eomola held out the basket of breau 
to the man in the night-cap, looking at him without any 
reproach in her glance, as she said, — 

‘‘Hunger is hard to bear, I know, and you have the power 
to take this bread if you will. It was saved for sick women 
and children. You are strong men; but if you do not 
choose to suffer because you are strong, you have the power 
to take everything from the weak. You can take the bread 
from this basket ; but I shall watch by this old man ; 1 
shall resist your taking the bread from /tim.” 

"For a few moments there was perfect silence, while Eoinola 
looked at the faces before her, and held out the basket of 
bread. Her own pale face had the slightly pinched look and 
the deepening of the eye-socket which indicate unusual fast- 
ing in the habitually temperate, and the large direct gaze of 
her hazel eyes was all the more impressive. 

The man in the night-cap looked rather silly, and backed, 
thrusting his elbow into his neighbor's ribs with an air of 
moral rebuke. The backing was general, every orife wishing 
to imply that he had been pushed forward against his will ; 
and the 3"oung man in the fine cloth tunic had disappeared. 

But at this moment the armed servitors of the Signoria, 
who had begun to patrol the line of streets through which 
the procession was to pass, came up to disperse the gi’oup 
which was obstructing the narrow street. The man addressed 
as Cecco retreated from a threatening mace up the church 
steps, and said to Romola. in a respectful tone, — 

“Madonna, if you want to go on your errands, I’ll take 
care of the old man.” 

Cecco was a wild-looking figure : a very ragged tunic, made 
shaggy and variegated by cloth-dust and clinging fragments 
of wool, gave relief to a pair of bare bony arms and a long 
sinewj' neck ; his square jaw shaded by a bristly black beard, 
his bridgeless nose and low forehead, made bis face look as it 
iL had been crushed down for purposes of pa.cking, and a 
narrow piece of red rag tied over his ears seemed to assist in 
the compression. Romola looked at him with some hesita- 
tion. 

“Don’t distrust me, madonna,” said Cecco, who understood 
her look perfectly ; “ I am not so pretty as 3‘ou, but I’vfe got 
an old mother who eats m3’' ])orridge for me. What ! there’s 
a heart inside me, and I’ve bought a candle for the most Holy 
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Virgin before now. Besides, see there, the old fellow is eat- 
ing his sop. He's hale enough : he'll be on his legs as well as 
the best of us by and by." 

“ Thank you for offering to take care of him, friend," said 
Romola, rather penitent for her doubting glance. Then lean- 
ing to Baldassarre, she said, “Pray wait for me till I come 
again.” 

He assented with a slight movement of the head and hand, 
and Bouxola went on her way towards the hospital of San 
Matteo, in the Piazza di San Marco. 


CHAPTER XLIIX 

THE UNSEEX MADOXNA. 

In returning from the hospital, more than an hour later, 
Romola took a different road, making a wider circuit towards 
the river, which she reached at some distance from the Ponte 
Vecchio. She turned her steps towards that bridge, intend- 
ing to hasten to San Stefano in search of Baldassarre. She 
dreaded to know more about him, yet she felt as if, in forsak- 
ing him, she would be forsaking some near claim upon her. 

But when she approached the meeting of the roads where 
the Por’ Santa Maria would be on her right hand and the 
Ponte Vecchio on her left, she found herself involved in a 
crowd who suddenly fell on their knees j and she immediately 
knelt with them. The Cross was passing — the Great Gross 
of the Duomo — which headed the procession. Romola was 
later than she had expected to be, and now she must wait till 
the procession had passed. As she rose from her knees, when 
the Cross had disappeared, the return to a standing posture, 
with nothing to do but gaze, made her more conscious of her 
fatigue than she had been while she had been walking and 
occupied. A shopkeeper by her side said, — 

“Madonna Romola, you will be weary of standing; Gian 
Pantoni will be glad to give you a seat in his house. Here is 
his door close at hand. Let me open it for you. What ! he 
loves God and the Prate as we do. His house is yours.” 

Romola was accustomed now to be addressed in this frater- 
nal way by ordinary citizens, whose faces were familiar to 
her from her having seen them constantly in the Duoma 
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The idea of home had come to he identified for her less with 
the house in the Via de^ Bardi, where she sat in frequent 
lonelinesSj than with the towered circuit of Florence, where 
there was hardly a turn of the streets at which she was not 
greeted with looks of appeal or of friendliness. She wai, 
glad enough to pass through the open door on her right hand 
and be led by the fraternal hose-vender to an upstairs-window, 
where a stout woman with three children, all i7i the plain 
garb of Piagnoni, made a place for her with much reverence 
above the bright hanging draperies. From this corner station 
she could see, not only the procession pouring in solemn 
slowness between the linos of houses on the Ponte Vecchio, 
but also the river and the Lung’ Arno on towards the bridge 
of the Santa Trinit?i, 

In sadness and in stillness came the slow procession. Xot 
even a wailing chant broke the silent appeal for mercy : there 
was only the tramp of footsteps, and the faint sweep of 
woollen garments. They were young footsteps that were 
passing when Roniola first looked from tlie window — along 
train of the Florentine youth, bearing high in the midst of 
them the white image of the youthful Jesus, with a golden 
glory above his head, standing by the tall cross where the 
thorns and the nails lay ready. 

After that train of fresh beardless faces came the mysteri- 
ous-looking Companies of Discipline, bound by secret [rules to 
self-chastisement, andtlevout jiraise, and special acts of piety ; 
all wearing a garb which concealed the whole head and face 
except the eyes. Every one knew that these mysterious 
forms wex*e Florentine citizens of various ranks, who might 
be seen at ordinary times going about the business of the shop, 
the counting-house, or the State; but no member now was 
discernible as son, husband, or father. They had dropped 
their personality, and walked as symbols of a common vow. 
Each company had its color and its badge, but the gaib of 
all was a complete shroud, and left no expression but that of 
fellowship. 

In compari<!on with them, the multitude of monks seemed 
to be strongly distinguished individuals, in spite of the common 
tonsure and the common frock. First came a white stream of 
reformed B^^nedictines ; and then a much longer stream of the 
Frati Miuori, or Franciscans, in that age all clad in gray, with 
the knotted cord round their waists, and some of them with 
the zocGolif or wooden sandals, below their bare feet; — per- 
haps the most numerous order in Florence, owning many 
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zealous members who loved mankind and hated the Domini- 
cans. And after the gray came the black of the Augustinians 
of San Spirito, with more cultured human faces above it — 
men who had inherited the library of Boccaccio, and had 
made the most learned company in Florence when learning 
was rarer ; then the white over dai’k of the Carmelites ; and 
then again the unmixed black of the Servites, that famous 
Florentine order founded by seven merchants who forsook 
their gains to adore the Divine Mother. 

And now the hearts of all on-lookers began to beat a li ttle 
faster, cither with hatred or with love, for there was a stream 
of black and white coming over the bridge — of black mantles 
over white scapularies ; and every one knew that the Domini- 
cans were coining. Those of Fiesole passed first. One black 
mantle parted by white after another, one tonsured head after 
another, and still expectation was suspenrled. They were 
very coarse mantles, all of them, and many were tliroadbare, 
if not ragged ; for the Prior of San Marco had reduced the 
fraternities under his rule to the strictest jioverty and disci- 
pline. But in the long line of black and white there was at 
last singled out a mantle only a little moie w'orn than the 
rest, with a tonsured head above it which might not have 
appeared supremely remarkable to a stranger who had not 
seen it on bronze medals, with the sword of God as its obverse; 
or surrounded by an armed guard on the waj' to the Duomo ; 
or transfigured by the inward flame of the orator as it looked 
round on a rapt multitude. 

As the approach of Savonarola was discerned, none dared 
conspicuously to break the stillness by a sound which would 
rise above the solemn tramp of footsteps and the faint sweep 
of garments ; nevertheless his ear, as well as other ears, 
caught a mingled sound of slow hissing that longed to be 
curses, and murmurs that longed to be blessings. Perhaps it 
was the sense that the hissing predominated which made two 
or three of his disciples in the foreground of the crowd, at the 
meeting of the roads, fall on their knees as if something 
divine were passing. The movement of silent homage spread ; 
it went along the sides of the streets like a subtle shock, 
leaving some unmoved, while it made the most bend the knee 
and bow the head. But the hatred, too, gathered a more 
intense expression; and as Savonarola passed up the Por* 
Santa Maria, Komola could see that some one at an upper 
window spat upon him. 

Monks again — Frat» rTmiliati; or Humbled Brethren, from 
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Ognissanti, with a glorious tradition of being the earliest 
workers in the wool-trade; and again more monks — Vallom- 
brosan and other varieties of Benedictines, reminding the 
instructed eye by niceties of form and color that in ages of 
abuse, long ago, reformers had arisen who had marked a change 
of spirit by a change of garb ; till at last the shaven crowns 
were at an end, and there came the train of untonsured, 
secular priests. 

Then followed the twenty-one incorporated Arts of Florence 
in long array, with their banners floating above them in proud 
declaration that the bearers had their distinct functions, from 
the bakers of bread to the judges and notaries. And then all 
the secondary officers of State, beginning with the less and 
going on to the greater, till the line of secular! ties was broken 
by the Canons of the Duomo, carrying a sacred relic — the 
very head, enclosed in silver, of San Zenobio, immortal bishop 
of Florence, whose virtues were held to have saved the city 
perhaps a thousand years before. 

Here was the nucleus of the procession. Behind the relic 
came the archbishop in gorgeous cope, with canopy held above 
him; and alter him the mysterious hidden Image — hidden 
first by rich curtains of brocade enclosing an outer painted 
tabernacle, but within this, by the more ancient tabernacle 
which had never been opened in the memory of living men, 
or the fathers of living men. In that inner shrine was the 
image of the Pitying Mother, found ages ago in the soil of 
LTmpruneta, uttering a cry as the spade struck it. Hitherto 
the unseen Image had hardly ever been carried to the Duomo 
without having rich gifts borne before it. There was no re- 
citing the list of precious offerings made by emulous men and 
communities, especially of veils and curtains and mantles. 
Hut the richest of all these, it was said, had been given by a 
poor abbess and her nuns, who, having no money to buy mate- 
rials, wove a mantle of gold brocade with their prayers, 
embroidered it and adorned it with their prayers, and, finally, 
saw their work presented to the Blessed Virgin in the great 
Piazza by two beautiful youths who spread out white wings 
and vanished in the blue. 

But to-day there were no gifts carried before the tabernacle: 
no donations were to be given to-day except to the poor. 
That had been the advice of Fra Girolamo, whose preaching 
never insisted on gifts to the invisible powers, but only on 
help to visible need; and altars had been raised at various 
points in front of the churches, on which the oblations for 
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the poor were deposited. Not even a torch was carried. 
Surely the hidden Mother cared less for torches and brocade 
than for the wail of the hungry people. Plorenoe was in 
extremity : she had done her utmost, and could only wait for 
something divine that was not in her own power. 

The Frate in the tom mantle had said that help would cer- 
tainly come, and many of the faint-hearted were clinging 
more to their faith in the Frate’s word, than to their faith in 
the virtues of the unseen Image. But there were not a few 
of the fierce-hearted who thought with secret rejoicing that the 
Frate^s word might be proved false. 

Slowly the tabernacle moved forward, and knees were bent. 
There was profound stillness; for the train of priests and 
chaplains from L’linpruneta stirred no passion in the on- 
lookers. The procession was about to close with the Priors 
and the Gonfaloniere : the long train of companies and sym- 
bols, which have their silent music and stir the mind as a 
chorus stirs it, was passing out of sight, and now a faint 
yeaiTiitig hope was ^1 that struggled with the accustomed 
despondency. 

Bomola, whose heart had been swelling, half with forebod- 
ing, half with that enthusiasm of fellowship which the life of 
the last two years had made as habitual to her as the con- 
sciousness of costume to a vain and idle woman, gave a deep 
sigh, as at the end of some long mental tension, and remained 
on her knees for very languor ; when suddenly there flashed 
from between the houses on to the distant bridge something 
bright-colored. In the instant, Komola started up and 
stretched out her arms, leaning from the window, while the 
black drapery fell from her heatd, and the golden gleam of her 
hair and the flush in her face seemed the effect of one illu- 
mination. A shout arose in the same instant ; the last troops 
of the procession paused, and all faces were turned towards 
the distant bridge. 

But the bridge was passed now : the horseman was pressing 
at full gallop along by the Arno ; the sides of his bay horse, 
just streaked with foam, looked all white from swiftness ; his 
cap was flying loose by his red becchetto, and he waved an 
olive branch in his hand. It was a messenger — a messenger 
of good tidings! The blessed olive branch spoke afar off. 
But the impatient people could not wait. They rushed to 
meet the on-comer, and seized his horse’s rein, pushing and 
trampling. 

And now Bomola could see that the horseman was her hue* 
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band, who had been sent to Pisa a few days before on a pA 
vate embassy. The recognition brought no new flash of joy 
Into her eyes. She had checked her first impulsive attitude 
of expectation ; but her governing anxiety was still to know 
what news of relief had come for Florence. 

“Good news!” “Best news!” “News to be paid with 
hose (novtUe da calne) I” were the vague answers with which 
Tito met the importunities of the crowd, until he had suc> 
ceeded in pushing on his horse to the spot at the meeting of 
the ways where the Gonfaloniere and the Priors were awaiting 
him. There he paused, and, bowing Ioav, said, — 

“ Magnificent Signori ! I have to deliver to } ou the joyful 
news that the galleys from France, laden with corn and men, 
have arrived safely in the port of Leghorn, by favor of a 
strong wind, which kept the enemy’s fleet at a distance.” 

The words had no sooner left Tito's lips than they seemed 
to vibrate up the streets. A great shout rang through the air, 
and rushed along the river; and then another, and another; 
and the shouts were heard spreading along the line of the 
procession towards the Duomo; and then there were fainter 
answering shouts, like the intermediate plash of distant waves 
in a great lake whose waters obey one impulse. 

For some minutes there was no attempt to speak further ; 
the Signoria themselves lifted up their caps, and stood bare- 
headed in the presence of a rescue Avhich had come from out- 
side the limit of their own power — from that region of trust 
and resignation which has been in all ages called divine. 

At last, as the signal was given to move forward, Tito said, 
with a smile, — 

“ I ought to say, that any hose to be bestowed by the Mag- 
nificent Signoria in reward of these tidings are due, not to me, 
but to another man who had ridden hard to bring them, and 
would have been here in my place if his horse had not broken 
down just before he readied Signa. Meo di Sasso will doubt- 
less be here in an hour or two, and may all the more justly 
claim the glory of the messenger, because he has had the chitf 
labor and has lost the chief delight.” 

It was a graceful way of putting a necessary statement, and 
after a word of reply from the Proposed, or spokesman of the 
Signoria, this dignified extremity of the procession passed on, 
and Tito turned his horse's head to follow in its tmin, while 
the great bell of the Palazzo Vecchio was already beginning 
to swing, and give a louder voice to the people's joy. 

In that moment, when Tito's attention had ceased to be 
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imperatively directed, it might have been expected that he 
would look round and recognize Bomola ; but he was appar- 
ently engaged with his cap, which, now the eager people were 
leading his horse, he was able to seize and place on his head, 
while his right hand M’as still encumbered by the olive branch. 
He had a becoming air of lassitude after his exertions; and 
Romola, instead of making any effort to be recognized by him, 
threw her black drapery over her head again, and remained 
perfectly quiet. Yet she felt almost sure that Tito had seen 
her ; he had the power of seeing everything without seeming 
to see it. 


CHAPTER XLIV. 

THE VISIBLE MADONNA, 

The crowd had no sooner passed onward than Romola 
descended to the sti'eet, and hastened to the steps of San 
Stefano. Cecco had been attracted with the rest towards the 
Piazza, and she found Baldassarre standing alone against the 
church door, wdth the horn cup in his hand, waiting for her. 
There was a striking change in him : the blank, dreamy glance 
of a half-i^e turned consciousness had given place to a fierceness 
which, as she advanced and spoke to him, flashed upon her as 
if she had been its object. It Avas the glance of caged fury 
that sees its prey passing safe beyond the bars. 

Romola started as the glance was turned on her, but her 
immediate thought was that he had seen Tito. And as she 
felt the look of hatred grating on her, something like a hope 
arose that this man might be the criminal, and that her hus- 
band might not have been guilty towards him. If she could 
learn that now, by bringing Tito face to face with him, and 
have her mind set at rest ! 

“ If you will come Avith me,” she said, “ I can give you 
shelter and food until you are quite rested and strong. AVill 
you come ? ” 

Yes,” said Baldassarre, I shall be glad to get my strength. 
I want to get my strength,” he repeated, as if he were mutter- 
ing lo himself, rather than speaking to her. 

“ Come ! ” she said, inviting him to walk by her side, and 
taking the way by the Arno towards the Ponte Rubaconte as 
the more private road. 
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I think you are not a Florentine,” she said, presently, as 
they turned on to the bridge. 

He looked round at her without speaking. His suspicious 
caution was more strongly upon him than usual, just now that 
the fog of confusion and oblivion was made denser by bodily 
feebleness. But she was looking at him too, and there was 
something in her gentle eyes which at last compelled him to 
answer her. But he answered cautiously, — 

I am no Florentine ; [ am a lonely man,” 

She observed his reluctance to speak to her, and dared not 
question him further, lest he should desire to quit her. As 
she glanced at him from time to time, her mind was busy 
with thoughts which quenched the faint hope that there was 
nothing painful to be revealed about her husband. If tins old 
man had been in the wrong, where w^as the cause for dread 
and secrecy ? 

They walked on in silence till they reached the entrance into 
the Via de^ Bardi, and Eomola noticed that he turned and 
looked at her with a sudden movement as if some shock had 
passed through him, A few moments after, she paused at the 
half-open door of the court and turned towards him. 

An I ” be said, not waiting for her to speak, “ you are his 
wife.” 

Whose wife ? ” said Bomola. 

It would have been impossible for Baldassarre to recall any 
name at that moment. The very force with which the image 
of Tito pressed upon him seemed to expel any verbal sign. 
He made no answer, but looked at her with strange fixedness. 

She opened the door wide and showed the court covered 
with straw, on which lay four or five sick people, while some 
little children crawled or sat on it at their ease — tiny pale 
creatures, biting straws and gurgling. 

“If you will come in,” said liomola, tremulously, “I will 
find you a comfortable place, and bring you some more 
food.” 

“ ITo, I will not come in,” said Baldassarre. But he stood 
still, arrested by the burden of impressions under which his 
mind was too confused to choose a course. 

“ Can I do nothing for you ? ” said Romola. Let me give 
you some money that you may buy food. It will be more 
plentiful soon.” 

She had put her hand into her scarsella as she spoke, and 
held out her palm with several grossi in it. She purposely 
offered him more than she would have given to any other 
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man in the same circumstances. He looked at the coins a 
little while, and then said, — 

“ Yes, I will take them.” 

She x^oured the coins into his palm, and he grasped them 
tightly. 

“Tell me,” said Romola, almost beseechingly. “What 
shall you ” — 

But Baldassarre had turned away from her, and was walk 
ing again towards the bridge. Passing from it, straight on 
up the Via del Fosso, he came upon the shop of Niccolb 
Caparra, and turned towards it without a pause, as if it had 
been the very object of his search. Niccolb was at that 
moment in procession with the armorers of Florence, and 
there was only one ax^prentice in the shop. But there were 
all sorts of weapons in abundance hanging tliere, and Baldas- 
sarre’s eyes discerned what he was more hungry for than for 
bread. Niccolo himself would probably have refused to sell 
anything that might serve as a weax)on to this man with signs 
of the prison on him j but the apprentice, less observant and 
scrupulous, took three grossi for a sharp hunting-knife without 
any hesitation, It was a conveniently small weapon, which 
Baldassarre could easily thrust within the breast of his tunic, 
and he walked on, feeling stronger. That sharp edge might 
give deadliness to the thrust of an aged arm : at least it was 
a companion, it was a power in league with him, even if it 
failed. It would break against armor, but was the armor sure 
to be always there ? In those long mouths while vengeance 
had lain in prison, baseness had perhaps become forgetful and 
secure. The knife had been bought with the traitor’s own 
money. That was just. Before he took the money, he had 
felt what he should do with it — buy a weapon. Yes, and if 
possible, food too ; food to nourish the arm that would grasp 
the weapon, food to nourish the body which was the temple of 
vengeance. When he had had enough bread, he should be 
able to think and act — to think fii*st how he could hide him- 
self, lest Tito should have him dragged away again. 

With that idea of hiding in his mind, Baldassarre turned 
np the narrowest streets, bought himself some meat and 
bread, and sat down under the first loggia to eat. The bells 
that swung out louder and louder peals of joy, laying hold of 
him and making him vibrate along with all the air, seemed to 
him sim^dy part of that strong world which was against Mm. 

llomola had watched Baldassarre until he had disappeared 
round the turning into the Piazza de’ Mozzi, half feeling that 
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his departure was a relief, half reproaching herself for no^ 
seeking with more decision to know the truth about him, for 
not assuring herself whether there were any guiltless misery 
in his lot which she was not helpless to relieve. Yet what 
could she liave done if the truth ha<l proved to be the burden 
of some painful secret about her husband, in addition to tlip 
anxieties that already weighed upon her ? Surely a wife wa^ 
permitted to desire ignorance of a husband's wrong-doing, 
since she alone must not protest and warn men against hiiii. 
But that thought stirred too many intricate fibres of feeling 
to be pursued now in her weariness. It was a time to rejoice, 
since help had come to Florence; and she turned into the 
court to tell the good news to her patients on their straw 
beds. 

She closed the door after her, lest the bells should drown 
her voice, and then throwing the black drapery from her head, 
that the women might see her better, she stood iu the midss 
and told them that corn was coming, and that the hells were 
ringing for gladness at the news. They all sat up to listen, 
while the children trotted or crawled towards her, and pulled 
her black skirts, as if they were impatient at being all that 
long way off her face. She yielded to them, wreary as she 
w^as, and sat down on the straw, while the little pale things 
peeped iiito her basket and pulled her hair down, and the 
feeble voices around her said, The Holy Virgin be praised I 
“It w’as the procession I ” “ The Mother of God has had pity 

on us^” 

At last Romola rose from the heap of straw, too tired to 
try and smile any longer, saying as she turned up the stone 
steps, — 

“ 1 will come by and by, to bring you your dinner.” 

“ Bless you, madonna ! bless you I ” said the faint chorus, 
in much the same tone as that in wdiieh they had a few 
minutes before praised and thanked the unseen Madonna. 

Romola cared a great deal for that music. She had no 
innate tai>te for tending the sick and clotliing the ragged, like 
some w'oinen to whom the details of such work are welcome 
in themselves, simply as an occupation. Her early training 
had kept her aloof from such womanly labors ; and if she had 
not brought to them the inspiration of her deepest feelings, 
they would iiave been irksome to her. But they had come to 
be the one unshaken resting-place of her mind, the one narrow 
pathway on whic'h the light fell clear. If the gulf befcvreen 
herself and Tito which only gathered a more perceptible 
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wideness from her attempts to bridge it by submission, 
brought a doubt whether, after all, the bond to which she 
had labored to be true might not itself be false — if she came 
away from her confessor, Fra Salvestro, or from some contact 
with the disciples of Savonarola amongst whom she wor- 
shipped, with a sickening sense that these people were 
miserably narrow, and with an almost impetuous re-action 
towards her old contempt for their superstition — she found 
herself recovering a firm footing in her works of womanly 
sympathy. Whatever else made her doubt, the help she gave 
to her fellow-citizens made lier sure that Fra Girolamo had 
been right to call her back. According to his uuforgotten 
words, her place had not been empty : it had been filled with 
her love and her labor. Florence had had need of her, and the 
more her own sorrow pressed upon her, the more gladness she 
felt in the memories, stretching through tlie two long years, 
of hours and moments in which she had lightened the burden 
of life to others. All that ardor of her nature which could 
no longer spend itself in the woman's tenderness for father 
and husband, had transformed itself into an enthusiasm of 
sympathy with the general life. She had ceased to think 
that her own lot could be happy — had ceased to think of 
happiness at all : the one end of her life seemed to her to be 
the diminishing of sorrow. 

Her enthusiasm was continually stirred to fresh vigor by 
the influence of Savonarola. In sjiite of the wearisome 
visions and allegories from which she recoiled in disgust 
when they came as stale repetitions from other lips than his, 
her strong affinity for his passionate sj'mpathy and the 
splendor of his aims had lost none of its power. His burn- 
ing indignation against the abuses and- oppression that made 
the daily story of the Church and of States had kindled the 
ready fire in her too. His special care for liberty and purity 
of government in Florence, with his constant reference of this 
immediate object to the wider end of a universal regeneration, 
had created in her a new consciousness of the great drama of 
human existence in which her life was a part; and through 
her daily, helpful contact with the less fortunate of her 
fellow-citizens this new consciousness became something 
stronger than a vague sentiment; it grew into a more and 
more definite motive of self-denying practice. She thought 
little about dogmas, and shrank from reflecting closely on 
the Frate's prophecies of the immediate scourge and closely 
following regeneration. She had submitted her mind to his 
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and had entered into communion with the Church, because in 
this way she had found an immediate satisfaction for moral 
needs which all the previous culture and experience of her 
life had left hungering. Pra Girolamo^s voice had waked in 
her mind a reason for living, apart from personal enjoyment 
and personal affection ; but it was a reason that seemed to 
need feeding with greater forces than she possessed within 
herself, and her submissive use of all offices of the Church 
was simply a watching and waiting if by any means fresh 
strength might come. The pressing problem for Roinola just 
then was not to settle questions of controversy, but to keep 
alive that flame of unselfish emotion by which a life of 
sadness might still be a life of active love. 

Her trust in Savonarola's nature as greater than her own 
made a large part of the strength she had found. And the 
trust was not to be lightly shaken. It is not force of intellect 
which causes ready repulsion from the aberration and eccen- 
tricities of greatness, any more than it is force of vision that 
causes the eye to explore the warts on a face biighr with 
human expression ; it is simply the negation of high sensibil- 
ities. Romola was so deeply moved by the grand energies of 
Savonarola's nature, that she found herself listening patiently 
to all dogmas and proxihecies, when they came in the vehicle 
of his ardent faith and believing utterance.^ 

No soul is desolate as long as there is a human being for 
whom it can feel trust and reverence. Komola's trust in 
Savonarola was something like a rope suspended securely by 
her path, making her step elastic while she grasped it ; if it 
were suddenly removed, no firmness of the ground she trod 
could save her from staggering, or perhaps from falling. 

1 He haa hail occa<iion enough to note the efficacy of that vehicle. ** If,” 

hesaya in the Compendium Jieietationum,^*}on speak ot such as have not heard 
these things from me, I admit that the} \\}io disbeUeve arc more than theynho 
believe, bccanse it is oni thing to hear him who inwardly fecU the^c thtime, and 
another to heat him who feels nicm not ; . , . and, therefoic, it is well saia bvSt. 
Jerome, * H abet nescioqnid latcntia puerglce vivse \ocis actus, et in aures disclpuli 
ie auctorla ore transf usa furtis sonat,' ” 
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CHAPTER XLV. 

AT THE BAKBBr’s SHOP. 

After that welcome appearance as the messenger with the 
olive branch, which was an unproiuised favor of fortune, Tito 
had other commissions to fulnl of a more premeditated char- 
acter. He paused at the Palazzo Vecchio, and awaited there 
the return of the Ten, who managed external and Avar affairs, 
that he might duly deliver to them the results of his private 
mission to Pisa, intended as a preliminary to an aA’OAved em- 
bassy of which Bernardo Rucellai Avas to be the head, with the 
object of coming, if possible, to a pacific understanding with 
the Emperor Maximilian and the League. 

Tito’s talents for diplomatic Avork had been Avell ascertained, 
and as he gave with fulness and precision the results of his 
inquiries and interviews, Bernardo del Xero, who was at that 
time one of the Ten, could not withhold his admiration. He 
would have Avithheld it if he could; for his original dislike of 
Tito had returned, and become stronger, since the sale of the 
library. Komola had never uttered a Avord to her godfather 
on the circumstances of the sale, and Bernardo had understood 
her silence os a prohibition to lam to enter on the subject, but 
he felt sure that the breach of her father’s wish had been a 
blighting grief to her, and the old man’s observant eyes dis- 
cerned other indications that her married life was not happy. 

“ Ah,” he said, inwardly, “ that doubtless is the reason she 
has taken to listening to Fra Girolamo, and going amongst the 
Piagnoni, which I never expected from her. These women, if 
they are not happy, and have no children, must either take to 
folly or to some overstrained religion that makes them think 
they’ve got all heaven’s work on their shoulders. And as for 
my poor child Bomola, it is as I always said — the cramming 
with Latin and Greek has left her as much a woman as if she 
had done nothing all day but prick her fingers with the needle. 
And this husband of hers, Avho gets employed everywhere, 
because he’s a tool with a smooth handle, I wish Tornabuoni 
and the rest may not find their fingers cut. Well, well, soleo 
tovto^ sacco dritto — many a full sack comes from a crooked 
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furrow : and lie who will be captain of none but honest men 
will have small hire to pay.” 

With this long-established conviction that there could be no 
moral sifting of political agents, the old Florentine abstained 
from all interference in Tito’s disfavor. Apart from what 
must be kept sacred and private for Romola’s sake, Bernardo 
had nothing direct to allege against the useful Greek, except 
that he was a Greek, and that he, Bernardo, did not like him : 
for the doubleness of feigning attachment to tlie popular gov- 
emment, while at heart a Medicean, was common to Tito with 
more than half the Medicean party. He only feigned with 
more skill than the rest : that w'as all. 8o Bernardo was sim- 
ply cold to Tito, Avho returned the coldness with a scrupulous 
distant respect. And it was still the notion in Florence that 
the old tie between Bernanlo and Bardo made any service 
done to Eomola’s husband an acceptable homage to her god- 
father. 

After delivering himself of his charge at the Old Palace^ 
Tito felt that the avowed official work of the day was done. 
He was tired and adust with long riding; but he did not go 
home. There were certain things in his soarsella and on his 
mind, from which he wished to free himself as soon as possi- 
ble, but the opportunities must be found so ski! fully that they 
must not seem to be sought. He walked from the Palazzo in 
a sauntering fashion towards the Piazza del Diiomo. The 
procession was at an end now, but the bells were still ringing, 
and the people were moving about the streets restles.sl}’, long- 
ing for some more definite vent to their joy. If the Frate 
could have stood up in the great Piazza and preached to them, 
they might have been satisfied, but now, in spite of the new 
discipline which declared Christ to be the special King of the 
Florentines and refpiired all pleasures to be of a Chrisiian sort, 
there was a secret longing in many of the youugstei‘s '\\ho 
shouted “Viva Gesii !” for a little vigorous stone-throwing in 
sign of thankfulness. 

Tito, as he passed along, could not escape being recognized 
by some as the welcome bearer of the olive branch, and could 
only rid himself of an inconvenient; ovation, chiefly in the foini 
of eager questions, by telling those who pressed on him that 
jVfeo di Sasso, tlie true messenger from Leghorn, must now be 
entering, and might certainly be met towards the Porta San 
Frediano. He could tell much more than Tito knew. 

Freeing himself from impoi tun i ties in this adroit manner, 
he made his way to the Piazza del iJiiomo. casting his long 
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eyes round the space with an air of the utmost carelessness, 
hut really seeking to detect some presence which might fuiv 
nish him with one of his desired opportunities. The fact of 
the procession having terminated at the Duomo made it prob- 
able that there would be more than the usual concentration of 
loungers and talkers in the Piazza and round Xello’s shop. It 
wa,s as he expected. There was a group leaning against the 
rails near tlie north gates of the Baptistery, so exactly what 
he sought, that he looked more indiiferent than ever, and 
seemed to recognize the tallest member of the group entirely 
by chance as he had half passed him, just turning his head to 
give him a slight greeting, while he tossed the end of his 
becchetto over his left shoulder. 

Yet the tall, broad-shouldered personage greeted in that 
slight way looked like one who had considerable claims. He 
wore a richly embroidered tunic, with a great show of linen, 
after the newest French mode, and at his belt there hung a 
sword and poniard of line workmanship. His hat, with a red 
plume in it, seemed a scornful protest against the gravity of 
Florentine costume, which had been exaggerated to the utmost 
under the influence of the Piagnoni. Certain rindefinable 
indications of youth made the breadth of his face and the 
large diameter of his waist appear the more emphatically a 
stamp of coarseness, and his eyes had that rude desecrating 
stare at all men and things which to a reiined mind is as in- 
tolerable as a bad odor or a flaring light. 

He and his companions, also young men dressed expensively 
and ■wearing arms, were exchanging jokes with that sort of 
ostentatious laughter which implies a desire to prove that the 
laughter is not mortified though some people might suspect it. 
Tliere were good reasons for such a suspicion ; for this broad- 
shouldered man with the red feather was Dolfo Spini, leader 
of the Compagnacci, or Evil Companions — that is to say, of 
all the dissolute young men belonging to the old aristocratic 
party, enemies of the Mediceaiis, enemies of the popular gov- 
ernment, but still more bitter enemies of Savonarola. Dolfo 
Spini, heir of the great house with the loggia, over the bridge 
of tbo Santa Trinita, had organized these young men into 
an armed band, as sworn champions of extravagant suppers 
and all the pleasant: sins of the flesh, against reforming 
pietists who threatened to make the world chaste and tem- 
perate to so intolerable a degree that there would soon be 
no reason for living, except the extreme unpleasantness of 
the alternative. Up to this very morning he had been loudly 
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declaring that Florence was given up to famine and ruin 
entirely through its blind adherence to the advice of the 
Frate, and that there could be no salvation for Florence 
but in joining the League and driving the Frate out of the 
city — sending him to Borne, in fact whither he ought to 
have gone long ago in obedience to the suiuinons of the 
Pope. It was suspected, therefore, that Messer Dolfo SpinFs 
heart was not aglow with pure joy at the unexpected succors 
which had come in apparent fulfilment of the Frate’s predic- 
tion, and the laughter, which was ringing out afresh as Tito 
joined the group at Nello’s door, did not serve to dissipate the 
suspicion. For leaning against the door-post in the centre of 
the group was a close-shaven, keen-eyed personage, named 
i?iccol6 Macchiavelli, who, young as he was, had penetrated all 
the small secrets of egoism. 

“ Messer Dolfo’s head,*’ he was saying, “ is more of a pump- 
kin than I thought. I measure men’s dulness by the deviceiJ 
they trust in for deceiving others. Your dullest animal of all 
is he who grins and says he doesn’t mind just alter he has 
had his shins kicked. If 1 were a trifle duller, now,’’ he went 
on, smiling as the circle opened to admit Tito. I should pre- 
tend to be fond of this Melema, who has got a secretarysliij) 
that would exactly suit me — as if Latin ill paid could love 
better Latin that’s better paid 1 Melema, you are a pestifer- 
ously clever fellow, very much in niy way, and I'm sorry to 
hear you’ve had another piece of good luck to-day.’’ 

‘“Questionable luck, Niccolo,” said Tito, touching him on 
the shoulder in a friendly waj' ; “I have got nothing by it yet 
but being laid hold of and breathed upon by wool-beafcers, 
when I am as soiled and battered with riding as a tabellario 
(letter-carrier) from Bologna.” 

“ Ah ! you want a touch of my art, Messer Oratore,’’ said 
Nello, w'ho had come forward at the sound of Tito’s voice ; 
“ your chin, 1 j^ereeive, has yesterday’s crop upon it. Come, 
come — consign yourself to the priest of all the !Rtuses. 
Sandro, quick with the lather ! ” 

“In truth, Xello, that is just what I most desire at this mo- 
ment,” said Tito, seating himself; “and that was why I 
turned my steps towards thy shop, instead of going home at 
once, when I had done my business at the Palazzo.” 

“ Yes, indeed, it is not fitting that you should present your- 
self to Madonna Bomola with a rusty chin and a tangled 
zera. Xothing that is not dainty ought to approach the 
Florentine lily; though 1 see Iier constantly going about like 
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a sunbeam amongst the rags that line our corners — if indeed 
she is not more like a moonbeam now, for I thought yester- 
day, when I met her, that she looked as pale and worn as that 
fainting Madonna of Era Giovanni's. You must see to it, my 
bel erudito : she keeps too many fasts and vigils in your a^ 
senoe.” 

Tito gave a melancholy shrug. “ It is too true, Xello. She 
has been depriving herself of half her proper food every day 
during this famine. But what can Ido? Her mind has been 
set all aflame. A husband’s influence is powerless against the 
Erate's.” 

“As every other influence is likely to be, that of the Holy 
Eather included,’’ said Domenico Cennini, one of the group at 
the door, wlio had turned in with Tito. “ I don't know 
whether you have gathered anything at Pisa about the way 
the wind sits at Rome, I^Ielema ? ” 

“Secrets of the council chamber, Messer Domenico !” said 
Tito, smiling and opening his palms in a deprecatory manner. 
“ An envoy must be as dumb as a father confessor.” 

“Certainly, certainly,” said Cennini, “ I ask for no breach 
of that rule. Well, my belief is. that if his Holiness were to 
drive Fra Girolamo to extremity, the Frate would move 
heaven and earth to get a General Council of the Church — 
ay, and would get it too ; and I, for one, should not be sorry, 
though I'm no Piagnone.” 

“ With leave of your greater experience, Messer Domenico,” 
said Macchiavelli, “I must differ from you — not in your wish 
to see a General Council which might reform the Church, but 
in 3‘our belief that tlie Frate will checkmate his Holiness. 
The Erate's game is an impossible one. If he had contented 
himself with xu*eaching against the vices of Rome, and with 
prophesying that in some way, not mentioned, Italy would be 
scourged, depend upon it Pope Alexander would have allowed 
him to spend his breath in that way as long as he could And 
hearers. Such spiritual blasts as those knock no walls down. 
But the Frate wants to be something more than a spiritual 
trumpet : he wants to be a lever, and what is more, he is a 
lever. He wants to spread the doctrine of Christ by main- 
taining a popular government in Florence, and the Pope, as I 
know, on the best authority, has private views to the con- 
trary.” 

“ Then Florence will stand by the Frate,” Cennini broke in, 
with some fervor, “ I myself should prefer that he would let 
liis prophesying alone, but if our freedom to choose our own 
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government is to be attacked — T am an obedient son of the 
Church, but I would vote for resisting Pope Alexander the 
Sixth, as our forefathers resisted Pope Gregory the Eleventh." 

“But pardon me, Messer Domenico,” said Macchiavolli, 
sticking his thumbs into his belt, and speaking with that cool 
enjoyment of exposition which surmounts every other forc"- 
in discussion. Have you correctly seized the Frate's po. i- 
tioii ? How is it that he has become a lever, and made him- 
self worth attacking by an acute man like his Holiness? 
Because he has got the ear of the people : because he gives 
them threats and promises, which they believe come straight 
from God, not only about hell, purgatory, and paradise, but 
about Pisa and our Great Council. But let events go again jit 
him, so as to shake the people's faith, and the cause of his 
power will be the cause ot hi» fall. He is acciiTnulatnig 
three sorts of hatred on his head — the hatred ol average 
mankind against every one wlio want.s to laj' on them a stnct 
yoke of virtue ; the hatred of the stronger powers in Italy 
who want to farm Florence for their own purpot?es ; and tlit* 
hatred of the people, to whom he has ventured to pronuao 
good in this world, instead of confining his promises to the 
next. If a prophet is to keep his ])ower. he must be a prophet 
like Mahomet, with an arni}’ at his back, that when the ]ico- 
pie's faith is fainting it may be frightened into life again."' 

“ Bather sum up the three sorts ot hatred in one,"' said 
Francesco Cei, impetuously, “and say he has won the hatred 
of all men who have sense and honesty, by inventing In 
critical lies. His proper place is among the false prophets lu 
the Inferno, who walk with their heads turned hiiidfore- 
inost.” 

“You are too angrj^, my Francesco," said Mafcliiavelli, 
smiling; “you poets are apt. to cut the clouds in j'our uratli. 
I am no votary of the Frate's. and would not lay down iny 
little finger for his veracity. But veracity is a plant of paia- 
dise, and the seeds Imve never flourished beyond the walls 
You, yourself, my Francesco, tell poetical lies only ; partly 
compelled by the poet's fervor. i)artly to please your audience j 
but you object to lies in prose. Well, the Frate differs from 
you as to the boundary of poetry, that's .ill. 'When he gets 
into the pulpit of the Duomo, he has the fervor »vittun him, 
and without him he has the audience to please. Ecco ! " 

“You are somewhat lax there, Niccolh,” said Cennini, 
gravely. “ I mj’self believe in the Frate's integrity, though 
1 don't believe in his prophecies, and as long as his integrity 
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is not disproved, we have a popular party strong enough to 
protect him and resist foreign interference.” 

“A party that seems strong enough,” said Macchiavelli, 
with a shiTig, and an almost imperceptible glance towards Tito, 
who was abandoning himself with much enjoyment to Nello’s 
combing and scenting, “ J3ut how many Mediceans are there 
among you ? How many who will not be turned round by a 
private grudge ? ” 

“ As to the Mediceans,” said Cennini, “ I believe there is 
very little genuine feeling left on behalf of the Medici. Who 
would risk much for Piero de’ Medici ? A few old stanch 
friends, perhaps, like Bernardo del Kero ; but even some of 
those most connected with the family are hearty friends of 
the popular government, and would exert themselves for the 
Frate, I was talking to Giannozzo Pucci only a little while 
ago, and I am convinced there’s nothing he would set his face 
against more than against any attempt to alter the new order 
of things.” 

“ You are right there, Messer Domenico,” said Tito, with a 
laughing meaning in his eyes, as he rose from the shaving- 
chair • and 1 fancy the tender passion came in aid of hard 
theory there. 1 am persuaded there was some jealousy at the 
bottom of Giannozzo's alienation from Piero de’ Medici ; else 
so amiable a creature as he would never feel the bitterness he 
sometimes allows to escape him in that quarter. He was in 
the procession with you, I suppose ? ” 

‘‘Ko,” said Cenmni; “he is at his villa — went there three 
days ago.” 

Tito was settling his cap and glancing down at his splashed 
hose as if he hardly heeded the answer. In reality he had 
obtained a much-desired piece of information. He had at 
that moment in his scarsella a crushed gold ring which he had 
engaged to deliver to Giannozzo Pucci. He had received it 
from an envoy of Piero de’ Medici, whom he had ridden out 
of his way to meet at Certaldo on the Siena road. Since 
Pucci was not in the town, he would send the ring by Fra 
!Michele, a Carthusian lay Brother in the service of the Medi- 
ceans, and the receipt of that sign would bring Pucci back to 
hear the verbal part of Tito’s mibsiou. 

“Behold him !” said Kello, flourishing his comb and point- 
ing it at Tito, “the handsomest scholar in the world or in the 
wolds, ^ now he has passed through my hands I A trifle thin- 
aer in the face, though, than when be came in his first bloom 

1 ** Del mondo o (U marcuuua.'* 
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to Florence — eh? and, I vow, there are some lines just 
faintly hinting themselves about your mouth, Messer Oratore ! 
Ah, mind is an enemy to beauty! I myself was thought 
beautiful by the women at one time — when I ^Yas in my 
swaddlirig'l^nds. But now — oime! I carry my unwritten 
poems in cipher on my face ! 

Tito, laughing with the rest as ifello looked at himself 
tragically in the hand-mirror, made a sign of Newell to the 
company generally, and took his departure. 

Pm of our old Piero di Cosimo's mind,” said Francesco 
Cei, “ I don^t half like Melema. That trick of smiling gets 
stronger than ever — no w^onder he has lines about the mouth.” 

He^s too successful,” said Macchiavelli, playfully, “ I*m 
sure there's something wrong about him, else he wouldn't have 
that secretaryship,” 

“ He's an able man,” said Cennini, in a tone of judicial fair- 
ness. I and my brother have alwa^'S found him useful with 
our Greek sheets, and he gives great satisfaction to the Ten. 
I like to see a young man work his way upward by merit. 
And the secretary Scala, who befriended him from the first, 
thinks highly of him still, I know.” 

Doubtless,” said a notary in the background. He writes 
Scala's official letters for him, or corrects them, and gets well 
paid for it too.” 

wi.sh Messer Bartolommeo would pay me to doctor his 
gouty Latin,” said Macchiavelli, with a shrug. Did he tell 
you about the pay, Ser Ceccone, or was it Melema himself ?” 
he added, looking at the notary with a face ironically inno- 
cent. 

“ Melema ? no, indeed,” answered Ser Ceccone. He is as 
close as a nut. He never brags. That’s wdiy he's employed 
everywhere. They say he’s getting rich with doing all sorts 
of underhand work.” 

It is a little too bad,” said Macchiavelli, “ and so many 
able notaries out of einploj-^ment !” 

“ Well, I must say I thought that was a nasty story a year 
or two ago about the man who said he had stolen jewels,” sai(| 
Cei. It got hushed up somehow ; but I remember Piero di 
Cosimo said, at the time, he believed there was something in 
it, for he saw Melema’s face when the man laid hold of him, 
and he never saw a visage so ‘painted with fear,’ as our sour 
old Dante says.” 

** Come, spit no more of that venom, Francesco,” said Hello, 
getting indignant, else I shall consider it a public duty to 
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cut your hair awry the next time T get you under my scissors. 
That story of the stolen jewels was a lie. Bernardo Rucellai 
and the Magnificent Eight knew all about it. The man w'as 
a dangerous madman; and he was very properly kept out of 
mischief in prison. As for our Piero di Cosimo, his wits are 
running after the wind of Mongibello : he has such an extrava- 
gant fancy that he would take a lizard for a crocodile. No: 
that story has been dead and buried too long — our noses 
object to it.” 

It is true;” said Macchiavelli. “ You forget the danger of 
the precedent; Francesco. The next mad beggar man may ac- 
cuse you of stealing his verses, or me, God help me ! of steal- 
ing his coppers. Ah ! ” he went on, turning towards the door, 
Dolfo Spini has carried his red feather out of the Piazza. 
That captain of swaggerers would like the Republic to lose 
Pisa just for the chance of seeing the people tear the frock 
off the Frate^s back. With your pardon, Francesco — I know 
he is a friend of yours — there are few things I should like 
better than to see him play the part of Capo d^Oca, who w^eut 
out to the tournament blowing his trumpets and returned with 
them in a bag.” 


CHAPTER XLVL 

BY A STREET LAMP. 

That evening, when it was dark and threatening rain, Eo 
mola, returning with Maso and the lantern by her side, from 
the hospital of San Matteo, w'hich she had visited after ves- 
pers, encountered her husband just issuing from the monastery 
of San Marco. Tito, who had gone out again shortly after his 
arrival in the Via de’ Bardi, and had seen little of Eoinola 
during the day, immediately proposed to accompany her home, 
dismissing Maso, whose short steps annoyed him. It was only 
usual for him to pay her such an official attention when it was 
obviously demanded from him. Tito and Romola never jarred, 
never remonstrated with each other. They were too hope- 
lessly alienated in their inner life ever to have that contest 
which is an efPort towards agreement. They talked of all 
affairs, public and private, with careful adherence to on 
adopted course. If Tito wanted a supper prepared in the old 
library, now pleasantly furnished as a banqueting-room, Ro- 
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mola assented, and saw that ev^erjthing needful was done : 
and Tito, on his side, left her entirely uncontrolled in her daily 
habits, accepting the help she offered him in transcribing or 
making digests, and in return meeting her conjectured want ot- 
supplies for her charities. Yet he constantly", as on this very 
morning, avoided exchanging glances with her; affected to 
believe that she was out of the bouse, in order to avoid seek- 
ing her in her own room ; and playfully attributed to her a 
perpetual preference of solitude to his society. 

In the first ardor of her self-conf|uest, after she had re- 
nounced her resolution of flight, Roinola had made many timid 
efforts towards the return of a frank relation between them. 
But to her such a relation could only come by open speech 
about their differences, and the attempt to arrive at a moral 
uuderstandiug ; while Tito could only be saved from aliena^ 
tion from her by such a recovery of her effusive tenderness as 
would have presupposed oblivion of their differences. He 
cared for no explanation between them ; he felt any thorough 
explanation impossible : he would have cared to have Jtomola 
fond again, and to her, fondness was impossible. She could 
be submissive and gentle, she could repress any sign of i^ppul- 
sion ; but tenderness was not to be feigned. She was help- 
lessly conscious of the result : her husband was alienated from 
her. 

It was an additional reason why she should be carefully 
kept outside of secrets which lie ivould in no case have chosen 
to communicate to her. With regard to his political action 
he souglit to convince her that he considered the cause, of the 
Medici hopeless ; and that on that practical ground, as well as 
in theory, he heartily served the popular government, in which 
she had now a warm interest. But impressions subtle as 
odors made her uneasy about his relations with San Marco. 
She was painfully- divided between the dread of seeing any 
evidence to arouse her suspicions, and the impulse to watch 
lest any" harm should come that she might have arrested. 

As they walked together this evening, Tito said, — ^^The 
business of the day is not yet quite ended for me. I shall 
conduct you to our door, my Romola, and then I must fulfil 
another comuiis&ion, which will take me an hour, perhaps, 
before I can return and ri*st, as I very much need to do.” 

And then he talked amusingly of what he had seen at Pisa, 
until they were close upon a loggia, near wliich there hun^ a 
lamp before a picture of the Virgin. The street wiis a quiet 
one, and hitherto they had passed few people j but now there 
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was a sound of many approaching footsteps and confused 
voices. 

« We shall not get home without a wetting, unless we take 
shelter under this convenient loggia,” Tito said, hastily, hur- 
rying Homola^ with a slightly startled movement, up the step 
of the loggia. 

“ Surely it is useless to wait for this small drizzling rain,” 
said Romola, in surprise. 

I felt it becoming heavier. Let us wait a little.” 
With that wakefulness to the faintest indication which be- 
longs to a mind habitually in a state of caution, Tito had de- 
tected by the glimmer of the lamp that the leader of the ad- 
vancing groTip wore a red feather and a glittering sword-hilt 
— in fact, was almost the last person in the world he would 
have chosen to meet at this hour with Romola b}" his side. 
He had already during the day had one momentous interview 
with Dolib Spini, and the business lie had spoken of to 
Romola as yet to be done was a second interview with that 
personage, a sequence of the visit he had paid at San Marco. 
Tito, by a long-preconcerted plan, had been the bearer of 
letters to Savonarola — carefully forged letters; one of them, 
by a stratagem, bearing the very signature and seal of the 
Cardinal of JN^aples, who of all the Sacred College had most 
exerted his influence at Rome in favor of the Frate. The imr- 
port of the letters was to state that the Cardinal was on his 
progress from Pisa, and, unwilling for strong reasons to enter 
Florence, yet desirous of taking counsel with Savonarola at 
this difficult juncture, intended to pause this very day at Sau 
Casciano, about ten miles from the city, whence he would ride 
out the next morning in the plain garb of a priest, and meet 
Savonarola, as if casually, five miles on the Florence road, 
two hours after sunrise. The plot, of which these forged 
letters were the initial step, was that Dolfo Spini with a band 
of his Compagnacci was to be posted in ambush on the road, 
at a lonely spot about five miles from the gates; that he was 
to seize Savonarola with the Dominican brother who would 
accompany him according to rule, and deliver him over to a 
small detachment of Milanese horse in readiness near San 
Casciano, by whom he was to be carried into the Roman 
territoi-y. 

There was a strong chance that the penetrating Frate Avould 
suspect a trap, and decline to incur the risk, which he had for 
some time avoided, of going beyond the city walls. Even 
when he preached, his friends held it necessary that he should 
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be attended by an armed guai-d ; and here he was called on to 
commit himself to a solitary road, with no other attendant 
than a fellow-monk. On this ground the minimum of time 
had been given him for decision, and the chance in favor of 
his acting on the letters was, that the eagerness with wh^ch 
his mind was set on the combining of interests within and 
without the Church towards the procuring of a General Coun- 
cil, and also the expectation of immediate service from the 
Cardinal in the actual juncture of his contest with the Pope, 
would triumph over his shrewdness and caution in the brief 
space allowed for deliberation. 

Tito had had an audience of Savonarola, having declined to 
put the letters into any bauds but his, and with consummate 
art had admitted that incidentally, and by inference, he was 
able so far to conjecture their purport as to believe they re- 
ferred to a rendezvous outside the gates, in which case he urged 
that the Prate should seek an armed guard from the Signoria. 
and offered his services in carrying the request with the ut- 
most privacy. Savonarola had replied briefty that this was 
impossible : an armed guard was incompatible with privacy. 
He spoke with a flasJiiug eye, and Tito felt convinced that he 
meant to incur the risk. 

Tito himself did not much care for the result He man- 
aged his affairs so oleverl3% that all results, he considered, must 
turn to his advantage. Whichever party came uppermost, he 
was secure of favor and money. That is an indecoiously 
naked statement ; the fact, clothed as Tito habitually clothed 
it, was that his acute mind, discerning the equal hollowness of 
all parties, took the only^ rational course in making them sub- 
servient to his own interest. 

If Savonarola fell into the snare, there were diamonds in 
question and papal patronage ; if not, Tito's adroit agency had 
strengthened his pobition W'ith Sa\ouarola and with Spiui, 
w'hile any confidences he obtained from them made him the 
moi-e valuable as an agent of the ^lecliceans. 

But Spini w'as an inconvenient colleague. He had cunning 
enough to delight in plots, but not the ability or self-command 
necessary to so complex an effect as secrecy. He frequently 
got excited with drinking, for even sober Florence had its 
“ Beoni,*^ or topers, both lay and clerical, who became loud at 
taverns and private banquets ; and in spite of the agreement 
between him and Tito, that their public i‘ecognition of each 
other should invariably be of the coolest sort, there was 
alwaj's the possibility' that on an evening encounter he would 
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be suddenly blurting and afPectionate, The delicate sign of 
casting the becchetto over the left shoulder was understood in 
the morning, but the strongest hint short of a threat might 
not suffice to keep off a fraternal grasp of the shoulder in the 
evening. 

Tito’s chief hope now was that Dolfo Spini had not caught 
sight of him, and the hope would have been well founded if 
Spini had had no clearer view of him than he had caught of 
Spini. But, himself in shadow, he had seen Tito illuminated 
for an instant by the direct rays of the lamp, and Tito in his 
way was as strongly marked a personage as the captain of the 
Compagnacci. Komola’s black-shrouded figure had escaped 
notice, and she now stood behind her husband’s shoulder in 
the comer of the loggia. Tito was not left to hope long. 

Ha ! my carrier-pigeon ! ” grated Spini's harsh voice, in 
what he meant to be an undertone, while his hand grasped 
Tito’s shoulder; ‘‘what did you run into hiding for? You 
didn’t know it was comrades who were coming. It’s well I 
caught sight of you; it saves time. What of the chase to- 
morrow morning ? Will the bald-headed game rise ? Are 
the falcons to be got ready ? ” 

If it had been iu Tito’s nature to feel an access of rage, he 
would have felt it against this bull-faced accomplice, unfit 
either for a leader or a tool. His lips turned white, but his 
excitement came from the pressing difficulty of choosing a 
safe device. If he attempted to hush vSpini, that would only 
deepen Bomola’s suspicion, and he knew her well enough to 
know that if some strong alarm were roused in her, she was 
neither to be silenced nor hoodwinked : on the other hand, if 
he repelled Spini angrily the wine-breathing Compagnaccio 
might become savage, being more ready at resentment than at 
the divination, of motives. He adopted a third course, wliich 
proved that liomola retained one sort of power over him — 
the powpr of dread. 

He pressed her hand, as if intending a hint to her, and said 
in a good-humored tone of comradeship, — 

Yes, my Dolfo, you may prepare in all secm‘ity. But take 
no trumpets with you.” 

“Don’t be afraid,” said Spini, a little piqued. “Ko need to 
play Ser Saccente with me. I know where the devil keeps his 
tail as well as you do. ^Vhat ! he swallowed the bait whole ? 
The prophetic nose didn’t scent the hook at all ? ” he went 
on, lowering his tone a little, with a blundering sense of 
secrecy. 
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''The brute will not be satisfied till he has emptied the 
bag,” thought Tito: bub aloud he said, — “Swallowed all as 
easil}’ as you swallow a cup of Trebbiaiio. Ha ! 1 see torches : 
there must be a dead body coming. 'J’he pestilence has been 
spreading, I hear.’* 

“ Santiddio ! I hate the sight of those biers. Good-night,” 
said Spini, hastily' moving off. 

The torches were really coming, but they preceded a church 
dignitary who was returning homeward ; the suggestion of tlie 
dead body and the pestilence was Tito's device for getting rid 
of Spiiii without telling him to go. The moment he had 
moved away, Tito turned to Romola, and said, quietly, — 

“ Do not be alarmed by auj’thing that bestia has said, my 
Romola. We will go on now: I think the rain has not 
increased.” 

IShe was quivering with indignant resolution j it was of no use 
for Tito to speak in that unconcerned way. She distrusted 
every word he could utter. 

“I will not go on,” she said, “I will not move nearer 
home until I have some security against this treachery being 
perpetrated.” 

“ Wait, at least, until these torches have passed,” said Tito, 
with perfect self-command, but with a new rising of dislike to 
a wife w'ho this time, he foresaw, might have the power of 
thwarting him in spite of the husband's predominance. 

The torches passed, with the Vicario delP Ai’civescovo, and 
due reverence was done by Tito, but Romola saw nothing out- 
ward. If for the defeat of this treachery , in which she be- 
lieved with all the force of long presentiment, it had been neces- 
sary at that moment for her to sju-iug on her husband and hurl 
herselt with him down a precipice, she felt as if she could 
have done it. Union with this man ! At that moment the 
self-quelling discipline of two years seemed to be nullified: 
she leit nothing but that tliej' were divided. 

They were nearly in darkness again, and could only see each 
other’s taces dimly. 

“Tell me the truth, Tilo — this time tell me the truth,” said 
Romola, in a low quivering voice. “ It will be safer for you,” 

“ Why should T desire to tell you an3"tiiing else, my angry 
saint ? ” said Tito, with a slight touch of contenqyt, which was 
the vent of his anno^^ance ; “since the truth is precisely that 
over which you have most reason to rejoice — namely, that my 
knowing a plot of Spini’s enables me to secure the Frate from 
falling a victim to it.” 
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** What is the plot ? 

*«That I decline to tell,” said Tito. “It is enough that the 
Frate^s safety will be secured.” 

“ It is a plot for drawing him outside the gates that Spini 
may murder him.” 

“There has been no intention of murder. It is simply a 
plot for compelling him to obey the Pope’s summons to Rome. 
But as I serve the pojiular government, and think the Frate’s 
presence here is a necessary means of maintaining it at pres- 
ent, I choose to prevent his departui-e. You may go to sleep 
with entire ease of mind to-night.” 

For a moment Romola was silent. Then she said, in a 
voice of anguish, “ Tito, it is of no use ; I have no belief in 
you.” 

She could just discern his action as he shrugged his shoul- 
ders, and spread out his palms in silence. That cold dislike 
which is the anger of unimpassioned beings was haixiening 
within him. 

“If the Frate leaves the city — if any harm happens to 
him,” said Romola, after a slight pause, in a new tone of in- 
dignant resolution, — “I will declare w hat I have heard to 
the Signoria, and you will be disgraced. What if I am your 
wife ? ” she went on, impetuously ; “ I will be disgraced with 
you. If we are united, I am that part of 3'ou that will save 
you from crime. Others shall not be betrayed.” 

“I am quite aware of what you would be likely to do, 
anima said Tito, in the coolest of his liquid tones; 

“ therefore if you have a small amount of reasoning at 3'our 
disposal just now, consider that if 3 ou believe me in nothing 
else, 3’ou may believe me when T say I will take care of my- 
self, and not put it in your power to ruin me.” 

“Then you assure me that the Frate is warned — he will 
not go be3''ond the gates ? ” 

“ He shall not go bej^ond the gates.” 

There was a moment’s pause, but distrust was not to be 
expelled. 

“ I will go back to San Marco now and find out,” Romola 
said, making a movement forward. 

“You shall not ! ” said Tito, in a bitter whisper, seizing her 
wrists with all his masculine force. “I am master of you. 
You shall not set 3'ourself in opposition to me,” 

There were passers-by approaching. Tito had heard them, 
and that was why he spoke in a whisper. Romola was too 
conscious of being mastered to have struggled, even if she 



370 


ROMOLA. 


had remained unconscious that witnesses were at hand. Eut 
she was aware now of footsteps and voices^ and her habitual 
sense of personal dignity made her at once yield to Tito's 
movement towards leading her from the loggia. 

They walked on in silence for some time, under the small 
drizzling rain. The first rush of indignation and alarm in 
Romola had begun to give way to more complicated feelings, 
which rendered speech and action difficult. In that simpler 
state of vehemence, open opposition to the husband from 
whom she felt her soul revolting had had the aspect of 
temptation for herj it seemed the easiest of all courses. 
But now, habits of self-(iuestioning, memories of impulse sub- 
dued, and that proud reserve which all discipline had left un- 
modified, began to emerge from the flood of passion. The 
grasp of her wrists, which asserted her husband's physical 
predominance, instead of arousing a new fierceness in her, as 
It might have done if her impetuosity had been of a more 
vulgar kind, had given her a momentary shuddering horror at 
this form of contest with him. It was the first time they 
had been in declared hostility to each other since her 
flight and return, and the check given to her ardent resolu- 
tion then, letained the power to arrest her now. In this 
altered condition her mind began to dwell on the probabilities 
that would save her from any desperate course : Tito would 
not risk betrayal by her; whatever had been his original 
intention, he must be determined now by the fact that she 
knew of the plot. She was not bound now to do anything 
else than to hang over him that certainty, that if he deceived 
her, her lips would not be closed. And then, it was possible 
— yes, she must cling to that possibility till it was disproved 
— that Tito had never meant to aid in the betrayal of the 
Frate. 

Tito, on his side, was busy with thoughts, and did not speak 
again till they were near home. Then he said, — 

AVell, Romola, liave you now had time to recover calm- 
ness ? If so, you can supply your want of belief in me bv a 
little rational inference : you can see, I presume, that if * iaJ 
had any intention of furthering Spiui’s plot, I should now be 
aware that the possession of a fair Piagnone for my wife, 
who knows the secret of the plot, would be a serious obstacle 
in my way.” 

Tito assumed the tone which was just then the easiest to 
him, conjecturing that in Romola's present mood persuasive 
deprecation would be lost up(m her. 
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Yes, Tito/^ she said in a low voice, I think you believe 
that I would guard the Republic from further treachery. 
You are right to believe it : if the Frate is betrayed, I vrill 
denounce you.” She paused a moment, and then said, with 
an effort, “But it was not so. I have perhaps spoken too 
hastily — you never meant it. Only, why will you seem to be 
that man^s comrade ? ” 

Such relations are inevitable to practical men, my 
Romola,” said Tito, gratified by discerning the struggle with- 
in her. “ You fair creatures live in the clouds. Pray go to 
rest with an easy heart,” he added, opening the door for her. 


CHAPTER XLVIL 

CHECK. 

Tito's clever arrangements had been unpleasantly frustra- 
ted by trivial incidents which could not enter into a clever 
man’s calculations. It was very seldom that he walked with 
Romola in the evening, yet he had happened to be walking 
with her precisely on this evening when her presence was 
supremely inconvenient. Life was so complicated a game 
that the devices of skill were liable to be defeated at every 
turn by air-blown chances, incalculable as the descent of 
thistle-down. 

It was not that he minded about the failure of Spini’s plot, 
but he felt an awrkw'aid difficulty in so adjusting his warning 
to Savonarola on the one hand, and to Spini on the other, as 
not to incur suspicion. Suspicion roused in the popular 
party might be fatal to his reputation and ostensible position 
in Florence: suspicion roused in Dolfo Spini might be as 
disagreeable in its effects as the hatred of a fierce dog not to 
be chained. 

If Tito went forthwith to the monastery to warn Savonarola 
before the monks went to rest, his warning would follow so 
closely on his delivery of the forged letters that he could not 
escape unfavorable surmises. He could not warn Spini at 
once without telling him the true reason, since he could not 
immediately allege the discovery that Savonarola had changed 
his purpose ; and he knew Spini well enough to know that his 
understanding would discern nothing but that Tito had 
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“turned round ” and frustrated tbe plot. On tbe other hand, 
by deferring his warning to Savonarola until the morning, he 
would be almost sure to lose the opportunity of wanung 
Spin! that the Frate had changed his mind ; and the hand of 
Compagnacci would come back in all the rage of disappoint- 
ment. This last, however, was the risk he chose, trusting to 
his power of soothing Spini by assuring him that the failure 
was due only to the Prate’s caution. 

Tito was annoyed. If he had had to smile it would have 
been an unusual effort to him. He was determined not to 
encounter Homola again, and he did not go home that night. 

She watched through the night, and never took off her 
clothes. She heard the rain become heavier and heavier. 
She liked to hear the rain: the stormy heavens seemed a 
safeguard against men’s devices, compelling them to inaction. 
And Romola’s mind was again assailed, not only by the 
utmost doubt of her husband, but by doubt as to her own 
conduct. What lie might he not have told her ? What 
project might he not have, of which she was still ignorant ? 
Every one who trusted Tito was in danger ; it was useless to 
try and persuade herself of the contrary. And was not she 
selfishly listening to the promptings of her own pride when 
she shrank from, warning men against him ? If her husband 
w’as a malefactor, her place was in the prison by his side” — 
that might be ; she tvas contented to fulfil that claim. But was 
she, a wife, to allow a husband to inflict the injuries that 
would make him a malefactor, when it might be in her power 
to prevent them? Prayer seemed impossible to her. The 
activity of her thought excluded a mental state of which the 
essence is expectant passivity. 

Tbe excitement became stronger and stronger. Her imagi- 
nation, in a state of morbid activit}’, conjured up possible 
schemes by which, after all, Tito would have eluded her 
threat ; and towaids daybi*eak the rain became less violent, 
till at last it ceased, the breeze rose again and dispersed the 
“ilouds, and the morning fell clear on all the objects around 
her. It made her uneasiness all c/he less endurable. She 
wrapijed her mantle round her, and ran up to the loggia, as if 
there could be anything in the wide landscape that might 
determine her action ; as if there could be anything but roofs 
hiding the line of street along which Savonarola might be 
walking towards betrayal. 

If she went to her godfather, might she not induce him, 
without any specific revelation, to take measures for prevent- 
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ing Pra Girolamo from passing the gates ? But that might 
be too late. Komola thought, with new distress, that she had 
failed to learn any guiding details from Tito, and it was 
already long past seven. She must go to San Marco : there 
was nothing else to be done. 

She hurried down the stairs, she went out into the street 
witliout looking at her sick people, and walked at a swilt 
pace along the Via de’ Bardi towards the Ponte Yecchio. She 
would go through the heart of the city ; it was the most 
direct road, and, besides, in the great Piazza there was a 
chance of encountering her husband, who, by some possibility 
to which she still clung, might satisfy her of the Prate’s 
safety, and leave no need for her to go to San Marco. When 
she aiTived in front of the Palazzo Vecchio, she looked eagerly 
into the pillared court ; then her eyes swept the Piazza; but 
the well-known figure, once painted in her heart by young 
love, and now branded there by eating pain, was nowhere to 
be seen. She hurried straight on to the Piazza del Duomo. 
It was already full of movement: there were worshippers 
passing up and down the marble steps, there w^ere men paus- 
ing for chat, and there were market-people carr3dng their 
burdens. Between those moving figures Bomola caught a 
glimpse of her husband. On his way from San Marco he 
had turned into Kello's shop, and was now leaning against 
the door-post. As Roinola approached she could see that he 
was standing and talking, with the easiest air in the world, 
holding his cap in his hand, and shaking back his freshly 
combed hair. The contrast of this ease with the bitter 
anxieties he had created convulsed her with indignation : the 
new vision of his hardness heightened her dread. She recog- 
nized Cronaca and two other frequenters of San IVIavco stand- 
ing near her husband. It flashed through her mind, — I will 
compel him to speak before those men.” And her light step 
brought her close upon him before he had time to move, while 
(Jrouaca was saying, “ Here comes Madonna Roinola.” 

A slight shock passed through Tito’s frame as he felt him- 
self face to face with his wife. She was haggard with her 
anxious watchiug, but there was a flash of something else 
than anxiety in her eyes as she said, — 

“ Is the Frate gone beyond the gates ? ” 

“No,” said Tito, feeling completely helpless before this 
woman, and needing all the self-command he possessed to 
preserve a countenance in which there should seem to be 
nothing stronger than surprise. 
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“ And you are certain that he is not going ? ” she insisted. 

I am certain that he is not going.’' 

“Tliat is enough,” said Romola, as she turned up the steps, 
to take refuge in the Duomo, till she could recover from her 
agitation, 

Tito never had a feeling so near hatred as that with which 
his eyes followed Romola retreating up the steps. 

There were present not only genuine followers of the Frate, 
but Ser Ceccone, the notary, who at that time, like Tito him- 
self, was secretly an agent of the Mediceans. 

Ser Francesco di Ser Barone, more briefly known to infamy 
as Ser Ceccone, was not learned, not handsome, not successful, 
and the reverse of generous. He was a traitor without 
charm. It followed that he was not fond of Tito Melema. 


CHAPTER XLVIIL 

COUJTTER-CHTSCK. 

It was late in the afternoon when Tito returned home. 
Romola, seated opposite the cabinet in her narrow room, 
copying documents, was about to desist from her work because 
the light was getting dim, when her husband entered. He 
had come straight to this room to seek her, with a thoroughly 
defined intention, and there was something new to Romola in 
his manner and expression as he looked at her silently on 
entering, and, without taking off his cap and mantle, leaned 
one elbow on the cabinet, and stood directly in front of her. 

Romola, full}^ assured during the day of the Frate’s safety, 
was feeling the re-action of some penitence for the access of 
distrust and indignation which had impelled her to address 
her husband publicly on a matter that she knew he wished to 
be private. She told herself that she had probably been 
wrong. The scheming duplicity w'hich she had heard even 
her godfather allude to as inseparable from party tactics 
might be sufficient to account for the connection with Spini, 
without the supposition that Tito had ever meant to further 
the plot. She wanted to atone for her impetuosity by con- 
fessing that she had been too hasty, and foi* some hours her 
mind had been dwelling on the possibility that this confession 
of hers might lead to other frank words breaking the two 
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jrears’ silence of their hearts. The silence had been so com* 
plete, that Tito was ignorant of her having fled from him and 
come back again; they had never approached an avowal of 
that past which, both in its young love and in the shock that 
shattered the love, lay locked away from them like a banquet- 
room where death had once broken the feast. 

She looked up at him with that submission in her glance 
which belonged to her state of self-reproof ; but the subtle 
change in his face and manner arrested her speech. For a 
few moments they remained silent, looking at each other. 

Tito himself felt that a crisis was come in his maorried life. 
The husband's determination to mastery, which lay deep 
below all blandness and beseechingness, had risen perma- 
nently to the surface now, and seemed to alter his face, as a 
face is altered by a hidden muscular tension with which a 
man is secretly throttling or stamping out the life from some- 
thing feeble, yet dangerous. 

** liomola,” he began, in the cool liquid tone that made her 
shiver, it is time that we should understand each other.” 
He paiTsed. 

“ That is what I most desire, Tito,” she said, faintly. Her 
sweet pale face, with all its anger gone and nothing but 
the timidity of self-doubt in it, seemed to give a marked 
predominance to her husband’s dark strength. 

You took a step this morning,” Tito went on, “which you 
must now yourself perceive to have been useless — which 
exposed you to remark and may involve me in serious 
practical difficulties.” 

“ I acknowledge tliat I was too hasty ; I am sorr}*^ for any 
injustice I may have done 3 'on.” Komola spoke these words in 
a fuller and firmer tone ; Tito, she hoped, would look less hard 
when she had expressed her regret, and then she could say 
other things. 

“ I wish you once for all to understand,” he said, without 
any change of voice, “that such collisions are incompatible 
with our position as husband and wife. I wish you to reflect 
on the mode in which you were led to that step, that the 
process may not be repeated.” 

“That depends chiefly on you, Tito,” said Eomola, taking 
fire slightly. It was not at all what she had thought of say- 
ing, but we see a very little way before ua in mutual speech. 

“You would say, 1 suppose,” answered Tito, “that nothing 
is to occur in future whicli can excite your unreasonable sus- 
picions. You were fraiik enough to say last night that j'ou 
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have no belief in me. I am not surprised at any exaggerated 
conclusion you may draw from slight premises, but I wish to 
point out to you what is likely to be the fruit of your making 
such exaggerated conclusions a ground for interfering iu 
affairs of which you are igiiorimt. Your attention is thor* 
oughly awake to what I am sa3'’ing ? 

He paused for a reph*. 

Yes,” said liomohi, flushing in irrepressible resentment at 
this cold tone of superiority. 

Well, then, it inay possibly not be very long before some 
other chance words or incidents set your imagination at w'ork 
devising crimes for me, and you may perhaps rush to the 
Palazzo Vecchio to alarm the Siguoria and set the city in an 
uproar. Shall I tell you what may be the result? Xot 
simply the disgi'ace of your husband, to which you look for- 
ward with so much courage, but the ariest and nun of many 
among the r-hief juen in Florence, including “Messer Bernardo 
del Kero.” 

Tito had meditated a decisive move, and he had made it. 
The flush died out of Romola's face, and her very lips were 
pale — an unusual effect with her, for she w as little subject 
to fear. Tito perceived his success. 

You would perhaps flatter yourself,” he went on, “ that 
you were performing a heroic deed of deliverance : you might 
as well tiy to turn locks with fine words as apply such notions 
to the politics of Florence. The ([uestiun now is, not whether 
you can have any bf»lief in me, but wliether, now yon have 
been 'warned, }"oii will dare to rush, like a blind man ivith a 
torch iu his hand, amongst intricate affaitfc of which you 
know nothing.” 

Eomola felt as if her mind ivere held in a vice by Tito’s : 
the possibilities he had indicated were rising before her with 
terrible clearness. 

‘‘ I am too rash,” she said. I will try not to be rash.” 

'^Remember,” said Tito, with unsparing insistence, “that 
your act of distrust to\^ ards me this morning might, for aught 
you kneiv, have had more fatal effects than tliat sacrifice of 
your husband which you have learned to contemplate without 
flinching.” 

“ Tito, it is not so,” Eomola burst forth in a pleading tone, 
rising and going nearer to him. 'wiili a desperate resolution to 
speaS out. “ It is false tliat 1 would willingl}’^ sacrifice 3'0ii. 
It has been the greatest effort of my life to cling to jon. I 
W’^ent away in my anger tuo years ago, and 1 came back again 



COUNTER^CHECK. 


377 


because I was more bound to you than to anything else on 
earths But it is useless. You shut me out from your mind. 
You affect to think of me as a being too unreasonable to share 
in the knowledge of your affairs. You will be open with me 
about nothing.” 

She looked like his good angel pleading with him, as she 
bent her face towards him with dilated eyes, and laid her hand 
upon his arm. But Bomola^s touch and glance no longer 
stirred any fibre of tenderness in her husband. The good- 
humored, tolerant Tito, incapable of hatred, incapable almost 
of impatience, disposed always to be gentle towards the rest 
of the world, felt himself becoming strangely hard towards 
this wife whose i)resence had once been the strongest influ- 
ence he had known. With all his softness of disposition, he 
had a masculine effectiveness of intellect and purpose which, 
like sharpness of edge, is itself an energy, working its way 
without any strong momentum, Roraola had an energy of her 
own which thwarted his, and no man, who is not exceptionally 
feeble, will endure being thwarted hj his wife. Marriage 
must be a relation either of sympathy or of conquest. 

No emotion darted across his face as he heard Komola for 
the first time speak of having gone away from him. His lips 
only looked a little harder as he smiled slightly and said, — 

^‘My Romola, when certain conditions are ascertained, we 
must make up our minds to them, No amount of wishing 
will fill the Arno, as your people say, or turn a plum into an 
orange. 1 have not observed even that prayers Imve much 
efficacy that way. You are so constituted as to have certain 
strong imi)ressions inaccessible to reason : I cannot share 
those impressions, and you have withdrawn all trust from me 
inconsequence. You have changed towards me; it has fol- 
lowed that I have changed towards yon. It is useless to take 
any retrospect. We have simply to adapt ourselves to altered 
cojulitions.” 

“ Tito, it would not be useless for us to speak openly,” said 
Bomola, with the sort of exasperation that comes from using 
living muscle against some lifeless insurmountable resistance. 
“ It was the sense of deception in you that changed me, and 
that has kept us apart. And it is not true that I changed 
first. You changed towards me the night you first wore 
that chain-armor. You had some secret from me — it was 
about that old man — and J saw him again yesterday. Tito,” 
she went on, in a tone of agonized entreaty, if you would 
once tell me everything, let it be what it may — I would not 
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mind pain — that there might be no wall between us 1 Is it 
not possible that we could begin a new life ? ” 

This time there was a flash of emotion across Tito’s face. 
He stood perfectly still ; but the flash seemed to have 
whitened him. He took no notice of Eomola’s appeal, hut 
after a moment's pause, said quietly, — 

"Your impetuosity about trifles, Romola, has a freezing 
influence that would cool the baths of Nero.” At these cut- 
ting words, Romola shrank and drew herself up into her 
usual self-sustained attitude. Tito went on, “If by 'that 
old man ’ you mean the mad Jacopo di Kola who attempted 
my life and made a strange accusation against me, of which I 
told you nothing because it would have alarmed you to no 
purpose, he, poor wretch, has died in prison. I saw his name 
in the list of dead.” 

“I know nothing about his accusation,” said Romola. 
“But I know he is the man whom I saw w'ith the rope round 
his neck in the Duomo — the man whose portrait Piero di 
Cosimo painted, grasping your arm as he saw him grasp it the 
day the French entered, the day you first vrore the armor.” 

“And where is he now, pray?” said Tito, still pale, but 
governing himself. 

“ He was lying lifeless in the street from starvation,” said 
Romola. “1 revived him with bread and wine. 1 brought 
him to our door, but he refused to come in. Then I gave him 
some money, and he went away vrithoAit telling me anything. 
But he had found out that I was your wife. Who is he ? ” 

“ A man, half mad, half imbecile, who was once my father’s 
servant in Greece, and who has a rancorous hatred towards 
me because I got him dismissed for theft. Kow you have the 
whole mystery, and the further satisfaction of knowing that I 
am again in danger of assassination. The fact of my Aveariiig 
the armor, about which you seem to have thought so much, 
must have led you to infer that I was in danger from this 
man. Was that the reason you chose to cultivate his ac- 
quaintance and invite him into the house ? ” 

Romola was mute. To speak was only like rushing with 
bare breast against a shield. 

Tito moved from his leaning posture, slowly took ofF his 
cap and mantle, and pushed back his hair. He was collecting 
himself for some dual words. And Romola stood upright 
looking at him as she might have looked at some on-coming 
deadly force, to be met only by silent endurance. 

“We need not refer to these matters again, Romola,” he 
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said, precisely in the same tone as that in which he had 
spoken at first. ‘‘ It is enough if you will remember that the 
next time your generous ardor leads you to interfere in politi- 
cal affairs, you are likely, not to save any one from danger, 
but to be raising scaffolds and setting houses on fire. You 
are not yet a sufficiently ardent Piagnone to believe that 
Messer Bernardo del Nero is the prince of darkness, and 
Messer Francesco Valori the archangel Michael. I think I 
need demand no promise from you ? ” 

“ I have understood you too well, Tito,” 

“ It is enough,” he said, leaving the room. 

Romola turned round with despair in her face and sank into 
her seat. 0 God, I have tried — I cannot help it. We shall 
always be divided.” Those words passed silently through her 
mind. Unless,” she said aloud, as if some sudden vision 
had startled her into speech — ‘^unless misery should come 
and ioin us I ” 

Tito, too, had a new thought in his mind after he had 
closed the door behind him. With the project of leaving 
Florence as soon as his life there had become a high enough 
stepping-stone to a life elsewhere, perhaps at Borne or Milan, 
there was now for the fii'st time associated a desire to be free 
from Bomola, and to leave her behind him. She had ceased 
to belong to the desirable furniture of liis life : there was no 
possibility of an easy relation between them without genuine- 
ness on his part. G-enuineness imjilied confession of the past, 
and confession involved a change of purpose. But Tito had 
as little bent that W'ay as a leopard has to lap milk when its 
teeth are grown. From all relations that were not easy and 
agreeable, vre know that Tito shrank : why should he cling to 
them ? 

And Bomola had made his relations difficult with others 
besides herself. He had had a troublesome interview with 
Dolfo Spini, who had come back in a rage after an ineffectual 
soaking with rain and long waiting in ambush, and that scene 
between Bomola and himself at Nello’s door, once reported in 
Spini's ear, might be a seed of something more unmanageable 
than suspicion. But now, at least, he believed that he had 
mastered Romola by a terror which appealed to the strongest 
forces of her nature. He had alarmed her affection and her 
conscience by the shadowy image of consequences ; he had 
arrested her intellect hy hanging befoi'e it the idea of a 
hopeless complexity in affairs which defied any moral judg- 
ment. 
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Yet Tito was not at ease. The world was not yet quite 
eusbioned with velvety and, if it had been, he could not have 
abandoned himself to that softness with thorough enjoyment ; 
for before he went out again this evening he put on ms coat 
of chain-armor. 


CHAPTER XLTX. 

THE PYBA.MID OP VANITIES. 

The wintry days passed for Romola as the white ships 
pass one who is standing lonely on the shore — passing in 
silence and sameness, yet each bearing a hidden burden of 
coming change. Tito’s hint had mingled so much dread with 
her interest in the progress of public affairs that she had 
begun to court ignorance rather than knowledge. The threat- 
ening German Emperor was gone again ; and, in other ways 
besides, the position of Florence was alleviated; but so much 
distress remained that Romola’s active duties were hardly 
diminished, and in these, as usual, her mind found a refuge 
from its doubt. 

She dared not rejoice that the relief which had come in 
extremity and had appeared to justify the policy of the 
Frate’s party was making that party so triumphant, that 
Francesco Valori, hot-tempered chieftain of the Piagaoiii, had 
been elected Gonfaloniere at the beginning of the year, and 
was making haste to have as much of his own liberal way as 
possible during his two months of power. That seemed for 
the moment like a strengthening of the party most attached 
to freedom, and a re-enforcement of protection to Savonarola ; 
but Romola was now alive to every suggestion likely to 
deepen her foreboding, that whatever the present might be, it 
was only an unconscious brooding over the mixed germs of 
Change which might any day become tragic. And already by 
Carnival time, a little after mid-Februar}", her presentiment 
was confirmed by the signs of a very decided change : the 
Mediceans hud ceased to be passive, and were openly exerting 
themselves to procure the election of Bernardo del Xero as 
the new Gonfaloniere. 

On the last day of the Carnival, between ten and eleven in 
the morning, Romola walked out, according to promise, 
towards the Corso degli Albizzi, to fetch her cousin Brigida, 
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that thej might both be ready to start from the Via de’ Bardi 
early io the afternoon, and take their places at a window 
which Tito had had reserv’ed for them in the Piazza della 
Signoria, where there was to be a scene of so new and 
striking a sort, that all Florentine eyes must desire to see it 
For the Pfagnoni were having their own way thoroughly about 
the mode of keeping the Carnival. In vain Dolfo Spini and 
his companions had struggled to get up the dear old masques 
and practical jokes, well spiced with indecency. Such things 
were not to be in a city where Cbnst had been declared king, 

Koinola set out in that languid state of mind with which 
eveiy one enters on a long day of sight-seeing purely for the 
sake of gratifying a child, or some deai* childish friend. The 
day was certainly an epoch iu carnival-keeping ; but this phase 
of reform had not touched her enthusiasm : and she did not 
know that it was an epoch in her own life when another lot 
would begin to be no longer secretly but visibly intwined 
with her own. 

She chose to go through the great Piazza that she might 
take a first survey of the unparalleled sight there while she 
was still alone. Entering it from the south, slie saw some- 
thing monstrous and many-colored iu the shape of a pyramid, 
or, rather, like a huge fii-tree, sixty feet high, ,with shelves on 
the branches, widening and widening towards the base till 
they reached a circumference of eighty yards. The Piazza 
was full of life ; slight young figures, in white garments, with 
olive wreaths on their heads, were moving to and fro about 
the base of the pyramidal tree, carrying baskets full of bright- 
colored things; and maturer forms, some in the monastic 
frock, some in the loose tunics and dark-red caps of artists, 
were helping and examining, or else retreating to various 
points in the distance to suivey the wondrous whole : while a 
considerable group, amongst whom Romola recognized Piero 
di Cosimo, standing on the marble steps of Orgagna’s Loggia, 
seemed to be keeping aloof in discontent and scorn. 

Ap];roaching nearer, she paused to look at the multifarious 
objects ranged in gradation from the base to the summit of 
the pyramid. There were tapestries and bi*ocades of im- 
modest design, pictures and sculptures held too likely to 
incite to vice ; there were boards and tables for all sorts of 
games, playing-cards along with the blocks for printing them, 
dice, and other apparatus for gambling ; there were worldly 
music books, and musical instruments in all the pretty varie- 
ties of lute, drum, cymbal, and trumpet; there were masks 
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and masquerading-dresses used in the old Carnival shows; 
there were handsome copies of Ovid, Boccaccio, Petrarca, 
Pulci, and other books of a vain or impure sort; there werp 
all the implements of feminine vanity — rouge-pots, falsp 
hair, mirrors, perfumes, powders, and transparent veils in- 
tended to provoke inquisitive glances ; lastly, at the very 
summit, there was the unflattering effigy of a probably mythi- 
cal Venetian merchant, who was understood to have offered a 
heavy sum for this collection of marketable abominations, 
and, soaring above him in surpassing ugliness, the symbolic 
figure of the old debauched Caruival. 

This was the preparation for a new sort of bonfire — the 
Burning of Vanities. Hidden in the interior of the pyramid 
was a plentiful store of dry fuel and gunpowder; and on tliis 
last day of the festival, at evening, the pile of vanities wa& 
to be set ablaze to the sound of trumpets, and the ugly old 
Carnival was to tumble into the flames amid the songs of 
reforming triumph. 

This crowning act of the new festivities could hardly bavo 
been prepared but for a peculiar organization which had been 
started by Savonarola two years before. The mass of the 
Florentine boyhood and youth was no longer loft to its own 
genial promptings towards street mischief and crude dis 
solute ness. Under the training of Fra Domenico, a sort of 
lieutenant to Savonarola, lads and striplings, the hope of 
Florence, were to have none but pure words on their lips, were 
to have a zeal for Unseen Good that should put to shame the 
lukewarmness of their elders, and were to know no pleasure 
save of an angelic sort — singing divine praises and walking 
in white robes. It was for them that the ranges of seats had 
been raised high against the walls of the Duomo ; and they 
had been used to hear Savonarola appeal to them as the future 
^lory of a city specially appointed to do the work of God. 

These fresh-cheeked troops were the chief agents in the re- 
generated merriment of the new Carnival, which was a sort of 
sacred parody of the old. Had there been bonfires in the old 
time ? There was to be a bonfire now, consuming impurity 
from off the earth. Had there been symbolic processions ? 
There were to be processions now, but the s3’mbols were to be 
white robes and red crosses and olive wreaths — emblems of 
peace and innocent gladness — and the banners and images 
held aloft were to tell the triumphs of goodness. Had there 
been dancing in a ring under the open sky of the Piazza, to 
the sound of ohoval voices chanting loose song; V There was 
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to be dancing in a ring now, but dancing of monks and laity 
in fraternal love and divine joy, and the music was to be the 
music of hymns. As for the collections from street passen- 
gers, they were to be greater than ever — not for gross and 
superfluous suppers, but — for the benefit of the hungry and 
needy ; and, besides, there was the collecting of the Anathema, 
or the Vanities to be laid on the great pyramidal bonfire. 

Troops of young inquisitors went from house to house on 
this exciting business of asking that the Anathema should be 
given up to them. Perhaps, after the more avowed vanities 
had been siirrendered, Madonna, at the head of the household, 
had still certain little reddened balls brought from the Levant, 
intended to produce on a sallow cheek a sudden bloom of the 
most ingenuous falsity ? If so, let her bring them down and 
cast them into the basket of doom. Or, perhaps, she had 
ringlets and coils of “ dead hair ” ? — if so, let her bring them 
to the street-door, not on her head, but in her hands, and 
publicly renounce the Anathema which hid the respectable 
signs of age under a ghastly mockery of youth. And, in 
reward, she would hear fresh young voices pronounce a 
blessing on her and her house. 

The beardless inquisitors, organized into little regiments, 
doubtless took to their work very willingly. To coerce peo- 
ple by shame, or other spiritual pelting, into the giving up of 
things it will probably vex them to part with, is a form of 
piety to which the boyish mind is most readily converted ; 
and if some obstinately wicked men got enraged and 
threatened the whip or the cudgel, this also was exciting. 
Savonarola himself evidently felt about the training of these 
boys the difficulty weighing on all minds with noble yearnings 
towards great ends, yet with that imperfect perception of 
means which forces a resort to some supernatxiral constrain- 
ing influence as the only sure hope. The Florentine youth 
had had very evil habits and foul tongues : it seemed at first 
an unmixed" blessing when they were got to shout Viva 
Ge.su ! '' But Savonarola was forced at last to say from the 
pulpit, "There is a little too much shouting of ' Viea Gesit!^ 
This constant uttering of sacred words brings them into con- 
tempt. Let me have no more of that shouting till the next 
Festa.” 

N'evertheless, as the long stream of white-robed youthful- 
ness, with its little red crosses and olive wreaths, had gone to 
the Duomo at dawn this morning to i*eceive the communion 
from the hands of Savonarola, it was a sight of beauty ; and, 
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doubtless, many of those young souls were laying up memo- 
ries of hope and awe that might save them from ever resting 
in a merely vulgar view of their work as men and citizens. 
There is no kind of conscious obedience that is not an advance 
on lawlessness, and these boys became the generation of men 
who fought greatly and endured greatly in the last struggle 
of their Republic. Now, in the intermediate hours between 
the early communion and dinner-time, they were making their 
last perambulations to collect alms and vanities, and this was 
why Eomola saw the slim white figures moving to and fro 
about the base of the great pyramid. 

"What think you of this folly, Madonna Romola? ” said a 
brusque voice close to her ear. “ Your Piagnoni will make 
r inferno a pleasant prospect to us, if they are to carry things 
their own way on earth. It's enough to fetch a cudgel over 
the mountains to see painters, like Lorenzo di Credi and 
young Baccio there, helping to burn color out of life in this 
fashion. 

" My good Piero,” said Romola, looking up and smiling at 
the grim man, "even you must be glad to see some of these 
things burnt. Look at those gewgaws and wigs and rouge- 
pots: I have heard you talk as indignantly against those 
things as Fra Girolamo himself.” 

" What then ? ” said Piero, turning round on her sharply. 
" I never said a woman should make a black patch of herself 
against the background. Va ! Madonna Antigone, it’s a shame 
for a woman with your hair and shoulders to run into such 
nonsense — leave it to women who are not worth painting. 
What ! the most holy Virgin herself has always been dressed 
well ; that’s the doctrine of the Church : — talk of heresy, 
indeed! And 1 should like to know what the excellent 
Messer Bardo would have said to the burning of the divine 
poets by these Frati, who are no better an imitation of men 
than if they were onions with the bulbs uppermost. Look at 
that Petrarca sticking up beside a rouge-pot: do the idiots 
pretend that the heavenly Laura was a painted harridan? 
And Boccaccio, now : do you mean to say, Madonna Romola 
— you who are fit to be a model for a wise Saint Catherine of 
Fgypt — do you mean to say you have never read the stories 
of the immortal Messer Giovanni ? ” 

“ It is true I have read them, Piero,” said Romola. " Some 
of them a great many times over, when I was a little girl. I 
used to get the book down when my father was asleep, so 
that I could read to myself.” 
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*^Ebbene?^’ said Piero, in a fiercely challenging tone. 

There are some things in them I do not want ever to 
forget,” said Bomola; “but you must confess, Piero, that a 
great many of those stories are only about low deceit for the 
lowest ends. Men do not want books to make them think 
lightly of vice, as if life were a vulgar joke. And I cannot 
blame Fra Girolamo for teaching that we owe our time to 
something better.” 

“Yes, yes, iPs very well to say so now you’ve read them,” 
said Piero, bitterly, turning on his heel and walking away 
from her. 

Bomola, too, walked on, smiling at Piero’s innuendo, wdth 
a sort of tenderness towards the old painter’s anger, because 
she knew that her father would have felt something like it. 
For herself, she was conscious of no inward collision with the 
strict and sombre view of pleasure which tended to repress 
poetry in the attempt to repress vice. Sorrow and joy have 
each their peculiar narrowness ; and a religious enthusiasm 
like Savonarola’s which ultimately blesses maukiud by giviug 
the soul a strong propulsion towards sympathy with pain, 
indignation against wrong, and the subjugation of sensual 
desire, must always incur the reproach of a great negation. 
Komola’s life had given her an affinity for sadness which 
inevitably made her unjust towards merriment. That subtle 
result of culture which we call Taste was subdued by the need 
for deeper motive ; just as the nicer demands of the palate 
are annihilated by urgent hunger. Moving habitually 
amongst scenes of suffering, and carrying woman’s heaviest 
disappointment in her heart, the severity which allied itself 
with self-renouncing beneficent strength had no dissonance 
for her. 


CHAPTER L. 

TESSA ABROAD AND AT HOME. 

Another figure easily recognized by us — a figure not clad 
in black, but in the old red, green, and white — was approach- 
ing the Piazza that morning to see the Carnival. She came 
from an o])posite point, for Tessa no longer lived on the hill 
of San Giorgio. After what had happened there with 
Baldassarre, Tito had thought it best for that and other 
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reasons to find her a new home^ but still in a quiet airy 
quarter, in a bouse bordering on the wide garden grounds 
north of the Porta Santa Croce. 

Tessa was not come out sight-seeing without special leave. 
Tito had been with her the evening before, aud she had kppt 
back the entreaty which she felt to be swelling her heart and 
throat until she saw him in a state of radiant ease, with (aie 
arm round the sturdy Lillo, aud the other resting gently ou 
her own shoulder as she tried to make the tiny !Niuna steady 
on her legs. She was sure then that the weariness witli 
which he had come in and flung himself into his chair kid 
quite melted away from his brow and lips. Tessa had not 
been slow at learning a few small stratagems by which she 
might avoid vexing !Naldo and yet have a little of her own 
way. She could read nothing else, but she had learned to 
read a good deal in her husband’s face. 

And certainly the charm of that bright, gentle-humored 
Tito who woke up under the Loggia de’ Cerchi on a Lenten 
morning five years before, not having yet given any hcbtages 
to deceit, never returned so nearly as in the person of Xnldo, 
seated in that straight-backed, carved arm-chair which he had 
provided for his comfort when he came to see Tessa and the 
children. Tito himself was surprised at the growing sense of 
relief which he felt in these moments. No guile was needed 
towards Tessa: she was too ignorant and too innocent to 
suspect him of anything. And the little voices calling him 
“ Babbo ” were very sweet in his ears for the short while that 
he heard them. When he thouglit of leaving Florence, he 
never thought of leaving Tessa and the little ones behind. 
He was very fond of these round-cheeked, wide-eyed human 
things that clung about him and knew no evil of him. And 
wherever affection can spring, it is like the green leaf and the 
blossom — pure, and breathing purity, whatever soil it may 
grow in. Poor Romola, witli all her self-sacrificing effort, 
was really helping to harden Tito’s nature by chilling it with 
a positive dislike which had beforehand seemed impossible iu 
him ; but Tessa kept open the fountains of kindness. 

“Ninua is very good w’ithout me now,” began Tessa, feeling 
her request rising very high in her throat, and letting Ninna 
seat herself on the floor. “I can leave her with Monna Lisa 
any time, and if slie is in the cradle and cries, Lillo is as 
sensible as can be — he goes aud thumps Monna Lisa.” 

Lillo, whose great dark eyes looked all the darker because 
his curls were of a light brown like his mother's, jumped off 
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Babbo^s knee, and went forthwith to attest his intelligence by 
thumping Monna Lisa, who was shaking her head slowly over 
her spinning at the other end of the room. 

“ A wonderful boy ! ’’ said Tito, laughing. 

Isn't he?" said Tessa, eagerly, getting a little closer to 
him ; “ and I might go and see the Carnival to-morrow, just 
for an hour or two, mightn't I ? " 

“Oh, you wicked pigeon!” said Tito, pinching her cheek; 
“those are your longings, are they? What have you to do 
with carnivals now you are an old woman with two children?” 

“ But old women like to see things,” said Tessa, her lower 
lip hanging a little. “Monna Lisa said she should like to go, 
only she's so deaf she can't hear what is behind her, ai\d she 
thinks we couldn't take care of both the children.” 

“ Ko, indeed, Tessa,” said Tito, looking rather grave, “ you 
must not think of taking the children into the crowded 
streets, else I shall be angry.” 

“But I have never been into the Piazza without leave,” 
said Tessa, in a frightened, pleading tone, “since the Holy 
Saturday, and I think l^ofri is dead, for you know the poor 
viadre died ; and I shall never forget the Carnival I saw once ; 
it was so pretty — all roses and a king and queen under them 
— and singing. I liked it better than the San Giovanni.” 

“But there's nothing like that now, my Tessa. They are 
going to make a boniire in the Piazza — that's all. But I 
cannot let you go out by yourself in the evening.” 

“ Oh, no, no I I don't want to go in the evening. I only 
want to go and see the procession by daylight. There will be 
a procession — is it not true ? ” 

“Yes, after a sort,” said Tito, “as lively as a flight of 
cranes. You must not expect roses and glittering kings and 
queens, my Tessa. However, I suppose any string of people 
to be called a procession will please your blue eyes. And, 
there's a thing they have raised in the Piazza de' Signori for 
the bonfire. You may like to see that. But come home 
early, and look like a grave little old woman ; and if you see 
any men with feathers and swords, keep out of their way; 
they are veiy fierce, and like to cut old women's heads off.” 

“ Santa Madonna ! where do they come from ? Ah I you 
are laughing ; it is not so bad. But I will keep away from 
them. Only,” Tessa went on in a whisper, putting her lips 
near Naldo s ear, “ if I might take Lillo with me ! He is 
very sensible.” 

“ But who will thump Monna Lisa then, if she doesu” 
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hear ? ” said Tito, finding it difficult not to laugh, but think 
ing it necessarj" to look serious. 2?‘o, Tessa, you could not 
take care of Lilio if you got into a crowd, and he’s too heavy 
for you to carry him.” 

“ It is true,” said Tessa, rather sadly, and he likes to run 
away. I forgot that. Then J will go alone. But now look 
at Ninna — you have not looked at her enough.” 

Ninna was a blue-eyed thing, at the tottt*ring. tumbling a«>e 
— a fair solid, ’which, like a loaded die, found its base with 3 
constancy that warranted jirodiotion. Tessa went to snatch 
her up, and when Babbo was paying due attention to the 
recent teeth and other marvels, she said, in a whisper, ^*Aiid 
shall I buy some confetti for the cliildren ? ” 

Tito drew some small coint, from his scarsella, and poured 
them into her palm. 

‘‘That w'ill buy no end,” said Tessa, delighted at this abun- 
dance. ‘‘I shall not mind going without Lilio so much, if I 
bring him something.” 

So Tessa set out in the morning towards the great Piazza 
where the bonfire was to be. She did not think the February 
breeze cold enough to demand further covering than her green 
woollen dress. A mantle would have been oppressive, tor it 
would have hidden a ucav necklace and a new clasp, mounted 
with silver, the only ornamental presents Tito had evei* made 
her. Tessa did not think at all of showing her figure, for no 
one had ever told her it was pretty ; but she was quite sure 
that her necklace and clasp were of the prettiest sort ev^^r 
worn by the richest contadina, and she arranged her white 
hood over her head so that the front of her necklace might 
be well displayed. These ornaments, she considered, must 
inspire respect for her as the Avife of some one Avho could 
afford to buy them. 

She tripped along very cheerily in the February sunshine, 
thinking much of the purchases for the little ones, with which 
she was to fill her small basket, and not thinking at all ol any 
one who might be observing her. Yet her descent from her 
upper story into the street had been Avatched, and she was 
being kept in sight as she walked by a person Avlio had often 
waited in vain to see if it Avere not Tessa Avho lived in that 
house to which he had more than once dogged Tito. Baldas- 
sarre was carrying a package of yarn: he was constantly 
employed in that way, as a means of earning his scanty bread, 
and keeping the sacred fire of vengeance alive ; and he had 
come out of his way’ this morning, as he had often done 
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before, that he might pass hy the house to which he had fol- 
lowed Tito in the evening. His long imprisonment had so 
intensified his timid suspicion and his belief in some diabolic 
fortune favoring Tito, that he had not dared to pursue him, 
except under cover of a crowd or of the darkness 5 he felt, 
rrith instinctive horror, that if Tito’s eyes tell upon him, he 
should again be held up to obloquy, again be dragged away ; his 
weapon would be taken from him, and he should be oast helpless 
Into a prison-cell. His tierce purpose had become as stealthy 
as a serpent’s, whicli depends for its prey on one dart of the 
fang. Justice was weak and unfriended; and he could not 
hear again tlie voice that pealed the promise of vengeance in 
the Huomo ; he had been tliere again and again, but that voice, 
too, had apparently been stifled by cunning sti‘ong-armed 
wickedness. For a long while, Baldjissavre's ruling thought 
was to ascertain whether Tito still wore the armor, for now at 
last his fainting hope would have been contented with a success- 
ful stab on this side the grave ; but he would never risk his 
precious knife again. It was a weary time he had had to wait 
for the chance of answering this question by touching Tito’s 
back in the press of the street. Since then, the knowledge 
that the sharp steel was useless, and that he had no hope but 
in some now device, had fallen with leaden weight on his 
enfeebled mind. A dim vision of winning one of those two 
wives to aid him came before him continually, and continually 
slid away. The wife who had lived on the hill w^as no longer 
there. If he could find her again, he might grasp some 
thread of a project, and work his way to more clearness. 

And this morning he had succeeded. He was quite certain 
now where this wife lived, and as he walked, bent a little 
under his burden of yarn, yet keeping the green and white 
figure in sight, his mind was dwelling upon her and her cir* 
ouinstanoes as feeble eyes dwell on linos and colors, trying to 
interpret them into consistent significance. 

Tessa had to pass through various long streets without 
seeing any other sign of the Carnival than unusual groups of 
the country people in their best garments, and that disposi- 
tion in everybody to chat and loiter which marks the early 
hours of a holiday, before the spectacle has begun. Pres- 
ently, in her disappointed search for remarkable objects, her 
eyes fell on a man with a pedler's basket before him, who 
seemed to be selling nothing but little red crosses to all the 
passengers. A little red cross would be pretty to hang up 
over her bed ; it would also help to keep off harm, and would 
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perliaps make Niiina stronger. Tessa went to the other side 
of the street that she might ask the pedler the price of the 
crosses, fearing that they would cost a little too much for her 
to spare from her purchase of sweets. The pecller’s back had 
been turned to\vai*ds her liitherto, but when she came near 
him she recognized an old acquaintance of the Mercato, 
Bratti Ferravecchi, and, accustomed to feel that she was to 
avoid old acquaintances, she turned away again and passed 
to the other side of the street. But Brattice eye was too well 
practised in looking out at the comer after possible customers, 
for her movement to have escaped him, and she was presently 
arrested by a tap on the arm from one of the red crosses. 

“ Young woman, said Bratti, as she unwillingly turned her 
head, ‘‘you come from some castello a good way off, it seems to 
me, else you’d never think of walking about, this blessed Carni- 
val, without a red cross in your hand. Santa Madonna I Four 
white quatiriui is a small price to pay for your soul — prices 
rise in purgatory, let me tell you.” 

Oh, I should like one,” said Tessa, hastily, “but I couldn’t 
spare four white quattrini.” 

Bratti had at first regarded Tessa too abstractedly as a mere 
customer to look at her with any scrutiny, but when she 
began to speak he exclaimed, “By the head of San Giovanni, 
it must bo the little Tessa, and looking as fresh as a ripe 
apple ! What ! you've done none the worse, then, for running 
away from father Nofri ? You were in the right of it, for he 
goes on crutches now, and a crabbed fellow with cnitches is 
dangerous ; he can reach across the house and beat a woman 
as he sits.” 

“ Tm married,” said Tessa, rather demurely, remembering 
Naldo’s command that she should behave with gravity; “and 
my husband takes great care of me.” 

“Ah, then, j-ou’ve fallen on your feet! Nofri said you 
were good-for-notliing vermin ; but what then ? An ass may 
bray a good while before he shakes the stars down. I alway? 
said you did well to run away, and it isn’t often Bratti’s inth€ 
wrong. Well, and so you’ve got a husband and plenty ol 
money. Then you’ll never think much of giving four white 
quattrini for a red cross. I get no profit ; but what with the 
famine and the new religion, all other merchandise is gone 
down. You live in the country where the chestnuts are plenty, 
eh ? You've never wanted for polenta, I can see.” 

“ No, I’ve never wanted anything,’' said Tessa, still on hei 
guard. 
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^^Then y^u can afford to buy a cross. I got a Padre to bless 
them, and you get blessing and all for four quattrinh It 
isn’t for the profit ; I hai’illy get a danaro by the whole lot. 
But then they’re holy wares, and it’s getting harder and 
harder work to see your way to Paradise ; the very Carnival is 
like Holy Week, and the least you can do to keep the Devil 
from getting the upper hand is to buy a cross. God guard 
you ! think what the Devil’s tooth is ! You’ve seen him bit- 
ing the man in San Giovanni, I should hope ? ” 

Tessa felt much teased and frightened. “ Oh, Bratti,’’ she 
said, with a discomposed face, “ I want to buy a great many 
confetti : I’ve got little Lillo and Niiina at home. And nice 
colored sweet things cost a great deal. And they will not like 
the cross so well, though I know it would be good to have it.” 

“Come, then,” said Bratti, fond of laying up a store of 
merits by imagining possible extortions and then heroically 
renouncing them, “ since you’re an old acquaintance, you shall 
have it for two quattrini. It’s making you a present of the 
cross, to say nothing of the blessing.” 

Tessa was reaching out her two quattrini with trembling 
hesitation, when Bratti said abruptly, “ Stop a bit ! Where do 
you live ? ’’ 

“ Oh, a long way off,” she answered, almost automatically, 
being pre-occupied with her quattrini ; “beyond San Ambrogio, 
in the Via Piccola, at the top of the house where the wood is 
stacked below.” 

“ Very good,” said Bratti, in a patronizing tone ; “then I’ll 
let you have the cross on trust, and call for the money. So 
you live inside the gates ? Well, well, I shall be passing.” 

“No, no!” said Tessa, frightened lest Naldo should be 
angry at this revival of an old acquaintance. “ I can spai*e 
the money. Take it now.” 

“ No,” said Bratti, resolutely ; “ I’m not a hard-hearted ped- 
ler. I’ll call and see if you’ve got any rags, and you shall 
make a bargain. See, here’s the cross : and there’s Pippo’s 
shop not far behind you : you can go and fill your basket, and 
1 must go and get mine empty. Addio, piccina.^^ 

Bratti went on his way, and Tessa, stimulated to change 
her money into confetti before further accident, went into 
Pippo’s shop, a little fluttered by the thought that she had 
let Bratti know more about her than her husband would ap- 
prove. There were certainly more dangers in coming to see 
the Carnival than in staying at homej and she would have 
felt this more strongly if she had known that the wicked old 
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man, who had wanted to kill her husband on the hill, was still 
keeping her in sight. But she had not noticed tKe man \Yith 
the burden on his back. 

The consciousness of having a small basketful of tiling'^ to 
make the children glad, dispersed her anxiety, and as slie 
entered the Via de' Libvaj her face had its usual expression ot 
childlike content. And now she thought there was realh ,i 
procession coming, for she saw white robes and a banner, ana 
her heart began to palpitate with expectation. She 'it()0(l a 
little aside, but in that narrow street there was the pleasim 
of being obliged to look ^eiy close. The banner was preth 
it was the Holy Mother with the Babe, whose love lor hVi 
Tessa had believed in more and more since she had had hei 
babies; and the figuies in white had not only green ivreaths 
on their heads, but little red crosses by their side, i\liich 
caused her some satisfaction that she also had her red ciobs* 
Cei-tainly, they looked as beautiful as f lie angels on the cloud'., 
and to Tessa's mind they too had a background of cloud, like 
everything else that came to her in life. How and whence 
did they come ? Rhe did not mind much about kiiovring 
But one thing surprised her as newer than wreaths ami 
crosses; it was that some of the white figures carried basketh 
between them. What could the baskets be for ? 

But now fliey were very near, and, to her astonishment, 
they wheeled aside and came straight up to her. Bhe tiem- 
bled as she would have done if St. ^Michael in the picture had 
shaken his head at her, and was conscious of nothing but ter- 
rified wonder till she saw close to her a round boyish face, 
lower than her own, and heard a treble voice say’ing, ‘^Sister, 
you carry the Anathema about 3’ou, Yield it up to the 
blessed Gesii. and He will adorn you with the gems of Hih 
grace." 

Tessa was only more frightened, understanding nothing. 
Her first conjecture settled on her basket of sweets. Thev 
wanted that, these alarming augel«^. Oh, dear, dear! She 
looked down at it. 

‘'No, si^ster.*’ said a taller j'outh, pointing to her necklace 
and tlxe clasp of her belt, '‘it is those vanities that are the 
Anathema. Take off that necklace and unclasp that belt, that 
they may be burned in the holy Bonfire of Vanities, and save 
yon from burning.” 

“ It IS the truth, my si.ster,'^ said a still taller youth, evi- 
dently the archangel of this band. "Listen to these voices 
speaking the di\ine message. You alnwly carry a red cioss. 
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let that be your only adornment. Yield up your necklace and 
belt) and you shall obtain grace.’’ 

This was too much. Tessa, overcome with awe, dared not 
say “ no,” but she was equally unable to render up her be- 
loved necklace and clasp. Her pouting lips were quivering, 
the tears rushed to her eyes, and a great drop fell. For a 
moment she ceased to see anything ; she felt nothing but con- 
fused terror and misery. Suddenly a gentle hand was laid on 
her arm, and a soft, wonderful voice, as if the Holy Madonna 
were speaking, said, “ Do not be afraid j no one shall hann 
you.” 

Tessa looked up and saw a lady in black, with a young 
heavenly face and loving hazel eyes. She had never seen any 
one like this lady before, and under other circumstances might 
have had awestruck thoughts about her ; but now everything 
else was overcome by the sense that loving protection was 
near her. The tears only fell the faster, relieving her swell- 
ing heart, as she looked up at the heavenly face, and, putting 
her hand to her necklace, said sobbingly, — 

“ I can’t give them to be burnt. My husband — he bought 
them for me — and they are so pretty — and Ninna — oh, I 
wish T’d never come ! ” 

“Do not ask her for them,” said Romola, speaking to the 
white-robed boys in a tone of mild authority. “ It answers no 
good end for people to give up such things against their will. 
That is not what Fra Girolamo approves : he would have such 
things given up freely.” 

Madonna Romola’s word was not to be resisted, and the 
white train moved on. They even moved with haste, as if 
some new object had caught their eyes ; and Tessa felt with 
bliss that they were gone, and that her necklace and clasp 
were still with her. 

“ Oh, 1 will go back to the house,” she said, still agitated j 
“I will go nowhere else. But if I should meet them again, 
and you not be there ? ” she added, expecting everything from 
this heavenl}’ lady. 

“Stay a little,” said Romola. “ Come with me under this 
doorway, and we will hide the necklace and clasp, and then 
you will be in no danger.” 

She led Tessa under the archway, and said, “How, can we 
find room for your necklace and belt in your basket ? Ah ! 
your basket is full of crisp things that will break : let us be 
careful, and lay the heavy necklace under them.” 

It was like a change in a dream to Tessa — the escape from 
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nightmare into floating safety and joy — to find herself taken 
care of by this lady, so lovely, and poAverful, and gentle. 
She let Romola unfasten her necklace and clasp, while she 
herself did nothing but lo<»k up at the face that bent over her. 

“They are sweets for Lillo and i^inna/’ she said, as Romola 
carefully lifted up the light parcels in the basket, and placed 
the ornaments below them. 

“Those are your children said Romola, smiling. “And 
you would rather go home to them than see any more of the 
Carnival ? Else you have not far to go to the Piazza de' Sig- 
nori, and there you Avould see the pile for the great bonfire. ” 

“ Xo, oh no ! ” said Tessa, eagerly ; “ I shall never like bon- 
fires again. I will go back.” 

“ You live at some castello, doubtless,” said Romola, not 
waiting for an ansAver. “ Towards Avhich gate do you go ? 

“ ToAvards Por' Santa Croce.” 

“ Come, then,” said Romola, taking her by the hand and 
leading her to the corner of a street nearly opposite. “If you 
go down there,” she said, pausing, “you will soon be in a 
straight road. And 1 must leave you now, because some one 
else expects me. You will not be frightened. Your pretty 
things are quite safe now, Addio.” 

*'Addio, Madonna,” said Tessa, almost in a Avhisper, not 
knowing what else it Avould be right to say ; and in an instant 
the heavenly lady Avas gone. Tessa turned to catch a last 
glimpse, but she only suav the tall gliding figure vanish round 
the projecting stonework. So she Avent on her way in wonder, 
longing to be once more safely housed Avith Mouna Lisa, 
undpsu'ous of carnivals forevermore. 

Raldassarre had kept Tessa in sight till the moment of her 
parting with Romola: then he Avent away with his bundle of 
yarn. It seemed to him that he had discerned a cleAV which 
might guide him if he could only grasp the necessary details 
firmly enough. He had seen the two Avives togetlier, and the 
sight had brought to his conceptiotis that vividness which had 
been wanting before. His power of imagining facts needed to 
be re-enlorced continually by the senses. The tall wife was 
the noble and rightful wife; she had the blood in her that 
would be readily kindled to I’esentment; she would know what 
scholarship was, and hoAv it might lie locked in by the obstruc- 
tions of the stricken body, like a treasure buried by earthquake. 
She could believe him : she would be Inclined to believe him, 
if he proved to her that her husband Avas unfaithful. Women 
cared about that : they Avould take vengeance for that. If this 
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wife of Tito’s loved him, she would have a sense of injury 
which Baldassarre’s mind dwelt on with keen longing, as if it 
would be the strength of another Will added to his own, the 
strength of another mind to form devices. 

Both these wives had been kind to Baldassarre, and their 
acts towards him, being bound up with the very image of them, 
had not vanished from his memory ; yet the thought of their 
pain could not present itself to him as a check. To him it 
seemed that pain was the order of the world for all except the 
hard and base. If any were innocent, if any were noble, where 
could the utmost gladness xie for them ? Where it lay for 
him — in unconquerable hatred and triumphant vengeance. 
But he must be cautious : he must watch this wife in the Via 
de’ Bardi, and learn more of her; for even here frustration 
was possible. There was no power for him now but in 
patience. 


CHAPTER LL 

MONNA BBIGIDA’s CONVEBSIOir. 

When Romola said that some one else expected her, she 
meant her cousin Brigida, but she was far from suspecting how 
much that good kinswoman was in need of her. Returning 
together towards the Piazza, they had descried the company 
of youths coming to a stand before Tessa, and when Romola, 
having approached near enough to see the simple little conta» 
dina’s distress, said, “ Wait for me a moment, cousin,” Monna 
Brigida said hastily. “ Ah, I will not go on : come for me to 
Boni’s shop, — I shall go back there.” 

The truth was, Monna Brigida had a consciousness on the 
one hand of certain vanities ” carried on her person, and on 
the other of a growing alarm lest the Piagnoni should be right 
in holding that rouge, and false hair, and pearl embroidery, 
endamaged the soul. Their serious view of things filled the 
air like an odor ; nothing seemed to have exactly the same 
flavor as it used to have ; and there was the dear child Romola, 
in her youth and beauty, leading a life that was uncomfortably 
suggestive of rigorous demands on woman. A widow at fifty* 
five whose satisfaction has been largely drawn from what she 
thinks of her own person, and what she believes others think 
of it, requires a great fund of imagination to keep her spirits 
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buoyant* And Monna Brigida had begun to have frequent 
straggles at her toilet. If her soul would prosper better with- 
out them, was it really worth while to put on the rouge and 
the bi*aids ? But when she lifted up the hand-mirror and saw 
a sallow face with baggy cheeks, and crows*-feet that were not 
to be dissimulated by any simpering of the lips — when she 
parted her gray hair, and let it lie in simple Piagiione fashion 
round her face, her coiirage failed. Monna Berta would 
certainly burst out laughing at her, and call her an old hag, 
and as Monna Berta was really only fifty-two, she had a 
superiority which would make the observation cutting. Every 
woman who was not a Piagnone would give a shrug at the 
sight of her, and the men would accost her as if she were their 
grandmother. Whereas, at fifty-five a woman was not so very 
old — she only required making up a little. So the rouge and 
the braids and the embroidered berretta went on again, and 
Monna Brigida was satisfied with the acrustomed effect; as 
for her neck, if she covered it up, people might suppose it was 
too old to show. and. on the contrary, with the necklaces round 
it, it looked better than Monna Berta^s. This very day, when 
she was preparing for the Piagnone Carnival, such a struggle 
had occurred, and the conflicting fears and longings which 
caused the struggle, caused her to turn back and seek refuge 
in the druggist ‘s sliop rather than encounter the collectors of 
the Anathema when Romola was not by her side. But Monna 
Biigida was not quite rapid enough in her retreat. She had 
been descried, even before she turned aw'ay. by the white-robed 
bo\s in the rear of those who wheeled round towards Tessa, 
and the willingness with whi(di Tessa w’as given up was. 
perhap.s, slightly due to the fact that part of the troop had 
already accosted a personage carrying more markedly upon 
her the dangerous w’ eight of the Anathema. It happened that 
several of this troop were at the youngest age taken into 
peculiar training ; and a small fellow of ten, his olive wreath 
resting above cherubic cheeks and wide brow’n eyes, his 
imagination really jmsscssed with a hovering awe at existence 
as something in which great consequences impended on being 
good or bad, his longings nevertheless running in the direction 
of mastery and mischief, was tlie first to reach Monna Brigida 
and place himself across her path. She felt angry, and looked 
for an open door, but tliere was not one at hand, and b}' attempt- 
ing to escape now, she would only make things worse. But 
it was not the cherubic-faced j’oung one who first addressed 
her; it was a youth of fifteen, who held one handle of a wide 
basket. 
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“Venerable mother!” he began, “the blessed Jesus com 
mands yon to give up the Anathema which you carry upon 
you. That cap embroidered with pearls, those jewels that 
fasten up your false hair — let them be given up and sold for 
the poor; and cast the hair itself away from you, as a lie 
that is only fit for burning. Doubtless, too, you have other 
jewels under your silk mantle.” 

“ Yes, lady,” said the youtli at tlie other handle, who had 
many of Fra Girolamo’s plirases by heart, “they are to<» 
heavy for you: they are heavier than a millstone, and are 
weighting you for [)ei*dition. Will you adorn yourself with 
the hunger of tlie poor, and be proud to carry God’s curse upon 
your head ? ” 

“ In truth you are old, buona madre,” said the cherubic boy, 
in a sweet soprano. “ Y’ou look very ugly with the red on 
your cheeks and that black glistening hair, and those fine 
things. It is only Satan who can like to see 3'ou. Your 
Angel is sorry. He wants you to rub away the red.” 

The little fellow snatched a soft silk scarf from the basket, 
and held it towards ^Mouiia Brigida, that she might use it as 
her guardian angel desired. Her anger and mortification were 
fast giving way to spiritual alarm. Monna Berta and that 
cloud of witnesses, highly dressed society in general, were not 
looking at her, and she was surrounded by young monitors, 
whose white robes, and wreaths, and red crosses, and dreadful 
candor, had something awful in their unusualness. Her 
Franciscan confessor, Fra Cristoforo, of Banta Croce, was not 
at hand to re-enforce her distrust of Dominican teaching, and 
she was helplessly possessed and shaken b}' a vague sense that 
a supreme warning was come to her. Unvisited by the least 
suggestion of any other course that was open to her, she took 
the scarf that was held out, and rubbed her cheeks, with 
trembling submissiveness. 

“ It is well, madonna,” said the second youth. “ It is a holy 
beginning. And when you have taken those vanities from 
your head, the dew of heavenly gi-ace will descend on it.’* 
The infusion of mischief was getting stronger, and putting his 
hand to one of the jewelled pins that fastened lier braids to 
the berretta he drew it out. The heavy black plait fell down 
over Monna Brigida’s face, and dragged the rest of the head- 
gear forward. It was a new reason for not hesitating: she 
put up her hands hastily, undid the other fastenings, and flung 
down into the basket of doom her beloved crijnson-velvet ber- 
retta, wiHi all its unsurpassed embroidery of seed-pearls, and 
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stood an unrouged woman, with gray hair pushed bar-kward 
from a face where certain deep lines of age had triumphed 
ever embonpoint. 

But the berretta was not allowed to lie in the basket. With 
impish zeal the youngsters lifted it, and held it up pitilessly, 
with the false hair dangling. 

See, venerable mother,^’ said the taller youth, “ what ugly 
lies you have delivered yourself from ! And now you look . 
like the blessed Saint Anna, the mother of the Holy Virgin.” 

Thoughts of going into a convent forthwith, and never 
showing herself in the world again, w'ere ru&liing thiough 
Monna Brigida’s mind. There was nothing possible for liei 
but to take care of her soul. Of course, there were spectators 
laughing: she had no need to look round to assure herself of 
that. Well ! it would, perhaps, be better to be forced to think 
more of Paradise. But at the tliouglit that the dear accus- 
tomed world was no longer in her choice, there gatliered some 
of those hard tears which just moisten elderly eyes, and she 
could see but dimly a large rough hand holding a red cross, 
which was suddenly thrust before her over the shoulders ot 
the boys, while a strong guttural voice said, — 

“ Only four quattriiii, madonna, blessing and all ! Buy it. 
You^ll find a comfort in it now your wig’s gone. Deh ! what 
are we sinners doing all our lives ? hfaking soup in a basket, 
and getting nothing but the scum for our storaaclis. Better 
buy a blessing, madonna ! Only four qiiattrini ; the profit is 
not so much as the smell of a danaro, and it goes to the 
poor.’’ 

Monna Brigida, in dim-eyed confusion, was proceeding to 
the further submission of reaching money from her embroidered 
scarsella, at present hidden by her silk mantle, when the group 
round her, which she had not yet entertained the idea of es- 
caping, opened before a figur-e as welcome as an angel loosing 
prison-bolts, 

Eomola, look at me ! ” said Monna Brigida, in a piteous 
tone, putting out both her hands. 

The white troop was already moving away, with a slight 
consciousness that its zeal about the headgear had been super- 
abundant enough to afford a dispensation from any further 
demand for penitential offerings. 

‘‘Dear cousin, don’t be distressed,” said Rotuola, smitten 
with pity, yet hardly able to help smiling at the sudden 
apparition of her kinswoman in a genuine, natural guise, 
strangely contrasted with all memories of her. She took the 
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fclack drapery from her own head, and threw it over Monna 
Brigida’s. “There,” she went on soothingly, “no one will 
remark you now. We will turn down the Via del Palagio and 
go straight to our house/' 

They hastened away, Monna Brigida grasping Eomola's 
hand tightly, as if to get a stronger assurance of her being 
actually there. 

“ Ah, my Romola, my dear child ! ” said the short fat woman, 
hurrying with frequent steps to keep pace with the majestic 
young figure beside her ; “ what an old scarecrow I am ! I 
must be good — 1 mean to be good ! ” 

“ Yes, yes ; buy a cross ! ” said the guttural voice, while the 
rough hand was thrust once more before Monna Brigida : for 
Bratti was not to be abashed by Romola’s presence into re- 
nouncing a probable customer, and Lad quietly followed up 
their retreat. “ Only four quattrini, blessing and all — and if 
there was any profit, it would all go to the poor,” 

Monna Brigida would have been compelled to pause, even if 
she had been in a less submissive mood. She put up one hand 
deprecatingly to arrest Romola's remonstrance, and with the 
other reached out a grosso, worth many white quattrini, saying, 
in an entreating tone, — 

“ Take it, good man, and begone.” 

“ You’re in the right, madonna,” said Bratti, taking the coin 
quickly, and thrusting the cross into her hand ; “I'll not offer 
3’^ou change, for I might as well rob you of a mass. What ! 
we must all be scorched a little, but you'll come off the easier ; 
better fall from the window than the roof. A good Easter and 
a good year to you ! ” 

“ Well, Romola,” cried Monna Brigida, pathetically, as 
Bratti left them, “ if I'm to be a Piagnone it's no matter how 
Hook!” 

“ Dear cousin,” said Romola, smiling at her affectionately, 
“ you don't know how much better you look than you ever did 
before. I see now how good-natured your face is, like your- 
self. That red and finery seemed to thrust themselves forward 
and hide expression. Ask our Piero or any other painter if 
he would not rather paint your portrait now than before. I 
think all lines of the human face have something either touch- 
ing or grand, unless they seem to come from low passions. 
How fine old men are, like my godfather ! Why should not 
old women look grand and simple ? ” 

“ Yes, when one gets to be sixty, my Romola,” said Brigida, 
relapsing a little \ “ but I'm only ^ty-five, and Monna Bertsi) 
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and everybody — but it’s no use : I will be good, like you. 
Your mother, if she’d been alive, would have been as old as I 
am ; we were cousins together. One must either die or get old. 
But it doesn’t matter about being old, if one’s a Piagnone.” 


CHAPTER LIL 

A PBOPHETESS. 

The incidents of that Carnival day seemed to Romola to carry 
no other personal consequences to her than the new care of 
supporting poor cousin Brigida in hei* fluctuating resignation 
to age and gray hairs ; but they introduced a Lenten time in 
which she was kept at a high pitch of mental excitement and 
active effort. 

Bernardo del Nero had been elected Gonfaloniere. By great 
exertions the Medicean party had so far triumphed, and that 
triumph had deepened Romola’s presentiment of some secretly 
prepared scheme likely to ripen either into success or befcra}al 
during these two months of her godfather’s authority. Every 
morning the dim daybreak as it peered into her room seemed 
to be that haunting fear coming back to her. Every morning 
the fear went with her as she passed through the streets on 
her way to the early sermon in the Duomo : but there she 
gradually lost the sense of its chill presence, as men lose the 
dread of death in the clash of battle. 

In the Duomo she felt herself sharing in a passionate con- 
flict which had wider relations than any enclosed within the 
walls of Florence. For Savonarola was preaching preaching 
the last course of Lenten sermons he was ever allowed to finish 
in the Duomo : he knew that excommunication was imminent, 
and he had reached the point of defying it. He held up the 
condition of the Church in the terrible mirror of his un flinch 
ing speech, which called things by their right names and dealt 
in no polite periphrases ; he proclaimed with heightening con- 
fidence the advent of renovation — of a moment when there 
would be a general revolt against corruption. As to his own 
destiny, he seemed to have a double and alternating prevision: 
sometimes lie saw liimself taking a glorious part in that re- 
volt, sending forth a voice that would be heard through all 
Christendom, and making the dead body of the Church tremble 
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into new life, as the body of Lazarus trembled when the 
Divine voice pierced the sepulchre ; sometimes he saw no 
prospect for himself but persecution and martyrdom : — this 
life for him was only a vigil, and only after death would come 
the dawn. 

The position was one which must have had its impressive- 
ness for all minds that were not of the dullest order, even if 
they were inclined, as Macchiavelli was, to interpret the 
Frate’s character by a key that presupposed no loftiness. To 
Eoniola, whose kindred ardor gave her a firm belief lu Savon- 
arola’s genuine greatness of purpose, the crisis was as stirring 
as if it hud been paii: of her personal lot. It blent itself as 
an exalting memory with all her daily labors ; and those labors 
were calling not only for difficult perseverance, but for new 
courage. Famine had never yet taken its flight from Florence, 
and ^1 distress, by its long continuance, was getting harder 
to bear ; disease was spreading in the crowded city, and the 
Plague was expected. As Romola walked, often in weariness, 
among the sick, the hungry, and the murmuring, she felt 
it good to be inspired by something more than her pity — by 
the belief in a heroism struggling for sublime ends, towards 
which the daily action of her pity could only tend feebly, as 
the dews that freshen the weedy ground to-day tend to pre- 
pare an unseen harvest in the years to come. 

But that mighty music which stirred her in the Duomo Avas 
not without its jarring notes. Since those first days of glow- 
ing hope when the Frate, seeing the near triumph of good in 
the reform of the Republic and the coming of the French 
deliverer, had preached peace, charity, and oblivion of politi- 
cal differences, there had been a marked change of condi- 
tions : political intrigue had been too obstinate to allow of 
the desired oblivion ; the belief in the French deliverer, who 
had turned his back on his high mission, seemed to have 
wrought harm 5 and hostility, both on a petty and on a grand 
scale, was attacking the Prophet with new Aveapons and new 
determination. 

It folio Aved that the spirit of contention and self-vindica- 
tion pierced more and more conspicuously in his sermons; 
that fie Avas urged to meet the popular demands not only by 
increased insistence and detail concerning visions and private 
revelations, but by a tone of defiant confidence against object- 
ors; and from having denounced the desire for the miracu- 
lous, and declared that miracles had no relation to true faith, 
he bad come to assert that at the right moment the Divine 
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power would attest the truth of his prophetic preaching by a 
miracle. And continually, in the rapid transitions of excited 
feeling, as the vision of triumphant good receded behind the 
actual predominance of evil, the threats of coming vengeance 
against vicious tyrants and corrupt priests gathered some 
impetus from personal exasperation, as well as from indig- 
nant zeal. 

In the career of a great public orator who yields himself to 
the inspiration of the moment, that conflict of selfish and un- 
selfish emotion which in most men is hidden in the chambci 
of the soul, is brought into terrible evidence : the language ot 
the inner voices is written out in letters of fire. 

But if the tones of exasperation jarred on Romola, there 
was often another member of Fra Girolamo’s audience to 
whom they were the only thrilling tones, like the vibration of 
deep bass notes to the deaf. Baldassarre had found out tliat 
the wonderful Frate was preaching again, and as often as he 
could, he went to hear the Lenten sermon, that he might 
drink in the threats of a voice which seemed like a power on 
the side of justice. He went the more because he had seen 
that Romola went too ; for he was waiting and watching for 
a time when not only outward circumstances, but his own 
varying mental state, would mark the right moment for seek- 
ing an interview with her. Twice Romola had caught sight 
of his face in the Duomo — once when its dark glance was 
fixed on hers. She wished not to see it again, and yet she 
looked for it, as men look for the re-appearance of a portent. 
But any revelation that might be yet to come about this old 
man was a subordinate fear now : it referred, she thought, 
only to the past, and her anxiety was almost absorbed by the 
present. 

Yet the stirring Lent passed by ; April, the second and 
final month of her godfather's supreme authority, was near 
its close; and nothing had occurred to fulfil her presentiment. 
In the public mind, too, there had been fears, and rumors 
had spread from Rome of a menacing activity on the part of 
Piero de/ Medici ; but in a few days the suspected Bernardo 
would go out of power. 

Romola was trying to gather some courage from the review 
of her futile fears, when on the twenty -seventh, as she was 
walking out on her usual errands of mercy in the afternoon, 
she was met by a messenger from Camilla Rucellai, chief 
among the feminine seers of Florence, desiring her presence 
forthwith on matters of the highest moment. Romola, who 
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slirank with unconquerable repulsion from the shrill volubility 
of those illuminated women, and bad just now a special 
repugnance towards Camilla because of a report that she had 
announced revelations hostile to Bernardo del Nero, was at 
first inclined to send back a fiat refusal. Camilla’s message 
might refer to public affairs, and Eomola’s immediate 
prompting was to close her ears against knowledge that 
might only make her mental burden heavier. But it had be- 
come so thoroughly her habit to reject her impulsive choice, 
and to obey passively the guidance of outward claims, that, 
reproving herself for allowing her presentiments to make her 
cowardly and selfish, she ended hy compliance, and went 
straight to Camilla. 

She found the nervous, gray-haired woman in a chamber 
arranged as much as possible like a convent cell. The thin 
fingers clutching Romola as she sat, and the eager voice 
addressing her at fii'st in a loud whisper, caused her a 
physical shrinking that made it difficult for her to keep her 
seat. 

Camilla had a vision to communicate — a vision in which 
it had been revealed to her by Bomola’s Angel, that Homola 
knew certain secrets concerning her godfather, Bernardo del 
Nero, which, if disclosed, might save the Eepublic from peril. 
Camilla’s voice rose louder and higher as she narrated her 
vision, and ended by exhorting Romola to obey the command 
of her Angel, and separate herself from the enemy of God. 

Romola’s impetuosity was that of a massive nature, and, 
except in moments when she was deeply stirred, her manner 
was calm and self-controlled. She had a constitutional disgust 
for the shallow excitability of women like Camilla, whose 
faculties seemed all wrought up into fantasies, leaving nothing 
for emotion and thought. The exhortation was not yet ended 
when she started up and attempted to wrench her arm from 
Camilla’s tightening grasp. It was of no use. The prophetess 
kept her hold like a crab, and, only incited to more eager 
exhortation by Romola’s resistance, was carried beyond her 
own intention into a shrill statement of other visions which 
were to corroborate this, Christ himself had appeared to her 
and ordered her to send his commands to certain citizens in 
office that they should throw Bernardo del Nero from the 
window of the Palazzo Vecchio. Fra Girolamo himself knew 
of it, and had not dared this time to say that the vi&ion was 
cot of Divine authority. 

‘‘And since then,” said Camilla, in her excited treble, 
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straining upward with wild eyes towards Romola's face, the 
Blessed Infant has come to me and laid a wafer of sweetness 
on my tongue in token of his pleasure that I had done his 
will.” 

Let me go ! ” said Romola, in a deep voice of anger. 
“ God grant you are mad ! else you are detestably wicked ! 

The violence of her effort to bo free was too strong for 
Camilla now. She wrenched away her arm and rushed out ol 
the room, not pausing till she had hurriedly gone fur along 
the street, and found herself close to the church of the Badia. 
She had but to pass behind the curtain under the old stone arch, 
and she would find a sanctuary shut in from the noise and 
hurry of the street, \\ here all objects and all uses suggested 
the thought of an eternal peace subsisting in the midst of 
turmoil. 

She turned in, and sinking down on the step of the altar in 
front of Filippino Lippi’s serene Virgin appearing to St. 
Bernard, she waited in hope that the inward tumult which 
agitated her would by and by subside. 

The thought which pressed on her the most acutely was 
that Camilla could allege Savonarola’.s countenance of hci 
wicked folly. Romola did not for a moment believe that he 
had sanctioned the throwing of Bernardo del Nero from tli^* 
window as a Divine suggestion ; she felt certain that there 
was falsehood or mistake in that allegation, Savonarola 
had become more and moi*e severe in his views of resistance 
to malcontents ; but the ideas of strict law and order weic 
fundamental to all Lis political teaching. Still, since he 
knew the possibly fatal effects of visions like Camilla's, since 
he had a marked distrust of such spirit-seeing women, and 
kept aloof from them as much as possible, why, with hi^ 
readiness to denounce wrong from the pulpit, did he not 
publicly denounce these pretended revelations which brought 
new darkness instead of light acros.s the conception of a 
Supreme Will ? W'liy ? The answer came with painful 
clearness : he was fettered inwardly b}’ the consciousness that 
such revelations were not, in their basis, distinctly separable 
from his own visions ; he was fettered outwardly by the fore- 
seen consequence of raising a cry against himself even among 
members of Lis own party, as one who would suppress all 
Divine iiispivution of which he himself was not the vehicle — 
he or his confidential and supplementary seer of visions, Fra 
Salvestro. 

Romola, kneeling with buried face on the altar step, was 
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enduring one of those siokeniug moments, when the enthu- 
siasm which had come to her as the only energy strong 
enough to make life worthy, seemed to be inevitably bound up 
with vain dreams and wilful eye-shutting. Her mind rushed 
back with a new attraction towards the strong worldly sense, 
the dignified prudence, the untheoretic virtues of her god- 
father, who was to be treated as a sort of Agag, because he 
held that a more restricted form of government was better 
than the Great Council, and because he would not pretend to 
forget old tics to the banished family. 

But with this last thought rose the presentiment of some 
plot to restore the Medici ; and then again she felt that the 
popular party was half justified in its fierce suspicion. Again 
she felt that to keep the Government of Florence pure, and 
to keep out a vicious rule, was a sacred cause ; the Frate was 
right there, and had carried her urideretanding irrevocably 
witli him. But at this moment the assent of her understand- 
ing went alone; it was given unwillingly. Her heart was re- 
coiling from a right allied to so much narrowness; a right 
apparently entailing that hard sj-^stematic judgment of men 
which measures them by assents and denials quite superficial 
to the manhood within them. Her affection and respect were 
clinging with new tenacity to her ^dfather and with him to 
those memories of her father which were in the same opposi- 
tion to the division of men into sheep and goats by the easy 
mark of some political or religious s^mibol. 

After all has been said that can be said about the widening 
influence of ideas, it remains true that they would hardly be 
such strong agents unless they were taken in a solvent of 
feeling. The great world-struggle of developing thought is 
continually foreshadowed in the struggle of the affections, 
seeking a justification for love and hope. 

If Romola’s intellect had been less capable of discerning 
the complexities in human things, all the early loving associa- 
tions of her life would have forbidden her to accept implicitly 
the denunciatory exclusiveness of Savonarola. She had 
simply felt that his mind had suggested deeper and more 
efticacious truth to her than an}" other, and the large breathing- 
room she found in this grand view of human duties had made 
her patient towards that part of his teaching which she could 
not absorb, so long as its practical effect came into collision 
with no strong force in her. But now a sudden insurrection 
of feeling had brought about that collision. Her indignation, 
once roused by Camilla’s visions^ could not paifse there, but 
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ra» like an illuminating fire over all the kindred facts >11 
Savonarola's teaching, and for the moment she felt what 
true in the scornful sarcasms she heard continually tiling 
against him, more keenly than she felt what was false. 

But it was an illumination that made all life look ghastlv 
to her. Where were the beings to whom she could cling, 
with whom she could work and endure, with the belief that 
she was working for the right ? On the side from which 
moral energy came lay a fanaticism from which she 
shrinking with newly startled repulsion ; on the side to 
which she was drawn by affection and memory, there was the 
presentiment of some secret plotting, which her judgment 
told her would not be unfairly called crime. And still bur* 
mounting every other thought was the dread inspired b} 
Tito's hints, lest that presentiment should be converted into 
knowledge, in such a way that she would be torn by irrecon- 
cilable claims. 

Calmness would not come even on the altar-steps ; it would 
not come from looking at the serene picture where the saint, 
writing in the rocky solitude, was being visited by faces with 
celestial peace in them. Romola was in the hard press of 
human difficulties, and that rocky solitude was too far off 
She rose from her knees that she might hasten to her sick 
people in the courtyard, and by some immediate beneficent 
action, revive that sense of worth in life which at this mo- 
ment was unfed by any wider faith. But when she turneil 
round, she found herself face to face with a man who A\as 
standing only two yards off her. The man was Baldassarre. 


CHAPTER LIIL 

ON SAN MINIATO. 

WOULD speak with you,*' said Baldassarre, as Romola 
looked at him in silent expectation. It was plain that he had 
followed her, and had been waiting for her. She was going at 
last to know the secret about him. 

‘^Yes,” she said, with the same sort of submission that she 
might have shown under an imposed penance. “But you 
wish to go where no one can bear us ? " 

Where he will not come upon us," said Baldassarre, turn- 
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ing and glancing behind him timidly. ** Out — in the air — 
away from the streets.’^ 

“I sometimes go to San Miniato at this hour,” said Romola. 
you like, I will go now, and you can follow me. It is 
far, but we can be solitary there.” 

He nodded assent, and Homola set out. To some women it 
might have seemed an alarming risk to go to a comparatively 
solitary spot with a man who had some of the outward signs 
of that madness which Tito attributed to him. But Romola 
was not given to personal fears, and she was glad of the dis- 
tance that interposed some delay before another blow fell on 
her. The afternoon w'as far advanced, and the sun was already 
low in the west, when she paused on some rough ground in 
the shadow of the cypress-trunks, and looked round for Bal- 
dassarre. He was not far olf, but when lie reached her, he was 
glad to sink down on an edge of stony earth. His thick- 
set frame had no longer the sturdy vigor which belonged 
to it when he tirst appeared with the rope round him in 
the Duomo ; and under the transient tremor caused by the 
exertion of walking up the hill, his eyes seemed to have a 
more helpless vagueness. 

“ The hill is steep,” said Romola, with compassionate gentle- 
ness, seating herself by him. “ And I fear you have been 
w'eakened by want ? ” 

He turned his head and fixed his eyes on her in silence, 
unable, now the moment of speech Avas come, to seize the 
words that would convey the thought he wanted to utter: 
and she remained as motionless as she could, lest he should 
suppose her impatient. He looked like nothing higher than 
a common-bred, neglected old man ; but she was used now to 
be very near to such people, and to think a great deal about 
their troubles. Gradually his glance gathered a more definite 
expression, and at last he said with abrupt emphasis, — 

“ Ah ! you would have been my daughter ! ” 

The swift fiush came in Bomola’s face and went back again 
as swiftly, leaving her Aviih white lips a little apart, like a 
marble image of horror. For her mind, the revelation was 
made. She divined the facts that lay behind that single word, 
and in the first moment there could be no check to the im- 
pulsive belief which sprang from her keen experience of 
Titovs nature. The sensitive response of her face was a 
stimulus to Baldassarre; for the first time his words had 
wrought their right eifect. He Avent on with gathering eager* 
ness and firmness, laying his hand on her arm. 
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You are a woman of proud blood — is it not true ? You 
go to hear the preacher ; you hate baseness — baseness that 
smiles and triumphs. You hate ^our husband ?” 

Oh, (Sod ! were you really his father ? ” said Romola, in 
a low voice, too entirely possessed by the images of the past 
to take any note of Baldassarre’s question. Or was it as 
he said ? Did you take him when he w'as little ? 

Adi, you believe me, — you know what he is ! said Bal- 
dassarre, exultingly, tightening the pressure on her am, as if 
the contact gave him power. ‘‘You will help me ? ” 

Yes,*’ said Romola, not interpreting the words as he 
meant them. She laid her palm gently on the rough hand 
that grasped her arm, and the tears came to her eyes as she 
looked at him. “Oh, it is piteous! Tell me — you were a 
great scholar ; you taught him. Iloto is it ? *' 

She broke off. Tito's allegation of this man’s madness hud 
come across her ; and where were the signs even of past re- 
finement? But she had the self-command not to move her 
hand. She .sat perfectly still, waiting to listen with new 
caution. 

It is gone ! — it is all gone I ” said Raldassarre ; “ and they 
would not believe me, because he lied, and said I was mad ; 
and they had me dragged to jjrison. And F am old — my 
mind will not come back. And the world is against me.'’ 

He iiaused a moment, and his eyes sank as if he wen* 
under a w^ave of despondency. Then he looked up at her 
again, and said 'wdth renewed eagerness, — 

But i/ou are not against me. He made you love him, and 
he has been false to you; and you hate him. Yes, he made 
me love him : he was beautiful and gentle, and I was a lonely 
man. I took him when they 'were beating him. He slept in 
my bosom when he was little, and I w^atched him as lie grew, 
and gave him all my knowledge, and everything that was 
mine I meant to be his. I had many things ; money, and 
books, and gems. He had my gems — he sold them ; and he 
left me in slavery. He never came to seek me, and when I 
came back poor and in misery, he denied me. He said I was 
a madman.” 

^‘lie told us his father was dead — wa.s drowned,” said 
Romola, faintly. “ Surely he must have believed it then. 
Oh ! he could not have been so base theii f ” 

A vision had risen of what Tito was to her in those first 
days when she thought no more of wro!ig in him than a child 
thinks of poison in Sowers. The yearning regret that lay m 
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that meinory brought some relief from the tensiou of horror. 
With one great sob the tears rushed forth. 

<‘Ah, you are young, and the tears come easily,” said 
Baldassarre, with some impatience. “But tears are no goodj 
they only put out the fire within, and it is the fire that works. 
Tears will hinder us. Listen to me.” 

Romola turned towards him with a slight start. Again the 
possibility of his mildness had darted through her mind, and 
checked the rush of belief. If, after all, this man were only 
a mad assassin? But her deep belief in this story still lay 
behind, and it was more in s^^npathy than in fear that she 
avoided the risk of paining him by any show of doubt. 

“ Tell me,” she said, as gently as she could, “ how did you 
lose your memory — your scholarship.” 

“I was ill. I can’t tell how long — it was a blank. I re- 
member nothing, only at last I was sitting in the sun among 
the stones, and everything else was darkness. And SI0WI3", 
and by degrees, I felt something besides that ; a longing for 
something — I did not know what — that never came. And 
when I was in the ship on the waters I began to know what I 
longed for : it was for the Boy to come back — it was to find 
all iny thoughts again, for 1 was locked aw<ay outside them 
all. And I am outside now. I feel nothing but a wall and 
darkness.” 

Baldassarre had become dreamy again, and sank into 
silence, resting his head between his hands; and again 
Romola's belief in him had submerged all cautioning doubts. 
The pity with which she dwelt on his words seemed like the 
revival of an old pang. Had she not daily seen how her 
father missed Dino and the future he had dreamed of in that 
son ? 

“It all came back once,” Baldassarre went on presently. 
“ 1 was master of everything. I saw all the world again, and 
my gems, and iny books ; and I thought I had him in my 
power, and I went to expose him where — where the lights 
were and the trees ; and he lied again, and said I was mad, 
and they dragged me away to prison. . . . Wickedness is 
strong; and he wears armor.” 

The fierceness had flamed up again. He spoke with his 
former intensity, and again he grasped Romola’s arm. 

“But you will help me? He fias been false to you too. 
He has another wife, and she has children. He makes her 
believe he is her husband, and she is a foolish, helpless thing, 
I will show you where she lives.” 
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The first shock that passed through Komola was visibly one 
of anger. The woman’s sense of indignity was inevitably 
foremost. Baldassarre instinctively felt her in sympathy 
with him. 

You hate him,” he went on. Is it not true ? There is 
no love between you ; I know that. I know women can hate j 
and you have proud blood. You hate falseness, and you can 
love revenge.” 

Romola sat paralyzed by the shock of conflicting feelings. 
She was not conscious of the grasp that was bruising her 
tender arm. 

“ You shall contrive it,” said Baldassarre, presently, in an 
eager whisper. “ I have learned by heart that you are his 
rightful wife. You are a noble woman. You go to hear the 
preacher of vengeance ; you will help justice. But you will 
think for me. My mind goes — everything goes sometimes — 
all but the fire. The fire is God; it is justice; it will not 
die. You believe that — is it not true? If they will not 
hang him for robbing me, you will take away his armor — you 
will make him go without it, and I 'will stab him. I have a 
knife, and my arm is still strong enough.” 

He put his hand under his tunic, and reached out the hid- 
den knife, feeling the edge abstractedly, as if he needed the 
sensation to keep alive his ideas. 

It seemed to Romola as if every fresh hour of her life 
were to become more difficult than the last. Her judgment 
was too vigorous and rapid for her to fall into the mistake of 
using futile deprecatory words to a man in Baldassarre’s 
state of mind. She chose not to answer his last speech. She 
would win time for his excitement to allay itself by asking 
something else that she cared to know. She spoke rather 
tremulously, — 

“ You say she is foolish and helpless — that other wife — 
and believes him to be her real husband. Perhaps he is : 
perhaps he married her before he married me.” 

cannot tell,” said Baldassarre, pausing in that action of 
feeling the knife, and looking bewihlered. I can remember 
no more. I only know where she lives. You shall see her. 
I will take you ; but not now,” he added hurriedly, “ he may 
be there. The night is coming on.” 

“ It is true,” said Romola, starting up with a sudden con- 
sciousness that the sun had set and the hills were darkening} 
“ but you will come and take me — when ? ” 

“ In the morning,” said Bal(la^ssa^^e, dreaming that she, too, 
'svauted to hurry to her vengeance. 
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Come to me, then, where you came to me to-day, in the 
church. I will be there at ten : and if you are not there, I 
will go again towards mid-day. Can you remember ? ” 

Mid-day,’' said Baldassarre — only mid-day. The same 
place, and mid-day. And, after that,” he added, rising and 
grasping her arm again with his left hand, while he held the 
knife in his right ; “ we will have our revenge. He shall feel 
the sharp edge of justice. The world is against me, but you 
will help me.” 

would help you in other ways,” said Romola, making a 
first, timid effort to dispel his illusion about her. “1 fear 
you are in want ; you have to labor, and get little. I should 
like to bring you comforts, and make you feel again that there 
is some one who cares for you.” 

“ Talk no more about that,” said Baldassarre, fiercely. “ I 
will have nothing else. Help me to wring one drop of ven- 
geance on this side of the grave. I have nothing but my 
knife. It is sharp; but there is a moment after the thrust 
when men see the face of death, — and it shall be my face 
that he will see.” 

He loosed his hold, and sank down again in a sitting 
posture. Komola felt helpless : she must defer all intentions 
till the morrow. 

“ Mid-day, then,” she said, in a distinct voice. 

Yes,” he answered, with an air of exhaustion. Go ; I 
will rest here.” 

She hastened away. Turning at the last spot whence ho 
was likely to be in sight, she saw him seated still. 


CHAPTER LIV. 

THE EVENING AND THE MORNING. 

Romola had a purpose in her mind as she was hastening 
away ; a purpose which had been growing through the after- 
noon hours like a side-stream, rising higher and higher along 
with the main current. It was less a resolve than a necessity 
of her feeling. Heedless of the darkening streets, and not 
caring to call for Maso’s slow escort, she hurried across the 
bridge where the river showed itself black before the distant 
dying red, and took the most direct way to the Old Palace, 
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She might encounter her husband there. 2 To matter. Slif^ 
could not weigh probabilities; she must discharge her heait. 
She did not know what she passed in the pillared court or up 
the wide stairs ; she only knew that she asked an usher for 
the Gonfaloniere, giving her name, and bogging to be shown 
into a private room. 

She was not left long alone with the frescoed figures and 
the newly lit tapers. Soon the door opened, and Bernardo 
del Nero entered, still carrying his white head erect above hi*- 
silk lucco. 

Bomola, my child, what is this ? he said in a tone of 
anxious surprise as he closed the door. 

She had uncovered her head and went towards him without 
speaking. He laid his hand on her shoulder, and held her a 
little way from him that he might see her better. Her fane 
was haggard from fatigue and long agitation, her hair had 
rolled down in disorder ; but there was an excitement in her 
eyes that seemed to have triumphed over the bodily coii- 
Bcioiisuess. 

*•’ What lias he done ? ” said Bernardo, abruptly. Tell mo 
everything, child ; throw away pride. I am your father.'’ 

“ it is not about myself — nothing about myself,’’ said 
Romola, hastil}". “Dearest godfather, it is about you. I 
have heard things — some I cannot tell you. But you are in 
danger in the jjalace; you are in danger everywhere. Tlioro 
are fanatical men who would harm you, and — and there are 
traittirs. Trust nobody. If you trust, you will be betrayed." 

Bernardo smiled. 

“ Have 3'ou worked yourself up into this agitation, my poor 
child,” he said, raising his hand to her head and patting it 
gcntlv, “ to tell such old truth as that to an old man like 
me ? ’’ 

“Oh no, no! they are not old truths that I mean,” said 
Romola, pressing her clasped hands painfully together, as if 
that action w'ould help her to suppress what must not be told. 
“They are fresh things that I know, but cannot tell. Dearest 
godfather, you know I am not foolish. I would not come to 
you without reason. Is it tc»o late to warn 3'ou against any 
one, everi/ one who seems to be working on your side ? Is it 
too late to say, Go to your villa and keep away in the country 
when these three more da^'S of office are over ’ ? Oh, God i 
perhaps it is too late ! and if any harm comes to you, it will 
be as if I had done it !” 

The last w’ords liad burst from Romola involuntarily, a 
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loDg-stifled feeling had found spasmodic utterance. But she 
Aerself was startled and arrested. 

I mean,” she added, hesitatingly, I know nothing posi- 
tive. I only know what tills me with fears,” 

Poor child ! ” said Bernardo, looking at her with quiet 
penetration for a moment or two. Then he said : “ Go, 
Romola — go home and rest. These fears may be only big 
ugly shadows of something verj' little and harmless. Even 
traitors must see their interest in betraying 5 the rats will run 
where they smell the cheese, and there is no knowing yet 
which way tho scent will come.” 

He paused, and turned away his eyes from her with an air 
of abstraction, till, with a slow shrug, he added, — 

“ As for warnings, they are of no use to me, child. I enter 
into no plots, but I never forsake my colors. If I march 
abreast with obstinate men, who will rubli on guns and pikes, 
I must share the consequences. Let us say no more about 
that. I have not many years left at the bottom of my sack 
for them to rob me of. Go, child; go home and rest.” 

He put his hand on her head again caressingly, and she could 
not help clinging to his arm, and pressing her brow against 
his shoulder. Her godfather^s caress seemed the last thing 
that was left to her out of that 3 ouug filial life, which now 
looked so happy to her even in its troubles, for they were 
troubles untainted by anything hateful. 

Is silence best, my Bomola ? ” said the old man. 

Yes, now; but I cannot tell whether it alwa^'s will be,” 
she answered, hesitatingly, raising her head with an appealing 
look. 

Well, you have a father’s ear while 1 am above ground” 
— he lifted the black drapery and folded it round her head, 
adding, — ^^and a father’s home; remember that.” Then 
opening the door, he said : There, hasten away. You are 
like a black ghost ; yoxx will be safe enough.” 

When Romola fell asleep that night, she slept deep. Agi- 
tation had reached its limits ; she must gather strength before 
she could suffer more ; and, in spite of rigid habit, she slept 
on far beyond sunrise. 

When she awoke, it was to the sound of guns. Piero de’ 
Medici, with thirteen hundred men at his back, was before 
the g«ate that looks towards Rome. 

So much Romola learned from Maso, with many circum- 
stantial additions of dubious ^[uality. A countryman had 
come in and alarmed the Signoria before it was light, else the 
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city would have been taken by surprise. His master was not 
in the house, having been summoned to the Palazzo long ago. 
She sent out the old man again, that he might gather news, 
while she went up to the loggia from time to time to try and 
discern any signs of the dreaded entrance having been made, 
or of its having been effectively repelled. Maso brought her 
word that the great Piazza Avas full of armed men, and that 
many of the chief citizens suspected as friends of the !Mediri 
had been summoned to the palace and detained there. Some 
of the people seemed not to mind Avhether Piero got in or not, 
and some said the Signoria itself had invited him ; but how- 
ever that might be, they were giving him an ugly welcome ; 
and the soldiers from Pisa Avere coming against him. 

Tn her memory of those morning hours, there AA^ere not 
many things that Romola could distinguish as actual external 
experiences standing markedly out aboA'e the tumultuous 
waves of retrospect and anticipation. She knew’ that she had 
really walked to the Badia by the appointed time in sjute of 
street alarms ; she knew that she had Avaited there in vain. 
And the scene she had aa itiiessed when she came out of tlie 
church, and stood watching on the step.s Avhile the doors Avere 
being closed behind her for the afternoon interval, ahvji^s 
came back to her like a i*einembered w'aking. 

There was a change in the faces and tones of the people, 
armed and unarmed, who AA’ere pausing or hurrying along the 
streets. The guns were firing again, but the sound only pro- 
A’^oked laughter. She soon knew the cause of the change. 
Piero de* Medici and his horsemen had tuined their backs on 
Plorence, and were galloping as fast as they could along the 
Siena road. She learned this from a substantial shopkeeping 
Piagnone, Avho had not yet laid down his pike. 

“It is true,” he ended, Avith a certain bitterness in his 
emphasis. “ Piero is gone, but there are those left behind 
who were in the secret of his coining — Ave all know that ; 
and if the new Signoria does its duty we shall soon knoAv 
who they are,” 

The words darted through Romola like a sharp spasm ; but 
the eAril they foreshadoAved was not yet close upon her, and as 
she entered her home again, her most pressing anxiety Avas 
the possibility that she had lost sight for a long ■while of 
Bald^sarre. 
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CHAPTER LV. 

waiting. 

The lengthening sunny days went on without bringing 
either what Romola most desired or what she most dreaded. 
They brought no sign from Baldassarre, and, in spite of spe- 
cial watch on the part of the Government, no revelation of the 
suspected conspiracy. But they brought other things which 
touched her closely, and bridged the phantom-crowded space 
of anxiety with active sympathy in immediate trial. They 
brought the spreading Plague and the Excommunication of 
Savonarola. 

Both these events tended to arrest her incipient alienation 
from the Prate, and to rivet again her attachment to the man 
who had opened to her the new life of duty, and who seemed 
now to be worsted in the fight for principle against profligacy. 
For Romola could not carry from day to day into the abodes 
of pestilence and misery the sublime excitement of a 
gladness that, since such anguish existed, she too existed 
to make some of the anguish less bitter, without remember- 
ing that she owed this transcendent moral life to Fra 
Girolamo. She could not witness the silencing and excommu- 
nication of a man whose distinction from the great mass of 
the clergy lay, not in any heretical belief, not in his supersti- 
tions, but in the energy with which he sought to make the 
Christian life a reality, without feeling herself drawn strongly 
to his side. 

Far on in the hot days of June the Excommunication, for 
some w'eeks arrived from Rome, was solemnly published in the 
Duomo. Romola went to Avitness the scene, that the resist- 
ance it inspii*ed might invigorate that sympathy with Savon- 
arola which was one source of her strength. It was in 
memorable contrast with the scene she had been accustomed 
to Avitness there. 

Instead of upturned citizen-faces filling the vast area under 
the morning light, the youngest rising amphitheatre-wise 
towards the walls, and making a garland of hope around the 
memories of age — instead of the mighty voice thrilling all 
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hearts with the sense of great things, visible and invisible, to 
be struggled for — there were the bare walls at evening in ado 
more sombre by the glimmer of tapers ; there was the black 
and gray flock of monks and secular clergy with bent, unev- 
pectant faces ; tliere was the occasional tinkling of little boil', 
in the pauses of a monotonous voice reading a sentence which 
had already been long hanging up in the churclies ; and at last 
there was the extinction of the tapers, and the slow, shuffling 
tread of monkisii feet departing in the dim silence. 

ErOinola’s ai'dor on the side of the Frate w^as doubly strength- 
ened by the gleeful triumph she saw in hard and coarse fanob, 
and by the fear-stricken confusion in the faces and speech of 
many among his strongly attached friends. The question whfio 
the duty of obedience ends, and the duty of resistance begins, 
could ill no case be an easy one ; but it was made overwhelm- 
iiigly difficult by the belief that the Church was — not a com- 
promise of parties to secure a more or less approximate justice 
in the a]jpropriiitioii of funds, but — a living organism, instinct 
with Divine power to bless and to curse. To most of the piouf* 
Florentines, who had hitherto felt no doubt in their adherence 
to the Frate, that belief in the Divine potency of the Church 
was not an embraced opinion, it was aii inalienable impics- 
sion, like the concavity of the blue firmament; and the bold- 
n(*ss of Savonarola's written arguments that the Excoimiiuni- 
eation uub unjust, and that, being unjust, it was not valid 
only made them tremble the more, as a defiance ca.st at a 
mystic image, against whose subtle immeasurable pow'er there 
was neither weapon nor defence. 

But Itomola, whose mind had not been allowed to draw its 
early iiouri&hnient from the traditional associations of the 
Chriatiiin community in which her fatlier had lived a life 
apait, telt her relation to the Church only through Savonarola; 
his moral force had been the only authority to which she had 
bowed ; and in his excommunication she only saw the menace 
of hostile vice : on one side she saw a man whose life was de- 
voted to the ends of public virtue and spiritual purity, and on 
the other the assault of alarmed selfishness, headed by a lust- 
liil, greedy, lying, and murderous old man, once called Kodrigo 
Borgia, and now lifted to the pinnacle of infamy as Pope 
Alexander the Sixth. The finer sliades of fact which soften 
the edge of such antitheses are not apt to be seen except by 
neutrals, who are not distressed to discern some folly in 
maityrs and some judiciousness in the men ■who burnt them. 

But Komola required a strength that neutrality could not 
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give; and this Excommunication, which simplified and en- 
nobled the resistant position of Savonarola by bringing into 
prominence its wider relations, seemed to come to her like a 
rescue from the threatening isolation of criticism and doubt 
The Frate was now withdi^awn from that smaller antagonism 
against Florentine enemies into which he continually fell in 
the unchecked excitement of the pulpit, and presented him- 
self simply as appealing to the Cliristiaii world against a 
vicious exercise of ecclesiastical power. He was a standard- 
bearer leaping into the breach. Life never seems so clear and 
easy as when the heart is beating faster at the sight of some 
generous self-risking deed. We feel no doubt then what is 
the highest prize the soul can w'in 5 vre almost believe in our 
own power to attain it. By a new current of such enthusi- 
asm Romolawas helped through these difficult summer days. 
She had ventured on no w'ords to Tito that A\ould apprise him 
of her late interview with Baldassarre, and the revelation he 
had made to her. What would such agitating, difficult words 
win from him ? Ko admission of the truth ; nothing, proba- 
bly, but a cool sarcasm about her sympathy with his assassin. 
Baldassarre was evidently helpless: the thing to be feared 
was, not that he should injure Tito, but that Tito, coining 
upon his traces, should carry out some new scheme for ridding 
himself of the injured man who was a haunting dread to him. 
Itomola felt that she could do nothing decisive until she had 
seen Baldassarre again, and learned the full truth about that 
“other wife'' — learned whether she were the wife to whom 
Tito was first bound. 

The possibilities about that other wife, which involved the 
worst wound to her liereditary pride, mingled themselves as a 
iiewl}’ embittering suspicion with the earliest memories ol her 
illusory love, eating away the lingering associations of ten- 
derness with the past image of her husbaiul ; and her irresist- 
ible belief in the rest of Baldassarre's revelation made her 
shrink from Tito with a horror which would perhaps have 
urged some passionate speech in spite of her&eli if he had 
not been more than usually absent from home. Like many 
of the wealthier citizens in tliat time of pestilence, he spent 
the intervals of business chiefly in the country : the agreeable 
Meleina was w^elcome at many villas, and since Rojiiola had 
refused to leave the city, he had no need to provide a country 
residence of his own. 

But at last, in the later days of July, the alleviation of 
those public troubles which had absorbed her activity and 
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much of her thought, left Eomola to a less counteracted sense 
of her personal lot. The Plague had almost disappeared, ana 
the position of Savonarola was made move hopeful by a favoi- 
able magistracy, who were writing urgent vindicatory letters 
to Rome on his behalf, entreating the withdrawal of the Ex- 
communication. 

Eomola’s healthy and vigorous frame was undergoing the 
re-action of languor inevitable after continuous excitement and 
over-exertion; but her mental restlessness would not allow 
her to remain at home without peremptory occupation, except 
during the sultry hours. In the cool of the morning and even- 
ing she walked out constantly, varying her direction as much 
as possible, with the vague hope that if Baldassarre were still 
alive she might encounter him. Perhaps some illness had 
brought a new paralysis of memory, and he had forgotten 
where she lived — forgotten even her existence. That was 
her most sanguine explanation of his non-appearance. The 
explanation she felt to be most probable was, t^t he had died 
of the Plague. 


CHAPTEE LVI. 

THE OTHER WIFE. 

The morning warmth was already beginning to be rathei 
oppressive to Eomola, when, after a walk along by the walls 
on her way from San Marco, she turned towards the intersect- 
ing streets again at the gate of Santa Croce. 

The Borgo La Groce was so still, that she listened to her 
own footsteps on the pavement in the sunny silence, until, on 
approaching a bend in the street, she saw, a few yards before 
her, a little child not more than three years old, with no other 
clothing than his white shirt, pause from a waddling run and 
look around him. In the first moment of coming nearer she 
could only see his back — a boy's back, square and sturdy, with 
a cloud of reddish brown curls above it ; but in the next he 
turned towards her, and she could see his dark eyes wide with 
tears, and his lower lip pushed up and trembling, while his 
fat brown fists clutched his shirt helplessly. The glimpse of 
a tall black figure sending a shadow over liim brought his be- 
wildered fear to a climax, and a loud crying sob sent the big 
tears rolling. 
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Bomola, with the ready maternal instinct which was one 
hidden scarce of her passionate tenderness, instantly uncov- 
ered her head, and, stooping down on the pavement, put her 
arms round him, and her cheeks against his, while she spoke 
to him in caressing tones. At first his sobs were only the 
louder, but he made no effort to get away, and presently the 
outburst ceased with that strange abruptness which belongs to 
childish joys and griels : his face lost its distortion, and was 
fixed in an open-mouthed gaze at Komola. 

“ You have lost yourself, little one,’' she said, kissing him. 
‘‘ Hever mind I we will find the house again. Perhaps mamma 
will meet us.’' 

She divined that he had made his escape at a moment when 
the mother’s eyes were turned away from him, and thought it 
likely that he would soon be followed. 

“ Oh, what a heavy, heavy boy ! ” she said, trying to lift 
him, “1 cannot carry you. Come, then, you must toddle 
back by my side.’' 

The parted lips remained motionless in awed silence, and 
one brown fist still clutched the shirt with as much tenacity 
as ever ; but the other yielded itself quite willingly to the 
wonderful white hand, strong but soft. 

“ You have sl mamma ? ” said Eoinola, as the}’ set out, look- 
ing down at the boy with a certain yearning. But he was 
mute, A girl under tliose circumstances might perhaps have 
chirped abundantly ; not so this square-shouldered little man 
with the big cloud of curls. 

He was awake to the first sign of his whereabout, however. 
At the turning by the front of San Anibrogio he dragged Eo- 
mola towards it, looking up at her. 

“ Ah, that is the way home, is it ? she said, smiling at 
him. He only thrust his head forward and pulled, as an 
admonition that they should go faster. 

There was still another turning that he had a decided 
opinion about, and then Eomola found herself in a short sti*eet 
leading to open garden ground. It was in front of a Louse at 
the end of this street that the little fellow paused, pulling 
her towards some stone stairs. He had evidently no wish for 
her to loose his hand, and she would not have been willing to 
leave him without being sure that she was delivering him to 
his friends. They jnounted the stairs, seeing but dimly in 
that sudden withdrawal from the sunlight, till, at the final 
landing-place, an extra stream of light came from an open 
doorway. Passing through a small lobby, they came to an* 
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other open door, and there Eomola paused. Her approach 
had not been heard. 

On a low chair at the farther end of the room opposite the 
light, sat Tessa, with one hand on the edge of the cradle, 
and her head hanging a little on one side, fast asleep. Kear 
one of the windows, with her back turned towards the dooi, 
sat Monna Lisa at her work of preparing salad, in deaf un- 
consciousness. There was only an instant lor Eomola’s eye^ 
to take in that still scene ; for Lillo snatched his hand av ay 
from her and ran up to his mother’s side, not making any 
direct effort to wake her, but only leaning his head back 
against her arm, and surveying Komola seriously from that 
distance. 

As Lillo pushed against lier, Tessa opened her eyes, and 
looked up in bewilderment; but her glance had no sooner 
rested on the figure at the opposite dooruay than she staited 
up, blushed deeply, and began to tremble a little, neitlier 
speaking nor moving forward. 

“Ah! we have seen each other before,” said Romola, smil- 
ing, and coming forward. “I am glad it was i/oiir little hoj. 
He was crying in the street ; 1 suppose he had run away. So 
we w^alked together a little way, and then he knew where he 
w^as, and brought me here. But }0U had not missed him? 
Thai is well, else- you would have been f lightened.” 

The shock of finding tliat Lillo had run a^^ay overcame 
every other feeling in Tessa for the inoiuent. Her color cut 
again, and, seizing Lillo’s arm, she ran with him to Vienna 
Lisa, saving, with a half sob. loud in the old w'oman’s ear, — 

“ Oh, Lisa, you are wicked ! Why \\ dl } ou Flaiid with your 
back to the door ? Lillo ran away ever so far into the street.’’ 

“Holy Mother said ilonna Lisa, in her meek, thick tone, 
letting the spoon fall from her hancLs. “Where were you, 
then ? I thought 3^0 u were there, and had 3*0111* 03 e on him.*’ 

“But yon kn 010 I go to sleep when I am rocking,” said 
Tessa, in pettish remonstrance. 

“Well, ivell, w'e must kcej) the outer door shut, or else tie 
him up,” said Monna Lisa, “ for lie'll be as cunning as Satan 
before long, and that’s the holv truth. But how came lie back, 
then ? ” 

This question roealled Tessa to the consciousness of Ro- 
niola’s presence. Without answering, she turned tow^ardsher, 
blushing and timid again, and Monna Lisa’s e3"es folloivcd her 
movement The old w oinan made a low reverence, and said, — 

“Doubtless the mo.«?t noble Indy brought him back.” Then, 
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advaucing a little nearer to Romolaj she added, "It's mj 
shame for him to have been found with only his shirt on ; but 
he kicked, and wouldn’t have his other clothes on this morn- 
ing, and the mother, j^oor thing, will never hear of liis being 
beaten. But what's an old woman to do without a stick when 
the lad's legs get so strong ? Let your nobleness look at his 
legs.” 

Lillo, conscious that his legs were in question, pulled his 
shirt up a little higher, and looked down at tlieir olive round- 
ness with a dispassionate and curious air. Romola laughed, 
and stooped to give him a caressing shake and a kiss, and this 
action helped the re-assurance that Tessa had already gathered 
from M’ouna Lisa's address to Homola. For when Xaldo had 
been told about the adventure at the Carnival, and Tessa had 
asked him who the heavenly lady that had come just when 
she was wanted, and had vanished so soon, was likely to be 
— whether she could be the Holy Madonna herself ? — he had 
answered, " Xot exactly, luy Tessa ; only one of the saints,” 
and had not chosen to say more. So that in the dream-like com- 
bination of small experience which made up Tessa’s thought, 
Romola had remained confusedly associated with the pictures 
in the churches, and whezi she re-appeared, the grateful remem- 
brance of her protection was slightly tinctured with religious 
awe — not deeply, for Tessa’s dread was chiefly of ugly and 
evil beings. It seemed unlikely that good beings would be 
angry and punish her, as it was the nature of Nofri and the 
devil to do. And now that l^Ionna Lisa had spoken freely 
about Lillo’s legs and Romola had laughed, Tessa was more at 
her ease. 

"Xinua’s in the cradle,” she said. " Sfie^s pretty, too.” 

Romola went to look at the sleeping Xinna, and Monna Lisa^ 
one of the exceptionally meek deaf, who never expect to be 
spoken to, returned to her salad. 

"Ah ! she is waking: she has opened her blue eyes,” said 
Romola. " You must take her up, and I will sit down in this 
chair — may I ? — and nurse Lillo. Come, Lillo ! ” 

She sat down in Tito’s chair, and put out her arms towards 
the lad, whose eyes had followed her. He hesitated: and, 
pointing his small Angers at her with a half-puzzled, half-angiy 
feeling, said, "That's Babbo's chair,” not seeing his way out 
of the difficulty if Babbo came and found Romola in his 
place. 

" But Babbo is not here, and I shall go soon. Come, let me 
nurse you as he does/' said lioiuola, woiideriHg to herself for 
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the first time what sort of Babbo he was whose wife was 
dressed in contadina fashion, but had a certain daintiness about 
her person that indicated idleness and plenty. Lillo consented 
to be lifted up, and, finding tlie lap exceedingly comfortable, 
began to explore her dress and hands, to see if there were any 
ornaments beside the rosary. 

Tessa, who had hitherto been occupied in coaxing Ninna 
out of her waking peevishness, now sat down in her low chair, 
near Eomola’s knee, arranging Ninna's tiny person to advau. 
tage, jealous that the strange lady too seemed to notice the 
boy most, as Kaldo did. 

Lillo was going to be angry with me, because I sat m 
Babbo’s chair,” said Eumola, as she bent forward to kiss 
Ninna^s little foot. Will he come soon and want it ? ” 

“Ah, nol ” said Tessa, “you can sit in it a long I 

shall be sorry when you go. When 3 'ou first came to take 
care of me at the Carnival, I thought it was Avoiiderful j i uu 
came and went away again so fast. And ifaldo said, perlujjb 
you were a saint, and that made me tremble a little, tlioueh 
the saints are very good, 1 know ; and you were good to iiie, 
and now* you have taken care of Lillo. Perhaps }ou will 
always come and take care of me. That was how J^alclo did 
a long while ago-, he came and took care of me when 
fiightened, one San Giovanni. I couldn't think where he 
came from — he was so beautitiil and good. And so are you,” 
ended Tessa, looking up at Konioia with devout admiration. 

“Kaldo is your husband. His eyes are like LilloV* said 
Eomola, looking at the boy’s darkly pencilled eyebrows, un- 
usual at his age, 8 he did not speak interrogatively, but with 
a q^uiet certainty of inference which was necessarily mysterious 
to Tessa. 

Ah ! you know him ! ” she said, pausing a little in wonder. 
“Perhaps you know Xofri and Peretola, and our house on the 
hill, and everything. Yes, like Lillo’s ; but not his hair. 
His hair is dark and long” — she went on, getting rather 
3xcited. “ All 1 if you know it, ecco ! ” 

She had put her hand to a thin red silk cord that hung 
round her neck, and drew from her bosom the tiny old parch- 
ment Bteve, the horn of red coral, and a long dark curl care- 
fully tied at one end and suspended with those mystic treas- 
ures. She held them towards Roinola, away from Ninna’s 
snatching hand. 

“ It is a fresh one. T cut it lately. See how bright it is ! 
she said, laying it against the white background of Romola’ii 
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fingers. **They get dim, and then he lets me cut another 
when his hair is grown \ and I put it with the Breve, because 
sometimes he is away a long while, and then I think it helps 
to take care of me.” 

A slight shiver passed through Homola as the curl was laid 
across her fingers. At Tessa's first mention of her husband 
as having come mysteriously she knew not whence, a possi- 
bility had risen before liomola that made her heart -beat 
faster; for to one who is anxiously in search of a certain 
object the faintest suggestions have a peculiar significance. 
And when the curl was held towards her, it seemed for an 
instant like a mocking phantasm of the lock she herself had 
cut to wind with one of her own five years ago. But she pre- 
served her outward calmness, bent not only on knowing the 
truth, but also on coming to that knowledge in a way that 
would not pain this poor, trusting, ignorant thing, with the 
child's mind in the woman’s body, “ Foolish and helpless : ” 
yes ; so far she corresponded to Baldassarre’s account. 

It is a beautiful curl,” she said, resisting the impulse to 
wntlidraw her hand. Lillo’s curls will be like it, perhaps, 
for his cheek, too, is dark. And you never know where your 
husband goes to when he leaves you ? ” 

^^No,” said Tessa, putting back her treasures out of the 
children’s way. “ But 1 know Messer Sau Michele takes care 
of him, for he gave him a beautiful coat, all made of little 
chains; and if he puts that on, nobody can kill him. And 
perhaps, it ” — Tessa hesitated a little, under a recurrence of 
that original dreamy wonder about Eoniola which had been 
expelled by chatting contact — “if you were a saint, you 
would take care of him, too, because you have taken cave of 
me and Lillo.” 

An agitated flush came over Eomola’s face in the first 
moment of certainty, but she had bent her cheek against 
Lillo’s head. The feeling that leaped out in that flush was 
something like exultation at the thought that the wife’s bur- 
den might be about to slip from her overladen shoulders; 
that this little ignorant creature might prove to be Tito’s law- 
ful wife. A strange exultation for a proud and high-bom 
woman to have been brought to ! But it seemed to Eomola 
as if that were the only issue that w^ould make duty anything 
else for her than an insoluble problem. Yet she was not deaf 
to Tessa’s last appealing words ; she raised her head, and said^ 
in her clearest tones, — 

“ 1 will always take care of you if 1 see you need me. But 
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that beautiful coat ? your husband did not wear it when you 
were first mamed ? Perhaps he used not to be so long away 
from you then ? ” 

‘‘ Aji, yes 1 he was. Much — much longer. So long, T 
thought he would never come back, I used to cry. Oh, lur ! 
I was beaten then ; a long, long while ago at Peretola. whvu' 
we had the goats and mules.^’ 

And how long had you been married before your hushaiKl 
had that chain-coat ? said Romola, her heart beating iastci 
and faster. 

Tessa looked meditative, and began to count on her ringfi^ 
and Romola watched the fingers as if they wouhl tell tli'* 
secret of her destiny. 

“The chestnuts were ripe when we were married/’ s.iid 
Tessa, marking off her thumb and fingers again as she sj)ukc ; 
“and then again they 'were ripe at Ve re tola before he oanu* 
back, and then again, after that, on the hill. And soon tln^ 
soldier.s came, and we heard the trumpets, and th^ii Xahlo 
had the coat.'’ 

“ You had been married more than two y’ears. fn wliich 
church were you married ? ” said Eomola, too entirely 
absorbed by one thought to put any question that was 
direct. Perhaps before the next morning slie might go to her 
godfather and say that she was m»t Tito Meleina’s lawful witf* 
— that the vows which had bound her to strive after an 
impossible union had been made void beforehand. 

Tessa gave a slight start at Romola's new tone of inquiry, 
and looked up at her with a hesitating expression. Hitheito 
she had ^jrattled on without consciousness that she was making 
revelations, any more than 'when she said old things over and 
over again to ^lonua Lisa. 

“Naldo said I 'was never to tell about that/' she said 
doubtfully- “ Do you think he would not be angry if 1 told 
you ? 

“It is right that you should tell me. Tell me everything,'’ 
said Komola, looking at her 'w’ilh mild authority. 

If the impression from Naldo's command had been inurh 
more recent than it was, the constraining effect of Roinola’s 
mysterious authority would have o^elcome it. But the sense 
that she was telling what she had never told before made her 
begin with a lowered voice. 

“Itivas not in a church — it was at the when 

there was a fair, and all the people went overnight to sec the 
Madonna in the ynn/iata, and my^ mother was ill and couldn't 
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go, and I took the bunch of cocoons for her; and then he 
came to me in the church and I heard him say, ‘ Tessa ! ^ 1 
knew him l)ecause he had taken care of me at the San Gio- 
vanni, and then we went into the piazza where the fair was, 
and I had some hetiingo:iSii, for I was hungry and he was very 
good to me 5 and at the end of the piazza there was a holy 
father, and an altar like what they have at the processions 
outside the churches. So he married us, and then Xaldo took 
me back into the churcli and left me ; and I went liome, and 
my mother died, and Nofri began to beat me more, and JTaldo 
never came back. And I used to cry, and once at the Carnival 
I saw him and followed him, and he was angry, and said he 
would come some time, I must wait. So I went and waited ; 
but, oh ! it was a long while before he came ; but he would 
have come if he could, for he was good ; and then lie took me 
away, because I cried and said I could not bear to stay with 
Not ri. And, oh ! I was so glad, and since then I have been 
always hapjiy, for I don^t mind about the goats and mules, 
because I have Lillo and Ninna now; and Naldo is never 
angry, only 1 think he doesn’t love Ninna so well as Lillo, 
and she is pretty,” 

Quite forgetting that she had thought her speech rather 
momentous at the beginning, Tessa fell to devouring Ninna 
with kisses, while Romola sat in silence with absent eyes. 
It was inevitable that in this moment she should think of the 
three beings before her chiefly iu their relation to her own 
lot, and slip war> feeling the chill of disappointment that her 
difficulties were not to be solved by external law. She had 
relaxed her hold of Lillo, and uas leaning her cheek against 
her hand, seeing nothing of the scene around her. Lillo was 
quick in perceiving a change that was not agreeable to him ; 
he had not yet made any return to her caresses, but he 
objected to their withdrawal, and putting up both his brown 
arms to pull her head towards him, he said, “ Play with me 
again ! ” 

Romola, roused from her self-absorption, clasped the lad 
anew^, and looked from him to Tessa, who had now paused 
fj-om her shower of kisses, and seemed to have returned to 
the more placid delight of contemplating the heavenly lady's 
face. That face was undergoing a subtle change, like the 
gradual oncoming of a warmer, softer light. Presently 
Romola took her scissors from her scarsella, and cut off one 
of her long wavy locks, while the three pairs of wide eyes 
followed her movements with kitten-like observation. 
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"I must go away from you now,” she said, "but I will 
leave this lock of bair that it niay remind you of me, because 
if you are ever in trouble 30U can think that perimps God 
will send me to take care of you again. I cannot tell you 
where to find but if I ever know that you want me, i \nll 
come to you. Addio ! ” 

She batl set down Lillo hurriedlj', and held out her hand to 
Tessa, who kissed it with a mixture of awe and sorrow ar 
this parting. Komola's mind was oppressed with thoughts; 
she needed to be alone as soon as possible, but with Ium’ 
habitual care for the least fortunate, she tui ned aside to put 
her hand in a friendly wav on ^lonna Lisa's shoulder and 
make her a farewell sign, before the old woman had finished 
her deep reverence, Komola had disappeared. 

Monna Lisa and Tessa moved tow^ards each other by simul- 
taneous impulses, while the two children stood clingii^& to 
their mother’s skirts as if xhe\", too, felt the atmosphere ot 
awe. 

** Do yovi think she teas a saint ? ” said Tessa, in Lisa's ear, 
showing her the lock, 

Lisa rejected that notion verj' decidedly by a backward 
movement of her fingers, and then stroking the rippled gold, 
said, — 

" She’s a great and noble lad\'. I saw such in my youth.” 

Boinola W’ent home and sat alone through the sultry’ hours 
of that day with the heavy^ certaint}' that her lot was 
unchaugeL She was thrown back again on the conflict 
between the demands of an outward law, which she recognized 
as a widely ramifying obligation, and the demands ot inner 
moral facts wdiich were becoming more and more peremptory. 
She had drunk in deeply the spirit of that teaching by which 
Savonarola liad urged her to return to her place. She felt 
that tlie sanctity attached to all close relations, and, therefore, 
pre-eminently to the closest, wits but the exj*res&ion in out- 
ward law of that result towards which all human goodness 
and nobleness must sj)ontaiieoiisly tend ; that the light aban- 
donment of ties, whether inherited or voluntarj’^, because they 
had ceased to be ]jleasant, was the uprooting of social and 
personal virtue. What else had Tito’s crime towards Baldas- 
saire been but that abandonment working itself out to the 
most hideous extreme of falsity and ingratitude ? 

And the inspiring consciousness breathed into her by 
Savonarola’s influence that her lot was vitally united with 
the general lot had exalted even the minor details of obliga- 
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Son into religion. She was marching with a great armj , she 
was feeling the stress of a common life. Jf victims were 
needed, and it was uncertain on whom the lot might fall, she 
would stand ready to answer to her name. She had stood 
long; she had striven hard to fulfil' the bondr but she had 
seen all the conditions which made the fulfilment possible 
gradually forsaking her. Tlie one effect of her marriage-tie 
seemed to be the stifling predominance over her of a nature 
that she despised. All her efforts at union had only made 
its impossibility more palpable, and the relation had become 
for her simply a degrading servitude. The law' was sacreH. 
Yes, but rebellion might be sacred too. It flashed upon her 
mind that the problem before her was essentially the same as 
that which had lain before Savonarola — the problem where 
the sacredness of obedience ended, and where the sacredness 
of rebellion began. To her, as to him, there had come one of 
those moments in life when the soul must dare to act on its 
own warrant, not only without external law to appeal to, but 
in the face of a law which is not unarmed with Divine light- 
nings — lightnings that may yet fall if the warrant has been 
false. 

Before the sun had gone down she had adopted a resolve. 
She would ask no counsel of her godfather or of Savonarola 
until she had made one determined effort to speak freely with 
Tito, and obtain his consent that she should live apart from 
him. She desired not to leave him clandestinely again, or to 
forsake Elorence. She would tell him that if he ever felt a 
real need of her, she would come back to him. Was not that 
the utmost faithfulness to her bond that could be required of 
her ? A shuddering anticipation came over her that he would 
clothe a refusal iu a sneering suggestion that she should enter 
a convent as the only mode of quitting him that would not be 
scandalous. He knew well that her mind revolted from that 
means of escape, not only because of her own repugnance to 
a narrow rule, but because all the cherished memories of her 
father forbade that she should adopt a mode of life which 
was associated with his deepest griefs and his bitterest dis- 
like. 

Tito had announced his intention of coming home this 
evening. She would wait for him, and say what she had to 
say at once, for it was difficult to get his ear during the day. 
If he had the slightest suspicion that personal words were 
coming, he slipped away with an appearance of unpremedi* 
tated ease. When she sent for Maso to tell him that she 



428 


ROMOLA. 


would wait for his master, she observed that the old man 
looked at her and lingered with a mixture of hesitation and 
wondering anxiety ; but finding that she asked him no ques* 
tion, he slowly turned away. Why should she ask questions? 
Perhaps Maso only knew or guessed something of what she 
knew already. 

It was late before Tito came. Pomola had been pacing up 
and down the long room which had once been the library, 
with the windows open, and a loose white linen robe on 
instead of her usual black garment. She was glad of tliat 
change after the long hours of heat and motionless meditation; 
but the coolness and exercise made her more intensely wake- 
ful, and as she went with the lamp in her hand to open the 
door for Tito, he might well have been stai'tled by the vivid- 
ness of her eyes and the expression of painful resolution, 
which was in contrast Avith her usual self-restrained quiescence 
before him. But it seemed that this excitement was just 
what he expected. 

Ah ! it is you, Eomola. Maso is gone to bed,” he said, in 
a grave, quiet tone, interposing to close the door for her. 
Then, turning round, he said, looking at her more fully than 
he was Avont, “You have heard it all, I see.” 

Eomola quiA'ered. JETethen was inclined to take the initiative. 
He had been to Tessa, She led the way Ihrcugh the nearest 
door, set down her lamp, and turned towards him again. 

“ You must not think despairingly of the consequences,” 
said Tito, in a tone of soothing encouragement, at which 
Eomola stood wondering, until he added, “The accused have 
too many family ties Avith all parties not to escape; and 
Messer Bernardo del Hero has other things in his favor 
besides his age.” 

Eomola started, and gave a cry as if she had been suddenly 
stricken by a sharp weapon, 

“ What ! you did not know it ? ” said Tito, putting his hand 
under her arm that he might lead her to a seat; but she 
seemed to be unaware of his touch. 

“ Tell me,” she said, hastily — “ tell me what it is.” 

“A man, whose name you may forget — Lamberto dell’ 
Antella — who was banished, has been seized within the 
territory : a letter has been found on him of very dangerous 
import to the chief Mediceans, and the scoundrel, who was 
once a faA^orite hound of Piero de’ Medici, is ready now to 
swear what any one pleases against liim or his friends. Soma 
bave made their escape, but fiA^e are now in prison.” 
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My godfather ? ” said Komol% scarcely above a whisper^ 
as Tito made a slight pause. 

'*Tes: I grieve to say it. But along with him there are 
three, at least, whose names have a commanding interest even 
among the popular party — Niccolh Ridolfi, Lorenzo Tornar 
buoni, and Giannozzo Pucci.'^ 

The tide of Komola’s feelings had been violently turned 
into a new channel. In the tumult of that moment there 
could be no check to the words which came as the impulsive 
utterance of her long-accumulating horror. When Tito had 
named the men of whom she felt certain he was the confed- 
erate, she said, with a recoiling gesture and low-toned bitteiv 
ness, — 

“And you — 3'ou are safe ? ” 

^'You are certainly an amiable wife, my Romola,^^ said 
Tito, with the coldest irony. “ Yes 5 I am safe.” 

They turned away from each other in silence. 


CHAPTER LVIL 

WHY TITO WAS SAFB. 

Tito had good reasons for saying that he was safe. In ths 
last three months, during which he had foreseen the discovery 
of the Medicean conspirators as a probable event, he had had 
plenty of time to provide himself with resources. He had 
been strengthening his influence at Rome and at Milan, by 
being the medium of secret information and indirect meas- 
ures against the Fiute and the popular party ; he had culti- 
vated more assiduously than ever the regard of this party, by 
showing subtle evidence that his political convictions were 
entirely on their side ; and all the while, instead of withdraw- 
ing his agency from the Mediceans, he had sought to be more ac- 
tively employed and exclusively trusted by them. It was easy 
to him to keep up this triple game. The principle of duplicity 
admitted by the Mediceans on their own behalf deprived them 
of any standard by which they could measure the trustworthi- 
ness of a colleague who had not, like themselves, hereditaiy 
interests, alliances, and prejudices, which were intensely 
Medicean. In their minds, to deceive the opposite party was 
fair stratagem j to deceive their own pai*ty was a baseness to 
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which they felt no temptation : and, in using Tito’s facile abil 
ity, they were not keenly awake to the fact that the absence 
of traditional attachments which made him a convenient agent 
was also the absence of what among themselves was the chief 
guarantee of mutual honor. Again, the floman and Milane<5e 
friends of tlie aristocratic party, or Arrabbiati, who were the 
bitterest enemies of Savonai'ola, carried on a S 3 ’stem of under- 
hand correspondence and espionage, in which the deepp'.t 
hypocrisy was the best service, and demanded the heaviest 
pay ; so that to suspect an agent because he played a pait 
strongly would have been an absurd want of logic. On the 
other hand, the I'iagnoni of the popular party, who had the 
directness that belongs to energetic conviction, were the more 
inclined to credit Tito ivith sincerity in his political adhe&ioii 
to them, because he affected no religious sympathies. 

By viilue of these conditions, the last three months had 
been a time of flattering success to Tito. The result he most 
eared for was the securing of a future position for himself at 
Home or at Milan ; for he had a growing determination, wliou 
the favorable moment should come, to quit Florence for one of 
those great capitals where life was easier, and the rewards ol 
talent and learning were more splendid. At present, the scale 
dipped in favor of Milan ; and if within the year he could 
render certain services to Duke Ludovico Sforza, he had the 
prospect of a place at the Milanese court ■which outweighed 
the advantages of Koine. 

The revelation of the Medicean conspiracy, then, had been 
a subject of forethought to Tito ; but he had not been able to 
foresee the mode in which it would be brought about. The 
arrest of Lamberto delT Antella with a tell-tale letter on his 
person, and a bitter rancor against the Medici in his heart, 
was an incalculable event. It was not possible, in spite of the 
careful pretexts witli which his agency’’ had been guarded, that 
Tito should escape implication : lie had never expected this in 
case of any wide discovery concerning the ^ledicean plots. 
But his quick mind had soon traced out the course that would 
secure his own safety with the fewest unpleasant concomi- 
tants, It is agreeable to keep a whole skin ; but the skin still 
remains an organ sensitive to the atmosphere. 

His reckoning had not deceived him. That night, before he 
returned home, he had secured the three results for which he 
most cared : he was to be freed from all proceedings against 
him on account of complicity with the Mediceans ; he was to 
retain his secretary-ship for another year, unless he previously 
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resigned it ; and, lastly, the price hy which he had obbained 
these guarantees was to be kept as a State secret. The price 
would have been thought heavy by most men 5 and Tito him* 
self would rather not have paid it. 

He had applied himself first to win the mind of Francesco 
Valor i, who was not only one of the Ten under whom he im«. 
mediately held his secretaryshij), but one of tlie special council 
appointed to investigate the evidence of the plot. Francesco 
Vadori, as we have seen, was the head of the Piagnoni, a man 
with certain fine q^ualities that were not incompatible with 
violent partisanship, with an arrogant temper that alienated 
his friends, nor with bitter personal animosities — one of the 
bitterest being directed against Bernardo del Nero. To him, 
in a brief private interview, after obtaining a pledge of 
secrecy, Tito avowed his own agency for the Mediceans — 
an agency induced by motives about which he was very frank, 
declaring at the same time that he had always believed their 
efforts futile, and that he sincerely preferred" the maintenance 
of the popular government; affected to confide to Valori, as a 
secret, his own personal dislike for Bernardo del Nero ; and, 
after this preparation, came to the important statement that 
there was another Medicean plot, of which, if he obtained 
certain conditions from the government, he could, by a jour- 
ney to Siena and into Romagna, where Piero de^ Medici was 
again trying to gather forces, obtain documentary evidence to 
lay before the council. To this end it was essential that his 
character as a Medicean agent should be unshaken for all 
Mediceans, and hence the fact that he had been a source of 
information to the authorities must be wrapped in profound 
secrecy. Still, some odor of the facta might escape in spite 
of precaution, and before Tito could incur the unpleasant 
consequences of acting against his friends, he must be assured 
of immunity from any prosecution as a Medicean, and from 
deprivation of office for a year to come. 

These propositions did not sound in the ear of Francesco 
Valori precisely as they sound to us. Valori’s mind was not 
intensely bent on the estimation of Tito’s conduct; and it was 
intensely bent on procuring an extreme sentence against the 
five prisoners. There were sure to be immense efforts to save 
them ; and it was to be wished (on public grounds) that the 
evidence against them should be of the strongest, so as to 
alarm all well-affected men at the dangers of clemency. The 
character of legal proceedings at that time implied that evi- 
dence was one of those desirable things which could only be 
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eoine at by foul means. To catch a few people and torture 
them into confessing everybody’s guilt was one step towards 
justice; and it was not always easy to see the next, unless a 
traitor turned up. LLimberto dell’ Autella had been tortured 
in aid of liis previous willingness to tell more than he knew ; 
nevertheless, additional and stronger facts were desirable, 
especially against Bernardo del Nero, who, so far as appeared 
hitherto, liau simply refrained from betraying the late jdt‘t 
after having tried in vain to discourage it; for the welfare oi 
Florcuce demanded that the guilt of Bernardo del Nero should 
be put iu the strongest light. So Francesco Valori zealously 
believed; and perhaps he was not himself aAvare that the 
strength of his zeal was determined by his hatred. He de- 
cided that Tito*3 proposition ought to be accepted, laid it 
before his colleagues without disclosing Tito's name, and uon 
them over to his opinion. Late in the day, Tito was admitted 
to an audience of the Special Council, and produced a deep 
sensation among them by revealing another plot for insuring 
the mastery of Florence to Piero de’ Medici, which was to 
have been carried into execution in the middle of this very 
month of August. Documentary evidence on this subject 
would do more than anything else to make the right course 
clear. He received a cijuimission to start for t^iena by break 
of day’ ; and, besides this, he carried away with him from the 
council cliauiber a written guarantee of his immunity and of 
his retention of office. 

Among the twenty Florentines who bent their grave eyes 
on Tito, as he stood gracefully before them, speaking of 
startling things with easy periphrasis, and with that appar- 
ently unaffected admission of being actuated by motives short 
of the highest, which is often the in tensest affectation, tliere 
were several whose minds were not too entirely pre-occupied 
to pass a new judgment on him in these new circumstances; 
they silently concluded that this ingenious and serviceable 
Greek was in future rather to be used for public needs than 
for private intimacy. Unprincipled men were useful, enabling 
those who had more scruples to keep their hands tolerably 
clean in a world where there was much dirty work to be 
done. Indeed, it was not clear to respectable Florentine 
brains, unless they held the Prate’s extravagant belief in a 
possible purity and loftiness to be striven for on this earth, 
how life was to be carried on in any department without 
human instruments whom it would not be unbecoming to kick 
or to spit upon iii the act of handing them their wages. 
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Some of these very men who passed a tacit judgment on 
Tito were shortly to be engaged in a memorable transaction 
that could by no means have been carried through without the 
use of an unscrupulousness as decided as his ; but, ns their 
own bright poet Fulci had said for them, it was one thing to 
love the fruits of treachery, and another thing to love trait* 
ors, — 

** 11 tradimento a xnolti place assai, 

Ma il traditore a gnun nou piacque mal/’ 

The same society has had a gibbet for the murderer and a 
gibbet for the martyr, an execrating hiss for a dastardly act, 
and as loud a hiss for many a word of generous truthfulness 
or just insight : a mixed condition of things which is the sign, 
not of hopeless confusion, but of struggling order. 

For Tito himself, he was not unaware that he had sunk a 
little in the estimate of the men who had accepted his ser- 
vices. He had that degree of self-contemplation w'hich necessa- 
rily accompanies the habit of acting on well-considered reasons, 
of whatever quality ; and if he could have chosen, he would have 
declined to see himself disapproved by men of the world. He 
had never meant to be disapproved ; he had meant always to con- 
duct himself so ably that if he acted in opposition to the standard 
of other men they should not be aware of it; and the barrier be- 
tween himself and Eomola had been raised by the impossibility 
of such concealment with her. He shrank from condemnatory 
judgments as from a climate to which he could not adapt 
himself. But things were not so plastic in the hands of 
cleverness as could be wished, and events had turned out 
inconveniently. He had really no rancor against Messer 
Bernardo del Nero; he had a personal liking for Lorenzo 
Tomabnoni and Giannozzo Pucci. He had served them very 
ably, and in such a way that if their party bad been winners 
he would have merited high reward ; but was he to relinquish 
all the agreeable fruits of life because theii' party had failed ? 
Ills proffer of a little additional proof against them would 
probably have no influence on their fate ; in fact, he felt con- 
vinced they would escape any extreme consequences ; but if 
he had not given it, his own fortunes, which made a promising 
fabric, would have been utterly mined. And what motive 
could any man really have, except his own interest ? Florem 
tines whose passions were engaged in their petty and precari- 
ous political schemes might have no self-interest separable 
from family pride and tenacity in old hatreds and attach* 
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ments; a modern simpleton who swallowed wLole one of the 
old systems of philosophy, and took the indigestion it occa- 
sioned for the signs of a divine afflux or the voice of an inward 
monitor, might see his interest in a form of self-conceit which 
he called self-rewarding virtue ; fanatics who believed in the 
coming Scourge and lienovation might see their own interest 
in a future palm-branch and white robe : but no man of clear 
intellect allowed his course to be determined by such puerile 
impulses or questionable inward fumes. Did not Pontanus, 
poet and philosopher of unrivalled Latinity, make the lincs>t 
possible oration at Naples to welcome the French king, who 
had come to dethrone the learned orator’s royal friend and 
patron ? and still Pontanus held up his head and prospered. 
Men did not really care about these things, except when their 
personal spleen was touched. It was weakness only that was 
despised; power of any sort carried its immunity; and no 
man, unless hj very rare g:ood fortune, could mount high in 
the world without iucumug a few unpleasant necessities 
which laid him open to enmity, and perhaps to a little hiss- 
ing, when enmity wanted a pretext. 

It was a faint prognostic of that hissing, gathered by Tito 
from certain indications when he was before the council, 
which gave his present conduct the character of an epoch to 
him, and made him dwell on it with argumentative vindication. 
It was not that he was taking a deeper step in wrong-doing, 
for it was not possible that he should feel any tie to the 
Mediceans to be stronger than the tie to his father ; but his 
conduct to his father had been hidden by successful lying: his 
present act did not admit of total concealment — in its very 
nature it was a revelation. And Tito winced under his new 
liability to disesteem. 

Weill a little patience, and in another year, or perhaps in 
half a year, he might turn his back on these Iiard, eager Flor- 
entines, with their futile quarrels and sinking fortunes. His 
brilliant success at Floi'cnce had had some ugly flaws in it ; 
he had fallen in love with the wrong woman, and Paldassarre 
had come back under incalculable circumstances. But as Tito 
galloped with a loose rein towards Siena, he saw a future 
before him in which he would no longer be liaunted by those 
mistakes. He had much money safe out of Florence already : 
he was in the fresh ripeness of eight and twentj' ; he was con- 
scious of well-tried skill. Could he not strip himself of the 
jjast, as of rehearsal clothing, and throw away the old bundle, 
to robe himself for the real scene ? 
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It did not enter into Tito’s meditations on the future, that, 
to issuing from the council chamber and descending the stairs, 
he had brushed against a man whose face he had not stayed 
to recognize in the lamplight. The man was Ser Geccone — 
also willing to serve the State by giving information against 
unsuccessful employers. 


CHAPTER LVIIL 

A FIITAL UNDERSTANDlira. 

Tito soon returned from Siena, but almost immediately set 
out on another journey, from which he did not return till the 
seventeenth of August. Nearly a fortnight had passed since 
the arrest of the accused, and still they were in prison, still 
their fate was uncertain. Romola had felt during this inter- 
val as if all cai*es were suspended for her, other than watching 
the fluctuating probabilities concerning that fate. Sometimes 
they seemed strongly in favor of the prisoners; for the 
chances of effective interest on their behalf were heightened 
by delay, and an indeflnite prospect of delay was opened by 
the reluctance of all persons in authority to incur the odium 
attendant on any decision. On the one side there was a loud 
cry that the Republic was in danger, and that lenity to the 
prisoners would be the signal of attack for all its enemies ; 
on the other, there was a certainty that a sentence of death 
and confiscation of property passed on five citizens of distin- 
guished name, would entail the rancorous hatred of their 
relatives on all who were conspicuously instrumental to such 
a sentence. 

The final judgment properly lay with the Eight, who pre- 
sided over the administration of criminal justice; and the 
sentence depended on a majority of six votes. But the Eight 
shrank from their onerous responsibility, and asked in this 
exceptional case to have it shared by the Signoria ^or the Gon- 
faloniere and the eight Priors). The Signoria in its turn 
shrugged its shoulders, and proposed the appeal to the Great 
Council, For, according to a law passed by the earnest per- 
suasion of Savonarola nearly three years before, whenever a 
citizen was condemned to death by the fatal six votes (called 
the seifave or sU heans^ beans being in more senses thw cue 
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the political pulse of Florence), he had the right of appealing 
from that sentence to the Great Council. ° 

But in this stage of the business, the friends of the accused 
resisted the appeal, determined chiefly by the wish to gam 
delay; and, in fact, strict legality required that seutcnue 
should have been passed prior to the appeal. Their 
ance prevailed, and a middle course was taken ; the sentcufe 
was referred to a large assembly convened on the seventeeiiili, 
consisting of all the higher magistracies, the smaller council 
or Senate of Eighty, and a select number of citizens. 

On this day Romola, with anxiety heightened by the possi- 
bility that before its close her godfather’s fate might be 
decided, had obtained leave to see him for the second time, 
but only in the presence of witnesses. She had returned to 
the Via de’ Bardi in company with her cousin BrigiJa, still 
ignorant whether the council had come to any decisive issue; 
and Monua Brigida had gone out again to await the moment- 
ous news at the house of a friend belonging to one of the 
magistracies, that she might bring back authentic tidings as 
soon as they were to be li^, 

Komola had sunk on the first seat in the bright saloon, too 
much agitated, too sick at heart, to care about her place, or be 
conscious of discordance in the objects that surrounded her. 
She sat with her back to the door, resting her head on her 
hands. It seemed a long while siuee Moniia Brigida liad gone, 
and Komola was expecting her return. But when the door 
opened she knew it was not Moiina Brigida who entered. 

Since she had parted from Tito on that memorable night, 
she had bad no external proof to warrant her belief that he 
had won his safety by treachery ; on the contrary, she had had 
evidence that he was still trusted by the Mediceans, and was 
believed by them to be accomi)li.shing certain errands of theirs 
in Romagna, under cover of fulfilling a commission of the 
government. For the obscurity in which the evidence con- 
cerning the conspirators was shrouded allowed it to be under- 
stood that Tito had escaped any implication. 

But Komola’s suspicion was not to be dissipated : her hor- 
ror of his conduct toward.s Baldassarre projected itself oyer 
every conception of his acts ; it was as if she had seen him 
committing a muider, and had had a diseased impression ever 
after that his hands were covered with fresh blood. 

As she heard his step on the. stone floor, a chill shudder 
passed througb her ; she could not turn round, she could not 
rise to give any greeting. He did not speak, but after an 
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instaat's pause took a seat ou the other side of the table just 
opposite to her. Then she raised her eyes and looked at him 5 
but she was mute. He did not show any irritation, but said, 
coolly, — 

“ This meeting corresponds with our parting, Eomola. But 
I understand that it is a moment of terrible suspense. I am 
come, however, if you will listen to me, to bring you the relief 
of hope.” 

She started, and altered her position, but looked at him 
dubiously. 

“ It will not be unwelcome to you to hear — even though it^ 
is I who tell it — that the council is prorogued till the twenty- 
first. The Eight have been frightened at last into passing a 
sentence of condemnation, but the demand has now been 
on behalf of the condemned for the Appeal to the Great 
Council.” 

Bomola’s face lost its dubious expression ^ she asked 
eagerly,— 

“ And when is it to be made ? ” 

“ It has not yet been granted ; but it viay be granted. The 
Special Council is to meet again on the twenty-first to delib- 
erate whether the Appeal shall be allowed or not. In the 
mean time there is an interval of three days, in which chances 
may occur in favor of the prisoners — in which interest may 
be used on their behalf.” 

Bomola started from her seat. The color had risen to her 
face like a visible thought, and her hands trembled. In that 
moment her feeling towards Tito was forgotten. 

‘‘Possibly,” said Tito, also rising, “your own intention may 
have anticipated what I was going to say. You are thinking 
of the Prate.” 

“I am,” said Bomola, looking at him with surprise. “Has 
he done anything ? Is there anything to tell me ? ” 

“ Only this. It was Messer Francesco Valori’s bitterness 
and violence which chiefly determined the course of things in 
the council to-day. Half the men who gave in their opinion 
against the prisoners were frightened into it, and there are 
numerous friends of Pra Girolamo both in this Special Council 
and out of it who are strongly opposed to the sentence of 
death — Piero Guicciardini, for example, who is one member 
of the Signoria that made the stoutest resistance ; and there 
is Giovan Battista Bidolfi, who, Piagnone as he is, will not 
-ghtly forgive the death of his brother Kiccolb.” 

“ But how can the Appeal be denied,” said Bomola, indigo* 
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nantly, ^‘wlien it is the law — when it was one of the chief 
glories of the popular government to have passed the law ? ’’ 

“ They call this an exceptional case. Of course there avp 
ingenious arguments, but there is much more of loud bluster 
about the danger of the Republic. But> you see, no opposition 
could prevent the assembly from being prorogued, and a certain 
powerful influence rightly applied during the next three days 
might determine the wavering courage of those who desire 
that the Appeal should be granted, and might even gire a 
check to the headlong enmity’ of Francesco Valori. It happens 
^ to have come to my knowledge that the Frate has so far inter- 
fered as to send a message to him in favor of Lorenzo Torna- 
buoni. I know you can sometimes have access to the Frate ; 
it might at all events be worth while to use your privilege 
now.” 

“It is true,” said "Romola. with an air of abstraction. “I 
cannot believe that the Frate w'ould approve denying tLc 
Appeal.” 

“ I heard it said by more than one person in the court of the 
Palazzo, before I came away, that it would be to the everlast- 
ing discredit of Fra Girolamo if he allowed a government 
which is almost entirely made up of his party, to deny the 
Appeal without entering his protest, when he has been boast- 
ing in his books and sermons that it was he who got the law 
passed.^ But between ourselves, with all respect for your 
Frate’s ability, my Romola, he has got into the practice of 
preaching that form of human sacrifices called killing tyrants 
and wicked malcontents, which some of his followers are 
likely to think inconsistent with lenity in the present case.” 

“ I know, I know,” said Romola, with a look and tone of 
pain. “But he is driven into those excesses of speech. It 
used to be different. I v:ill ask for an interview. I cannot 
rest without it. I trust in the greatness of his heart.” 

She was not looking at Tito; her eyes were bent with a 
vague gaze towards the ground, and she had no distinct con- 
sciousness that the words she heard came from her husband. 

“Better lose no time, then,” said Tito, with unmixed suavity’, 

1 The most recent, and in <iomG re<ipecta t)ie best, biographer of .Savonarola, Signor 
Villari. endeavors to show that the Law of Appeal ultimately enacted, being wider 
than tbe law originally contemplated by Savonarola, was a source of bitter annoyanw 
to him, as a coDtrlviince of titc aristocratic purtv for attaching to tbe measures of the 
popular government the Injurious results of license. Uut in taking this view, tbe 
estimable biographer lost sight of tbe fact that, not only in his sermons, but In a 
deliberately prepared book fthe ConipentUum Revolationum) written long after the 
Appeal lia!d become law, Savonarola enumerates among the benefits secured^to 
Florence, *' the Appeal from the Six Votes, advocated by me, for the greater eeeuritt 
tfthe cUizenef 
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moving his cap round in his hands as if he were about to put 
it ou and depart. And now, Romola, you will perhaps be 
able to see, in spite of prejudice, that my wishes go with yours 
in this matter. You will not regard the misfortune of my 
safety as an offence.” 

Something like an electric shock passed through Eomola ; 
it was the full consciousness of her husband’s presence return- 
ing to her. Slie looked at him without speaking. 

“ At least,” he added, in a slightly harder tone, “ you will 
endeavor to base our intercourse ou some other reasonings than 
that because an evil deed is possible, I have done it. Am I 
alone to be beyond the pale of your extensive charity ? ” 

The feeling which had been driven back from Eomola’s lips 
a fortnight before rose again with the gathered force of a tidal 
wave. She spoke with a decision which told him that she 
was careless of consequences. 

It is too late, Tito. There is no killing the suspicion that 
deceit has once begotten. And now I know everything. I 
know who that old man was : he was your father, to whom 
you owe everything — to whom you owe more than if you had 
been his own child. By the side of that, it is a small thing 
that you broke my trust and my father’s- As long as you 
deny the truth about that old man, there is a horror rising 
between us : the law that should make ns one can never be 
obeyed. I too am a human being. I have a soul of my own 
that abhors 3"0 Ut actions. Our union is a pretence — as if a 
perpetual lie could he a sacred marriage.” 

Tito did not answer immediately. When he did speak it 
was with a calculated caution, that was stimulated by alarm. 

And you mean to carry out that independence by quitting 
me, I presume ? ” 

” I desire to quit you,” said Romola, impetuously. 

“ And supposing I do not submit to part with what the law 
gives me some security for retaining ? You will then, of coursq, 

E roclaim your reasons in the ear of all Florence. You will 
ring forward your mad assassin, who is doubtless ready to 
obey your call, and you will tell the world that you believe 
his testimony because he is so rational as to desire to assassi- 
nate me. You will first inform the Signoria that 1 am a 
Medicean conspirator, and then yon will inform the Mediceans 
that I have betrayed them, and in both cases you will offer 
the excellent proof that you believe me capable in general of 
ever^'thing bad. It will cei'tainly be a striking position for a 
wife to sSlopt, And if, on such evidence, you succeed in 
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holding me up to infamy, you will have surpassed all the 
heroines of the Greek drama.’^ 

He paused a moment, but she stood mute. He went on 
with the sense of mastery. 

“ I believe you have no other grievance against me — except 
that 1 have tailed in fulfilling bome lofty indefinite conditions 
on which you gave me your wifely affection, so that, by with, 
drawing it, 3"Ou have gradually reduced me to the caietai 
supply of your Avants as a fair Piagnone of high conditifii 
and liberal charities. I think your success in gibbeting mo is 
not certain. But doubtless you would begin by Avinuiiig the 
ear of Messer Bernardo del "Nero ? ” 

“ Why do I speak of anything ? " cried Romola, in anguish, 
sinking on her chair again. It is hateful in me to be think- 
ing of myself."' 

She did not notice when Tito left the room, or knoAv how 
long it was before the door opened to admit ]\Eonna Brigida 
But in that instant she started up and said, — 

“ Cousin, Ave must go to San Marco directly. I must see 
my confessor. Era Salvestro.” 


CHAPTER LIX. 

PLEADING. 

The morning was in its early brightness when Romola was 
again on her Avay to San Marco, having obtained through 
Fra Sal vest 10, the eA''einng before tiie promise of an interview 
with Era Girolamo in the chapter-house of the eoiiA^ent. The 
rigidit}" with Avhich Savonarola guarded his life from all the 
pretexts of calumny made such intorvicAVs very rare, and 
whenever they were granted, they Avere kept free from any 
appearance of mysteiy. For this reason the hour chosen Avas 
one at Avhich there were likely’ to be other visitors in the 
outer cloisters of San Marco. 

She cbose to pass through the heart of the city that she 
might notice the signs of public feeling. Every loggia, every 
convenient corner of the piazza, every shop that made a 
rendezvous for gossips, Avas a^tir AAith the excitement of 
gratuitous debate ; a languishing trade tending to make 
political discussion all the mote \igorous. It was clear that 
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the parties for and against the death of the conspirators were 
bent on making the fullest use of the three days’ interval in 
order to determine the popular mood. Already handbills 
were in circulation ; some presenting, in large print, the 
alternative of justice on the conspirators or ruin to the 
Republic ; others in equally large print urging the observance 
of the law and the granting of the Appeal, Round these 
jutting islets of black capitals there were lakes of smaller 
characters setting forth arguments less necessary to be read : 
for it was an opinion entertained at that time (in the first 
flush of triumph at the discovery of printing), that there was 
no argument more widely convincing than question-begging 
phrases in large type. 

Roinola, however, cared especially to become acquainted 
with the arguments in smaller type, and, though obliged to 
hasten forward, she looked round anxiouslj" as she went that 
she might miss no opportunity of securing copies. For a 
long way she saw none but such as were in the hands of eager 
readers, or else fixed on the walls, from which in some places 
the sbirri were tearing them down. But at last, passing 
behind San Giovanni with a quickened pace that she might 
avoid the many acquaintances who frequented the piazza, she 
saw Bratti with a stock of handbills which he appeared to be 
exchanging for small coin with the passers-by. She “was too 
familiar wdth the humble life of Florence for Bratti to be any 
stnanger to her, and turning towards him she said, ‘‘Have 
you two soi*ts of handbills, Bratti? Let me have them 
quickly.” 

Two sorts,” said Bratti, separating the wet sheets with a 
slowness that tried Romola’s patience. “There’s ‘Law,’ and 
there’s ‘ J ustiee.’ ” 

“ Which sort do yon sell most of ? ” 

“ ‘Justice ’ — ‘ Justice ’ goes the quickest. — so I raised the 
price, and made it two danari. But then I bethought me the 
‘ Law ’ was good ware too, and had as good a right to be 
charged for as ‘Justice;’ for people set no store by cheap 
things, and if I sold the ‘ Law ’ at one danai*o, 1 should be 
doing it a wrong. And I’m a fair trader. ‘ Law,’ or ‘ Justice/ 
it’s all one to me ; they’re good wares, I got ’em both for 
nothing, and I sell ’em at a fair profit. But you’ll want more 
than one of a sort ? ” 

“No, no; here’s a white quattrino for the two/’ said 
Romola, folding up the bills and hurrying away. 

She was soon in the outer cloisters of San Marco, where 
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Fra Salvestro was awaiting her under the cloister, but did not 
notice the approach of her light step. He was chatting, 
according to his habit, with lay visitors; for under tlie 
auspices of a government friendly to the Frate, the timidity 
about frequenting San Marco, which had followed on the first 
shock of the Excommunication, had been gradually giving 
way. In one of these lay visitors she recognized a well- 
known satellite of Francesco Valori, named Andrea Camhini, 
who was narrating or expounding with emphatic gesticulatinn, 
while Fra Salvestro was listening with that air of trivial 
curiosity which tells that the listener cares very much about 
news and very little about its quality. This characteristic of 
her confessor, which was always repulsive to Romola, was 
made exasperating to her at this moment by the certainty sho 
gathered, from the disjointed words which reached her ear, 
that Cambini was narrating something relative to the fate of 
the conspirators. She chose not to approach the group, but 
as soon as she saw that she had arrested Fra Salvestro’s atten- 
tion, she turned towards the door of the chapter-house, while 
he, making a sign of approval, disappeared within the inner 
cloister. A lay Brother stood ready to open the door of the 
chapter-house for her, and closed it behind her as she entered. 

Once more looked at by those sad frescoed figures which 
had seemed to be mourning with her at the death of her 
brother Dino, it was inevitable that something of that scene 
should come back to her ; but tlie intense occupation of h»»r 
mind with the present made the remembrance less a retrospect 
than an indistinct lecurrence of impressions which blended 
themselves with her agitating fears, as if her actual anxiety 
were a revival of the strong yearning she had once before 
brought to this spot — to be repelled by marble rigidity. She 
gave no space for the remembrance to become moie definite, 
for she at once opened the handbills, thinking she should 
perhaps be able to read them in the interval before Fra 
Girolamo appeared. But by the time she had read to the end 
of the one that recommended the observance of the law, the 
door was opening, and doubling up the papers she stood 
expectant. 

When the Frate had entered she knelt, according to the 
usual practice of those who saw him in private ; but as soon 
as he had uttered a benedictory greeting she rose and stood 
opposite to him at a few yards^ distance. Owing to his seclu- 
sion since he had been excommunicated, it had been an unusu- 
ally long while since she had seen him, and the late months 
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had visibly deepened in bis face the marks of over-taxed 
mental activity and bodily severities ; and yet Eoinola was 
not so conscious of this change as of another^ which was less 
definable. Was it that the expression of serene elevation 
and pure human fellowship which had once moved her was no 
longer present in the same force, or was it that the sense of 
his being divided from her in her feeling about her godfather 
roused the slumbering sources of alienation, and marred her 
own vision ? Perhaps both causes were at work. Our rela- 
tions with our fellow^-men are most often determined by coin- 
cident currents of that sort ; the inexcusable word or deed 
seldom comes until after affection or reverence has been 
already enfeebled by the strain of repeated excuses. 

It was true that Savonarola’s glance at Eomula had some 
of that hardness which is caused by an egotistic prepossession. 
He divined that the interview she had sought was to turn on 
the fate of the conspirators, a subject on which he had already 
had to quell inner voices that might become loud again when 
encouraged from without. Seated in his cell, correcting the 
sheets of his Triumph of the Cross/’ it was easier to repose 
on a resolution of neutrality. 

“ It is a question of moment, doubtless, on which you wished 
to see me, my daughter,” he began, in a tone which was gentle 
rather from self-control than from* immediate inclination. 
“ I know you are not wont to lay stress on small matters.” 

“Father, you know what it is before I tell you,” said 
Romola, forgetting everything else as soon as she began to 
pour forth her plea. “ You know what I am caring for — it 
is for the life of the old man I love best in the world. The 
thought of him has gone together with the thought of my 
father as long as I remember the daylight. That is my war- 
rant for coming to you, even if my coming should have been 
needless. Perhaps it is : perhaps you have already determined 
that your power over the hearts of men shall be used to pre- 
vent them from denying to Florentines a right which you 
yourself lielped to earn for them.” 

“ I meddle not with the functions of the State, my daugh- 
ter,” said Fra Girolamo, strongly disinclined to re-open exter- 
nally a debate which he had already gone through inwardly. 
“ I have preached and labored that Florence should have a 
good government, for a good government is needful to the 
perfecting of the Chnstian life ; but I keep away my hands 
from particular affairs which it is the office of experienced 
citizens to administer,” 
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“ Surely, father ” — Rotnola broke off. She had uttered 
this first word almost impetuously, but she was checked by 
the counter-agitation of feeling herself in an attitude of 
remonstrance towards the man who had been the source of 
guidance and strength to her. In the act of rebelling she 
was bruising her own reverence. 

Savonarola w’as too keen not to divine something of the 
conflict that was arresting her — too noble, deliberately to 
assume in calm speech that self-justifying evasiveness into 
which he w'as often hurried in public by the crowding 
impulses of the orator. 

Say what is in your heart ; speak on, my daughter,’^ he 
said, standing w^ith his arms laid one upon the other, and 
looking at her with quiet expectation. 

“ I was going to say, father, that this matter is surely of 
higher moment than many about which I have heard you 
preach and exhort fervidly. If it belonged to you to urge 
that men condemned for offences against the State should 
have the right to appeal to the Great Council — if — 
Eomola was getting eager again — if you count it a glory 
to have won that right for them, can it less belong to you to 
declare yourself against the right being denied to almost the 
first men who need it ? Surely that touches the Christian 
life more closely than \^4lethe^ you knew beforehand that the 
Dauphin would die, or whether Pisa w'ill be conquered.*' 

There w^as a subtle movement, like a subdued sign of pain, 
in Savonarola’s strong lips, before he began to speak. 

“ My daughter, I speak as it is given me to speak — I am 
not master of the times when I may become the vehicle of 
knowledge beyond the common lights of men. In this case 
I have no illumination beyond what w'i&dom may give to those 
who are charged wnth the safety of the State. As to the law 
of Appeal against the Six Votes, I labored to have it passed 
in order that no Florentine should be subject to loss of life 
and goods through the private hatred of a few who might 
happen to be in power ; but these five men, who have desired 
to overthrow a free government and restore a corrupt tyrant, 
have been condemned with the assent of a large assembly of 
their fellow-citizens. They refused at first to have their cause 
brought before the Great Council, They have lost the right 
to the appeal.” 

“ How can they have lost it ? '* said Eomola. It is the 
right to appeal against condemnation, and they have never 
been condemned till now ; and, forgive me, father, it is private 
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hatred that would deny them the appeal; it is the violence oi 
the few that frightens others; else why was the assembly 
divided again directly after it had seemed to agree ? And if 
anything weighs against the observance of the law, let this 
weigh fo7' it — this, that you used to preach more earnestly 
than all else, that there should be no place given to hatred 
and bloodshed because of these party strifes, so that private 
ill-will should not find its opportunities in public acta. Father^ 
you know that there is private hatred concerned here ; will it 
not dishonor you not to have interposed on the side of mercy^ 
when there are many who hold that it is also the side of law 
and justice ? 

“ Sly daughter,” said Fra Girolamo, with more visible emo- 
tion than before, “there is a mercy which is weakness, and 
even treason against the common good. The safety of Flor- 
ence, wliich means even more than the welfare of Florentines, 
now demands severity, as it once demanded mercy. It is not 
only for a past plot that these men are condemned, but also 
for a plot which has not yet been executed ; and the devices 
that were leading to its execution are not put au end to : the 
tyrant is still gathering his forces in Eomagna, and the ene- 
mies of Florence, who sit in the highest places of Italy, are 
ready to hurl any stone that will crush her.” 

“What plot?” said Bomola, reddening, and trembling 
with alarmed surprise. 

“You carry papers in your hand, I see,” said Fra Girolamo, 
pointing to the handbills. “ One of them will, perhaps, tell 
yon that the government has had new information.” 

Eomola hastily opened the handbill she had not yet read, 
and saw that the government had now positive evidence of a 
second plot, which was to have been carried out in this 
August time. To her mind it was like reading a confirmation 
that Tito had w'on his safety by foul means ; his pretence of 
■wishing that the Frate should exert himself on behalf of the 
condemned only helped the wretched conviction. She crushed 
up the paper in her hand, and, tuvuing to Savonarola, she 
said, with new passion, “Father, what safety can there be for 
Florence when the worst man can always escape ? And,” 
she ■went on, a sudden flash of remembrance coming from the 
thought about l)er husband, “ have not you yourself encour- 
aged this deception which corrupts the life of Florence, by 
wanting more favor to be shown to Lorenzo Tornabuoni, who 
lias worn two faces, and flattered you with a show of aflection, 
when my godfather has always been honest ? Ask all Flor- 
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who of those five mea has the truest heart, and there 
will not be many who will name any other name than Bei- 
nardo del Kero. Yon did interpose with Francesco Valori tor 
the sake of one prisoner : yoa have not then be^^n neutrdl , 
and vou know that your word will be powerful.’' 

do not desire the death of Bernardo/* said Savonarola, 
eoloring deeply. •* It would be enough if he were sent out of 
the city/^ 

^^Then why do you not speak to save an old man of seventy- 
five from dy ing a death of ignominy — to give him at hast 
the fair chances of the law ?" barat out Bomola, the impetu- 
osity of her nature so rou&e«i that she forgot every’ thing buc 
her indignation. It is not that you feel bound to be neutral ; 
else why did you speak for Lorenzo Tornabuoni ? You spoke 
for him became he is more friendly to San Marco ; my god- 
father feigns no friendship. It is not, then, as a Medieean 
that my godfather is to die ; it is as a man vou have no love 

forr 

When Romola paused, with cheeks glo^ving, and with quiv. 
ering lips, there was dead silence. As she saw Fra Girolamo 
standing motionless before her, she seemed to herself to be 
hearing her own w'ords over again: words that in this echo 
of consciousness were in strange, painful dissonance with the 
memories that made part of his presence to her. The moments 
of silence were expanded by gathering compunction and 
doubt. She had committed sacrilege in her passion. And 
even the sense that she could retract nothing of her plea, 
that her mind could not submit itself to Savonarola's negative, 
made it the more needful to her to satisfy those reverential 
memories* Witli a sudden movement towards him she said— 

“ Forgive me, father ; it is pain to me to have spoken thoae 
words — yet I cannot help speaking. 1 am little and feeble 
compared ■with you ; you brought me light and strength* But 
I submitted because I felt the proffered strength — because I 
saw the light. 1 cannot see it. Father, you yourself 

declare that there comes a moment when the soul must have 
no guide but the voice within it, to tell whether the conse- 
crated thing lias sacred virtue. And therefore I must speak.^' 

Havonarola had that readily roused resentment towards 
opposition, hardly separable from a power-loving and power- 
ful nature, accustomed to seek gi’eat ends that cast a reflected 
grandeur on the means by wliieh they are sought. His ser- 
mons have much of that red flame in them. And if he had 
been a meaner man his busoeplibiliiy might have shown itself 
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in irritation at Bo molars accusatory freedom, which was in 
strong contrast with the deference he habitually received 
from his disciples. But at this moment such feelings were 
nullified by that hard struggle which made half the tragedy 
of his life — the struggle of a mind possessed by a never- 
silent hunger after purity and simplicity, yet caught in a 
tangle of egoistic demands, false ideas, and difficult outward 
conditions, that made simplicity impossible. Keenly alive to 
all the suggestions of Eomola's remonstrating words, he was 
rapidly surveying, as he had done before, the courses of action 
that were open to him, and their probable results. But it 
was a question on which arguments could seem decisive only 
in proportion as they were charged with feeling, and he had 
received no impulse that could alter his bias. He looked at 
Boinola, and said, — 

“ You have full pardon for your frankness, my daughter. 
You speak, I know, out of the fulness of your family affec- 
tions. But these affections must give way to the needs of the 
Bepublic. If those men who have a close acquaintance with 
the affairs of the State believe, as 1 understand they do, that 
the public safety requires the extreme punishment of the law 
to tall on the five conspirators, I cannot control their opinion, 
seeing that I stand aloof from such affairs.” 

“ Then you desire that they should die ? You desire that 
the Appeal should be denied them ? ” said Romola, feeling 
anew repelled by a vindication which seemed to her to have 
the nature of a subterfuge. 

“ I have said that I do not desire their death.” 

“Then,” said Eoraola, her indignation rising again, “you 
can be indifferent that Florentines should inflict death 
which you do not desire, when you might have protested 
against it — when you might have helped to hinder it, by 
urging the observance of a law which j-ou held it good to get 
passed. Father, you used not to stand aloof : you used not to 
shrink from piotesting. Do not say you cannot protest where 
the lives of men are concerned ; say rather, you desire their 
death. Say rather, you hold it good for Florence that there 
shall be more blood and more hatred. Will the death of five 
Mediceans i>ut an end to parties in Florence ? Will the death 
of a noble old man like Bernardo del Nero save a city that 
holds such men as Dolfo Spini?” 

“ My daughter, it is enough. The cause of freedom, which 
is the cause of God’s kingdom upon earth, is often most in- 
jured by the enemies who carry within them the power of 
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certain human virtues. The wickedest man is often not the 
most insurmountable obstacle to the triumph of good.’’ 

“ Then why do you say again, that you do not desire iny 
godfather’s death ? ” said Eoinola, in mingled anger and de- 
spair. " Rather, you hold it the more needful he should die 
because he is the better man. I cannot unravel your thoughts, 
father ; I cannot hear the real voice of your judgment and 
conscience.” 

There was a moment’s pause. Then Savonarola said, with 
keener emotion than he had yet shown, — 

‘‘Be thankful, my daughter, if your own soul has been 
spared perplexity ; and judge not those to whom a harder lot 
has been given. You see one ground of action in this matter. 
I see many. I have to choose that which will fuifcher the 
work intrusted to me. The end I seek is one to which minor 
respects must be sacrificed. The death of five men — were 
they less guilty than these — is a light matter weigh'^d 
against the withstanding of the vicious tyrannies which stifle 
the life of Italy, and foster the corruption of the Church ; a 
light matter weighed against the furthering of God's king- 
dom upon earth, the end for which I live and am willing my- 
self to die.” 

Under any other circumstances, Romola would have been 
sensitive to the appeal at the beginning of Savonarola’s 
speech ; but at this moment she was so utterly in antagonism 
with him, that what he called perplexity seemed to her sopli- 
istry and doubleness ; and as he went on, his words only fed 
that flame of indignation, which now again, more fully than 
ever before, lit up the memory of all his mistakes, and made 
her trust in him seem to have been a purblind delusion. She 
spoke almost with bitterness. 

“Do yon, then, know so well what will further the coming 
of God’s kingdom, father, that you will dare to despise the 
plea of merc3‘ — of justice — of faithfulness to your own 
teaching ? Has the French king, then, brought renovation to 
Italy ? Take care, father, lest your enemies have some reason 
when they say, that in your visions of what will further 
God’s kingdom you see only what will strengthen y'our own 
party.” 

“And that is true!” said Savonarola, with flashing eyes. 
Romola’s voice had seemed to him in that moment the voice 
of his enemies. “The cause of my party is the cause of 
God’s kingdom.” 

“ I do not believe it ! ” said Romola^ her whole frame 
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shaken with passionate repugnance. God’s kingdom is 
something wider — elsOi let me stand outside it with the 
beings that I love.” 

The two faces were lit up, each with an opposite emotion, 
each with an opposite certitude. Further words were impos- 
sible. Komola hastily covered her head and went out in 
silence. 


CHAPTER LX. 

THE SCAFFOLD, 

Thbee days later the moon that was just surmounting the 
buildings of the piazza in front of the Old Palace within the 
hour of midnight, did not make the usual broad lights and 
shadows on the pavement. hTot a handVbreadth of pavement 
was to be seen, but only the heads of an eager struggling 
multitude. And instead of that background of silence in 
which the pattering footsteps and buzzing voices, the lute- 
thrumming or rapid scampering of the many night wanderers 
of Florence stood out in obtrusive distinctness, there was the 
background of a roar from mingled shouts and imprecations, 
tramplings and pushings, and accidental clashing of weapons, 
across which nothing was distinguishable but a dating 
shriek, or the heavy dropping toll of a bell. 

Almost all who could call themselves the public of Florence 
were awake at that hour, and either enclosed within the limits 
of that piazza, or struggling to enter it. Within the palace 
were still assembled in the council chamber all the chief 
magistracies, the eighty members of the senate, and the other 
select citizens who had been in hot debate through long hours 
of daylight and torchlight whether the Appeal should be 
granted or whether the sentence of death should be executed 
on the prisoners forthwith, to forestall the dangerous chances 
of delay. And the debate had been so much like fierce quar- 
rel that the noise from the council chamber had reached the 
crowd outside. Only within the last hour had the question 
been decided; the Signori a had remained divided, four of 
them standing out resolutely for the Appeal in spite of the 
strong argument that if they did not give way their houses 
should be sacked, until Francesco Valori, in brief and furious 
speech, made the determination of his party more ominously 
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distinct by declaring that if the Signoria would not defend 
the liberties of the Florentine people by executing those li\e 
perfidious citizens, there would not be wanting others who 
would take that cause in hand to the peril of all who opposed 
it. The Florentine Cato triumphed. When the votes weie 
counted again, the four obstinate white beans no longer 
appeared ; the whole nine were of the fatal affirmative black, 
deciding the death of the five prisoners witliout delay — de- 
ciding also, only tacitly and with much more delay, the death 
of Francesco Valor i. 

And now, while the judicial Eight were gone to the Bar- 
gello to prepare for the execution, the five condemned men 
were being led barefoot and in irons through the midst ot the 
council. It was their friends who had contrived this: vould 
not Florentines be moved by the visible association of such 
cmel ignominy with two venerable men like Bernardo del 
Nero and Niccolb Eidolfi, who had taken their bias long be- 
fore the new order of tilings had come to make Mediceanisni 
retrograde — with two brilliant popular young men like Tor- 
nabuoni and Pucci, whose absence would be felt as a haunting 
vacancy wherever there w'as a meeting of chief Florentines 'c 
It was useless : such pity as could be a'wakened now w as of 
that hopeless sort which leads not to rescue, but to the taidier 
action of revenge. 

While this scene was passing upstairs Eouiola stood below 
against one of the massive pillars in the court of the palace, 
expecting the moment when her godfather would appear, on 
his way to execution. By the use of strong interest she had 
gained permission to visit him in the evening of this day, 
and remain with him until the result of the council should be 
determined. And now she was waiting with his confessor to 
follow the guard that would lead him to the Bargello. Her 
heart was bent on clinging to the presence of the childless 
old man to the last moment, as her father ivould have done; 
and she had overpowered all remonstrances. Gio van Battista 
Ridolfi, a disciple of Savonarola, who was going in bitterness 
to behold the death of his elder bi other Niccolo, had promised 
that she should be guarded, and now stood by her side. 

Tito, too, was in the palace; but Bomola had not seen him. 
Since the evening of the seventeenth the}* had avoided each 
other, and Tito only knew by inference from the report o£ 
the Frate’s neutrality that her pleading had failed. He was 
now surrounded with official and other personages, both Flor- 
entine and foreign, who had been awaiting the issue of the 
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long-protracted council, maintaining, except when he was di- 
rectly addressed, the subdued air and grave silence of a man 
whom actual events are placing in a painful state of strife 
between public and private feeling. When an allusion was 
made to his wife in relation to those events, he implied that, 
owing to the violent excitement of her mind, the mere fact of 
his continuing to hold office under a government concerned in 
her godfather’s condemnation, roused in her a diseased hos- 
tility towards him ; so that for her sake he felt it best not to 
approach her. 

“Ah, the old Bardi blood!” said Cennini, with a shrug. 
“I shall not be surprised if this business shakes her loose 
from the ITrate, as well as some others I could name.” 

“ It is excusable in a woman who is doubtless beautiful, 
since she is the wife of Messer Tito,” said a young Fi*ench 
envoy, smiling and bowing to Tito, “to think that her affec- 
tions must overrule the good of the State, and that nobody is 
to be beheaded who is anybody’s cousin ; but such a view is 
not to be encouraged in the male population. It seems to me 
your Florentine polity is much weakened by it.” 

“ That is true,” said Niccolo Macchiavelli 5 “ but where per- 
sonal ties are strong, the hostilities they raise must be taken 
due account of. Many of these half-way severities are mere 
hot-headed blundering. The only safe blows to be inflicted 
on men and parties are the blows that are too heavy to be 
avenged.” 

“hTiccold,” said Cennini, “there is a clever wickedness in 
thy talk sometimes that makes me mistrust thy pleasant 
young face as if it were a mask of Satan.” 

“ Not at all, my good Domenico,” said Macchiavelli, smiling, 
and laying his hand on the elder’s shoulder. “ Satan was a 
blunderer, an introducer of novita^ who made a stupendous 
failure. If he had succeeded, we should all have been wor- 
shipping him, and his portrait would have been more flattered,” 

“ Well, well,” said Cennini, “ I say not thy doctrine is not 
too clever for Satan : I only say it is wicked enough for him.” 

“ I tell you,” said Macchiavelli, “ my doctrine is the doc- 
trine of all men who seek an end a little farther off than their 
own noses. Ask our Prate, our prophet, how his universal 
renovation is to be brought about : he will tell you, first, by 
getting a free and pure government ; and since it appears that 
this cannot be done by making all Florentines love each other, 
it must be done by cutting off every head that happens to be ob- 
stinately in the way. Only if a man incurs odium by sanction^ 
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ing a severity that is not thorougU enough to be final, he commits 
a blunder. And something' like that blander, 1 suspect, the 
Prate has committed. It was an occasion on which he might 
have won some lustre b}'’ exerting himself to maintain thf 
Appeal ; instead of that, he lias lost lustre, and has gained no 
strength.” 

Before anj’' one else could speak, there came the expected 
announcement that the prisoners were about to leave the 
council chamber ; and the majority of those who were present 
harried towards the door, intent on securing the freest pas- 
sage to the Bargello in the rear of the prisoners* guard j for 
the scene of the execution was one that drew alike those who 
were moved by the deepest passions and those who weie 
moved by the coldest curiosity. 

Tito was one of those who remained behind. He had a 
native repugnance to sights of death and pain, and five days 
ago whenever he had thought of this execution as a possibility 
he had hoped that it would not take place, and that the ut- 
most sentence would be exile : bis own safety demanded no 
more. But now he felt that it would be a welcome guarantee 
of his security when he had learned that Bernardo del Nero’s 
head was off the shoulders. The new knowledge and new 
attitude towards him disclosed by Eomola on the day of his 
return, had given him a new dread of the power she possessed 
to make liis position insecure. If any act of hers only suc- 
ceeded in making him an object of suspicion and odium, he 
foresaw not only frustration, but frustration under unpleasant 
circumstances. Her belief in Baldassarre had clearly de- 
termined her wavering feelings against further submission, 
and if her godfather lived she would win him to share her be- 
lief without much trouble. Eomola seemed more than ever 
an unmanageable fact in his destiny. But if Bernardo del 
Hero were dead, the difficulties that would beset her in pl^ 
ing herself in opposition to her husband xvould probably be in- 
surmountable to her shrinking pride. Therefore Tito had felt 
easier when he knew that the Eight had gone to the Bargello to 
order the instant erection of the scaffold Four other men — 
his intimates and confederates — were to die, besides Bernardo 
del Nero. But a man*s own safety is a god that sometimes 
makes very grim demands. Tito felt them to be grim : even 
in the pursuit of what was agreeable, this paradoxical life 
forced upon him the desire for what was disagreeable. But 
he had had other experience of this sort, and as he heard 
through the open doorway the sbufflle of many feet and the 
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clanking of melal on tlie stairs, he was able to answer the 
questions of the young French envoy without showing signs 
of any other feeling than that of sad resignation to State 
necessities. 

Those sounds fell on Komola as if her power of hearing 
had been exalted along with every other sensibility of her 
nature. She needed no arm to support her; she shed no tears. 
She felt that intensity of life which seems to transcend both 
grief and joy — in which the mind seems to itself akin to 
elder forces that wrought out existence before the birth of 
pleasure and pain. Since her godfather's fate had been de- 
cided, the previous struggle of feeling in her had given -way 
to an identitication of herself with him in these supreme mo- 
ments ; she was inwardly asserting for him that, if be suf- 
fered the punishment of treason, he did not deserve the name 
of traitor ; he was the victim to a collision between two kinds 
of faithfulness. It was not given him to die for the noblest 
cause, and yet be died because of his nobleness. He might 
have been a meaner man and found it easier not to incur this 
guilt. Romola was feeling the full force of that sympathy 
with the individual lot that is continually opposing itself to 
the formulae by which actions and parties are judged. She 
was treading the way with her second father to the scaffold, 
and nerving herself to defy ignominy by the consciousness 
that it was not deserved. 

The way was fenced in by three hundred armed men, who 
bad been placed as a guard by the orders of Francesco Valori, 
foi among the apparent contradictions that belonged to this 
event, not the least striking was the alleged alarm on the one 
hand at the popular rage against the conspirators, and the 
alleged alarm on the other lest there should be an attempt to 
rescue them in the midst of a hostile crowd. When they had 
arrived within the ooiirt of the Bargello, Romola was allowed 
to approach Bernardo with his confessor for a moment of fare- 
\\cll. Many ej'es were bent on them even in that struggle of 
an agitated throng, as the aged man, forgetting that his 
hands were bound with irons, lifted them towai’ds the golden 
head that was bent towards him, and then, checking that 
movement, leaned to kiss her. She seized the fettered hands 
that were hung down again, and kissed them as if they had 
been saxsred things. 

My poor Romola.” said Bernardo, in a low voice, ** I have 
only to die, but thou hast to live — and I shall not be there 
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“ Yes/’ said Bomola hurriedly, you will help me — alway 
— because I shall remember you.” 

She was taken away and conducted up the flight of steps 
that led to the loggia surrounding the grand old court. She 
took her place there, determined to look till the moment ^Yhen 
her godfather laid his head on the block. Now while the 
prisoners were allowed a brief interval with their confesboi, 
the spectators were pressing into court until the crowd h^- 
came dense around the black scaflold, and the torches fixed lu 
iron rings against the pillars threw a varying startling light 
at one moment on passionless stone carvings, at another on 
some pale face agitated with suppressed rage or suppressed 
grief — the face of one among the many near relatives of the 
condemned, W'ho were presently to receive their dead and cany 
them home. 

Romola’s face looked like a marble image against the dark 
arch as she stood watching for the moment when her god- 
father would appear at the foot of the scaflold. He was to 
suffer first, and Battista Ridolfi, who was by her side, had 
promised to take her away through a door behind them when 
she would have seen the last look of the man who alone in all 
the world had shared her pitying love for her father. And 
still, in the background of her thought, there was the possi- 
bility striving to be a hope, that some rescue might yet come, 
something that would keep that scaffold unstained by blood. 

For a long while there was constant movement, lights 
flickering, heads swaying to and fio, confused voices within 
the court, rushing waves of sound through the entrance from 
without. It seemed to Bomola as if she were in the midst of 
a storm-troubled sea, caring nothing about the storm, caiiiig 
only to hold out a signal tiU the eyes that looked for it could 
seek it no more. 

Suddenly there was stillness, and the very tapers seemed 
to tremble into quiet. The executioner was ready on the 
scaffold, and Bernardo del Nero was seen asceuding it with a 
slow firm step. Romola made no visible movement, uttered 
not even a suppressed sound: she stood more firmly, caring 
for his firmness. She saw him pause, saw the white head 
kept erect, while he said, in a voice distinctly audible, — 

“ It is but a short space of life that my fellow-citizens have 
taken from me.” 

She perceived that he was gazing slowly round him as he 
spoke. She felt that his eyes were resting on her, and that 
she was stretching out her arms towards him. Then she saw 



DRIFTING AWAY. 


455 


no more till -r a long while after, as it seemed — a voice said, 

My daughter, all is peace now. I can conduct you to your 
house.” 

She uncovered her head and saw her godfather^s confessor 
standing hy her, in a room where there were other grave men 
talking in subdued tones. 

“ I am ready,” she said, starting up. “ Let us lose no time.” 

She thought all clinging was at an end for her : all her 
strength now should be given to escape from a grasp under 
which she shuddered. 


CHAPTER LXI. 

DRIFTING AWAY. 

On the eighth day from that memorable night Roraola was 
standing on the brink of the Mediterranean, watching the 
gentle summer pulse of the sea just above what was then the 
little fishing village of Viareggio. 

Again she had fied from Florence, and this time no arrest- 
ing voice had called her back. Again she wore the gray 
religious dress ; and this time, in her heart-sickness, she did 
not care that it was a disguise, A new rebellion had risen 
within her, a new despair. Why should she care about 
wearing one badge more than another, or about being called 
by her own name ? She despaired of finding any consistent 
duty belonging to that name. What force was there to create 
for her that supremely hallowed motive which men call duty, 
but which can have no inward constraining existence save 
through some form of believing love ? 

The bonds of all strong affection were snapped. In her 
marriage, the highest bond of all, she had ceased to see the 
mystic union which is its own guarantee of indissolubleness, 
had ceased even to see the obligation of a voluntary pledge : 
had she not proved that the things to which she had pledged 
herself were impossible? The impulse to set herself free 
had risen again with overmastering force; yet the freedom 
could only be an exchange of calamity. There is no compen- 
sation for the woman who feels that the chief relation of her 
life has been no more than a mistake. She has lost hex 
crown. The deepest secret of human blessedness has half 
whispered itself to her, and then forever passed her by. 
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And now Romola’s best support under that supreme 
woman’s sorrow had slipped away from her. The vision of 
any great purpose, any end of existence u'hich could ennoblf 
endurance and exalt the common deeds of a dusty life \\ itK 
divine ardors, was utterly eclipsed for her now by the &f‘Tisc 
of a confi^sion in human things w hich made all eff oit a ineie 
dragging at tangled threads j all fellowship, either for rcsl^t 
ance or advocacy, mere unfairness and exclusiveness. AVIi^t 
after all, was the man who had repiesented for her iw 
highest heroism: the heroism not of hard, self-conluintd 
enduiUDCc, but of willing, self-offering love? What was. tV 
cause he was struggling for? Koinola had lost her trust m 
Savonarola, had lost that fervor of admiration wdiicli hud 
made her unmindful of his al>errations, and attentive oul) t«i 
the grand curve of his orbit. And now that her keen MiPij 
for her godfather had throw ii her into antagonisju with tin 
Frate, she saw all the re}>ulsive and ineoubistent details m 
his teaching with a painful lucidity which exaggerated Uwir 
proportions. In the bitterness of lier disappointment she 
said that his striving after the renovation of the Cliurcli and 
the w'orld wms a striving after a mere name which told no 
more than the title of a book: a name that had come to menu 
practically the measures that would strengthen hia o^^n 
position in Florence; nay, often questionable deeds and 
w^ords, for the sake of saving his influence from suffering by 
his ow'u errors. And that political reform which had once 
made a new interest in her life seemed now to reduce itself 
to narrow devices for the safety of Florein^e, in ronteniptible 
contradiction w'ith the alternating professions of blind tmt 
in the Divine care. 

It was inevitable that she should judge the Frate unfairly 
on a question of individual suffering, at wdiieh site looked 
with the eyes of [)er&onal tenderness, and Ite with the eyes of 
theoretic conviction. In that declaration of his, that the 
cause of his party was tiie cause of (lod's kiiigdom, she heard 
only the ring of egoism. Perhaps such w’ords liave rarely 
been uttered without that meaner ring in them; yet they are 
the implicit formula of all energetic belief. j\nd if such 
energetic belief, pursuing a grand and remote end, is often in 
danger of becoming a demon-W'orahip, in wdiieh the votary 
lets his son and daughter pass through the fire with a readi- 
ness that hardly looks like sacrifice; tender fellow'-feeling for 
the nearest ha.s its danger too, and is apt to be timid aru 
sceptical towards the larger aims w’itluuil w hich life caunot 



DRIFTING A WA Y. 


457 


rise into religion. In this way poor Komola was being 
blinded by her tears. 

No one who has ever known what it is thus to lose faith in 
a fellow -man whom he has profoundly loved and reverenced, 
will lightly say that the shock can leave the faith in the 
Invisible Goodness unshaken. With the sinking of high 
human trust, the dignity of life sinks too 5 we cease to believe 
in our own better self, since that also is part of the common 
nature which is degraded in our thought ; and all the finer 
impulses of the soul are dulled. Bomola felt even the springs 
of her once active pity drying up, and leaving her to barren 
egoistic complaining. Had not she had her sorrows too? 
A.nd few had cai'ed for her, while she had cared for many. 
She had done enough ; she had striven after the impossible, 
and was weary of this stifling crowded life. She longed for 
that repose in mere sensation which she had sometimes 
dreamed of in the sultry afternoons of her early girlhood, 
when she had fancied herself floating naiad-like in the waters. 

The clear waves seemed to invite her; she wished she 
could lie down to sleep on them and pass from sleep into 
death. But Romola could not directly seek death ; the fulness 
of young life in her forbade that. She could only wish that 
death Avould come. 

At the spot where she had paused there was a deep bend in 
tlie shore, and a small boat with a sail was moored there. In 
her longing to glide over the waters that were getting golden 
with the level sun-rays, she thought of a story which had 
been one of the things she had loved to dwell on in Boccaccio, 
when her father fell asleep and she glided from her stool to 
sit on the floor and read the “ Deeamerone.^’ It was the 
story of that fair Gostanza who in her love-lornness desired 
to live no longer, but not having the courage to attack her 
young life, had put herself into a boat and pushed off to 
sea ; then, lying down in the boat, had wrapped her mantle 
round her head, hoping to be wrecked, so that her fear 
would be helpless to flee from death. The memory had 
remained a mere thought in Eomola’s mind, without budding 
into any distinct wish ; but now, as she paused again in her 
walking to and fro, she saw gliding black against the red gold 
another boat with one man in it, making towards the bend 
where the first and smaller boat was moored. Walking on 
again, she at length saw the man land, pull his boat ashore 
and begin to unlade something from it. He was perhaps the 
owner of the smaller boat also : he would be going away sooii, 
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and her opportunity would be gone with him — her oppot* 
tunity of buying that smaller boat. She had not yet admitted 
to herself that she meant to use it, but she felt a sudden 
eagerness to secure the possibility of using it, which disclosed 
the half-unconscious growth of a thought into a desire, 

that httle boat yours also ? slie said to the hshemian, 
who had looked up, a little startled by the tall gray figure, 
and had made a reverence to this holy Sister wandering thus 
mysteriously in the evening solitude. 

It was his boat ; an old one, hardly seaworthy, yet worth 
repairing to any man who would buy it. By the blessing of 
San Antonio, whose chapel was in the village yonder, his 
fishing had prospered, and he had now a better boat, whirh 
had once been Gianni's who died. But he had not yet sold 
the old one, Boraola asked him how much it was worth, and 
then, while he was busy, thrust the price into a little satchel 
lying on the gi'ound and containing the remnant of his dinner- 
After that, she watched him furling his sail and asked him 
how he should set it if he wanted to go out to sea, and then 
pacing ujj and down again, waited to see him depart. 

The imagination of herself gliding away in that boat on the 
darkening waters was grooving more and more into a longing, 
as the thought of a cool brook in sultriness becomes a painful 
thirst. To be freed from the burden of choice when all 
motive was bruised, to commit herself, sleeping, to destiny 
which would either bring death or else new iiece.ssities that 
might rouse a new life in her ! — it was a thought that beck- 
oned her the more because the soft evening air made her long 
to rest in the still solitude, instead of going back to the noise 
and heat of the village. 

At last the slow fisherman had gathered up all his movables 
and was walking away. Soon the gold was shrinking and get- 
ting duskier in sea and sky, and there was no living thing in 
sight, no sound but the lulling monotony of the lapping 
waves. Ill this sea there was no tide that would lielp to carry 
her away if she waited for its ebb ; but Eomola thought the 
breeze from the land was rising a little. Slie got into the 
boat, unfurled the sail, and fastened it as she had learned in that 
first brief lesson. She saw that it caught the light breeze, and 
this was all she cared for. Then she loosed the boat from its 
moorings, and tried to urge it with an oar, till she was far out 
from the land, till the sea was dark even to the west, and the 
stars were disclosing themselves like a palpitating life over 
the wide heavens. Besting at last, she threw back her cowl, 
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and, taking off the kerchief underneath, which confined her 
hair, she doubled them both under her head fora pillow on one 
of the boat’s ribs. The fair head was still very young and 
could bear a hard pillow. 

And so she lay, with the soft night air breathing on her 
while she glided on the water and watched the deepening 
quiet of the sky. She was alone now : she had freed herself 
from all claims, she had freed herself even from that burden 
of choice which presses with heavier and heavier weight when 
claims have loosed their guiding hold. 

Had she found anything like the dream of her girlhood ? 
No. Memories hung upon her like the weight of broken 
wings that could never be lifted — memories of human sympa- 
thy which even in its pains leaves a thirst that the Great 
Mother has no milk to still. Bomola felt orphaned in those 
wide spaces of sea and sky. She read no message of love for 
her in that far-off symbolic writing of the heavens, and with 
a great sob she wished that she might be gliding into 
death. 

She drew the cowl over her head again and covered her 
face, choosing darkness rather than the light of the stars, 
which seemed to her like the hard light of eyes that looked at 
her without seeing her. Presently she felt that she was in the 
grave, but not resting there : she was touching the hands 
of the beloved dead beside her, and trying to wake them. 


CHAPTEE LXn. 

THE BENEDICTIOX. 

About ten o'clock on the morning of the twenty-seventh of 
February the currents of passengers along the Florentine 
streets set decidedly towards San Marco. It was the last 
morning of the Carnival, and every one knew there was a 
second Bonfire of Vanities being prepared in front of the Old 
Palace ; but at this hour it was evident that the centre of pop- 
ular interest lay elsewhere. 

The Piazza di San Marco was filled by a multitude who 
showed no other movement than that which proceeded from 
the pressiire of new-comers trying to force their way forward 
from all the openings ; but the front ranks were already close- 
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serried and resisted the pressure. Those ranhs were ranged 
around a semicircular barrier in front of the church, and 
within this barrier were already assembling the Dominican 
Brethren of San Marco. 

But the temporary wooden pulpit erected over the church- 
door was still empty. It was presently to be entered by the 
man whom the Pope’s command had banished from the pulpit 
of the Duomo, whom the other ecclesiastics of Florence had 
been forbidden to consort with, whom the citizens bad bepn 
forbidden to hear on pain of excommunication. This man had 
said, “ A wicked, unbelieving Pope who has gained the ponti- 
fical chair by bribery is not Christ’s Vicar. His curses are 
broken swords : he grasps a hilt without a blade. His com- 
mands are contrary to the Christian life; it is lawful to dis- 
obey them — nay, it is not lawful to obey themP And the peo- 
ple still flocked to hear him as he preached in his own church of 
San Marco, though the Pope was hanging terrible threats over 
Florence if it did not renounce the pestilential schismatic and 
send him to Rome to be “converted*’ — still, as on this very 
morning, accepted the Communion from his excommunicated 
hands. For how if this Frate had really more command ovei 
the Divine lightnings than that official successor of Saint 
Peter ? It was a momentous question, which for the mass of 
citizens could never be decided by the Frate’s ultimate test, 
namely, what was and what was not accordant with the high- 
est spiritual law. Xo : in such a ease as tliis, if God had 
chosen the Frate as his prophet to rebuke the High Priest 
who carried the mystic raiment unworthily, he would attest 
his choice by some unmistakable sign. As long as the belief 
in the Prophet carried no threat of outward calamity, but 
rather the confident hope of exceptional safety, no sign was 
needed : his preaching was a music to which the people felt 
themselves marching along the way they wished to go j but 
now that belief meant an immediate blow to their commerce, 
the shaking of their position among the Italian States, and an 
interdict on their city, there inevitably came the question, 
“What miracle showest thou?” Slowly at first, then faster 
and faster, that fatal demand had been swelling in Savonarola’s 
ear, provoking a response, outwardly in the declaration that at 
the fitting time the miracle would come ; inwardly in the 
faith — not unwavering, for what faith is so ? — that if the 
need for miracle became \irgent, the work he had before him 
too great for the Divine power to leave it halting. His 
faith wavered, but not his speech : it is the lot of every man 
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who has to speak for the satisfaction of the crowd, that he 
must often speak in virtue of yesterday's faith, hoping it will 
come back to-morrow. 

It was in preparation for a scene which was really a 
response to the popular impatience for some supernatural 
guarantee of the Prophet's mission, that the wooden pulpit 
had been erected above the church-door. But while the ordi- 
nary Frati in black mantles were entering and arranging them- 
selves, the faces of the multitude were not yet eagerly directed 
towards the pulpit: it was felt that Savonarola would not 
appear just yet, and there was some interest in singling out 
the various monks, some of them belonging to high Florentine 
families, many of them having fathers, brothers, or cousins 
among the artisans and shopkeepers who made the majority of 
the crowd. It was not till the tale of monks was complete, 
not till they had fluttered their books and had begun to chant, 
that ]>eople said to each other, ^‘Fra Girolamo must be coming 
now,” 

That expectation ratlier than any spell from the accustomed 
wail of psalmody was what made silence and expeclai.ion seem 
to spread like a paling solemn light over the multitude of 
upturned faces, all now directed towards the empty pulpit. 

The next instant the pulpit ^Yas no longer empty. A figure 
covered from head to foot in black cowl and mantle had entered 
it, and was kneeling with bent head and with face turned 
away. It seemed a weary time to the eager people while the 
black figure knelt and the monks chanted. But the stillness 
was not broken, for the Frate’s audiences with Heaven were 
yet charged with electric awe foi’ that mixed multitude, so that 
those who had alread3'’ the will to stone him felt their arms 
unnerved. 

At last there was a vibration among the multitude, each 
seeming to give his neighbor a momentary aspen-like touch, as 
when men who have been watching for something in the heav- 
ens see the expected presence silently disclosing itself. The 
Frate had risen, turned towards the people, and partly pushed 
back his cowl. The monotonous wail of psalmody^ had ceased, 
and to those who stood near the pulpit, it was as if the sounds 
which had just been filling their ears had suddenly merged 
themselves in the force of Savonarola’s flashing glance, as he 
looked round him in the silence. Then he stretched out his 
hands, which, in their exquisite delicacy, seemed transfigured 
from an animal organ for gi*asping into vehicles of sensibility 
too acute to need any gross contact : hands that came like an 
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appealing speech from that part of his soul which was masked 
by his strong passionate face, written on now with deeper lines 
about the mouth and brow tlian are made by forty-four years 
of ordinary life. 

At the 6'st stretcliing out of the hands some of the crowd 
in the front ranks fell on their knees, and here and there a 
devout disciple farther off ; but the great majority stood firm, 
some resisting the impulse to kneel before this excommunicated 
man f might not a great judgment fall upon him even in this 
act of blessing ?) — others jarred with scorn and hatred of the 
ambitious deceiver who was getting up this new comedy, before 
which, nevertheless, they felt themselves impotent, as before 
the triumph of a fashion. 

But then came the voice, clear and low at first, uttering the 
words of absolution — ‘‘ Miseveatnr vesti'i ” — and more fell on 
their knees : and as it rose higher and yet clearer, the erect 
heads became fewer and fewer, till, at the w^ords Be nedicat 
VOS omnipotens Deus^^ it rose to a masculine cry, as if protest- 
ing its pow'er to bless under the clutch of a demon that wanted 
to stifle it : it rang like a trumpet to the extremities of the 
Piazza, and under it eveiy head was bowed. 

After the utterance of that blessing, Savonarola himself 
fell on his knees and hid his face in temporary exhaustion. 
Those great jets of emotion were a necessary part of his life ; 
he himself had said to the people long ago, Without preach- 
ing I cannot live.*^ But it was a life that shattered him. 

In a fow minutes more, some had risen to their feet, but a 
larger number remained kneeling, and all faces were intently 
watching him. He had taken into his liands a cr 3 ^stal vessel, 
containing the consecrated Host, and w'as about to address the 
people. 

‘^You remember, my children, three days ago T besought 
you, •when I should hold this Sacrament in my hand in the face 
of you all, to pray fervently^ to the Most High that if this 
work of miue does not come from Him, He will send a fire and 
consume me, that I may vanish into the eternal darkness away 
from His light which I have hidden with my falsity. Again 
I beseech you to make that prayer, and to m^e it 

It was a breathless moment : perhaps no man really prayed, 
if some in a spirit of devout obedience made the effort to 
pray. Every consciousness was chiefly possessed by the sense 
that Savonarola was prajung, in a voice not loud, but distinctly 
audible in the wide stillness. 

^‘Lord, if I have not wrought in sincerity of soul, if my 
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word cometh not from Thee, strike me in this moment with 
Thy thunder, and left the fires of Thy wrath enclose me.” 

He ceased to speak, and stood motionless, with the conse- 
crated Mystery in his hand, with eyes uplifted and a quivering 
excitement in his whole aspect. Every one else was motionless 
and silent too, while the sunlight, which for the last quarter 
of an hour had here and there been piercing the grayness, 
made fitful streaks across the convent wall, causing some awe- 
stricken spectators to start timidly. But soon there was a 
wider parting, and with a gentle quickness, like a smile, a 
stream of brightness poured itself on the crystal vase, and 
then spread itself over Savonarola’s face with mild glorification. 

An instantaneous shout rang through the Piazza, “Behold 
the answer ! ” 

The warm radiance thrilled through Savonarola^s frame, and 
so did the shout. It was his last moment of untroubled 
triumph, and in its rapturous confidence he felt carried to a 
grander scene yet to come, before an audience that would 
represent all Christendom, in whose presence he should again 
be sealed as the messenger of the supreme righteousness, and 
feel himself full charged with Divine strength. It was but a 
moment that expanded itself in that prevision. While the 
shout was still ringing in his ears he turned away within the 
church, feeling the strain too great for him to bear it longer. 

But when the Frate had disappeared, and the sunlight 
seemed no longer to have anything special in its illumination, 
but was spreading itself impartially over all things clean and 
unclean, there began, along with the general movement of the 
crowd, a confusion of voices in which certain strong discords 
and varying scales of laughter made it evident that, in the 
previous silence and universal kneeling, hostility and scorn 
had only submitted unwillingly to a momentary spell. 

“ It seems to me the plaudits are giving way to criticism,” 
said Tito, who had been watching the scene attentively from 
an upper loggia in one of the houses opposite the church. 
“ Nevertheless it was a striking moment, eh, Messer Pietro ? 
Fra Girolamo is a man to make one understand that there was 
a time when the monVs frock was a symbol of power over 
men’s minds rather than over the keys of women’s cupboards.” 

“ Assuredly,” said Pietro Cennini. “ And until I have seen 
proof that Fra Girolamo has much less faith in God’s judg- 
ments than the common run of men, instead of having consid- 
erably more, I shall not believe that he would brave Heaven 
in this way if his soul were laden with a conscious lie.” 
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CHAPTER LXIII. 

RIPENING SCHEMES. 

A MONTH after that Carnival, one morning near the end of 
March, Tito descended the marble steps of the Old Palace, 
bound on a pregnant errand to San Marco. For some reason, 
he did not choose to take the direct road, which M‘as but ,1, 
slightly bent line from the Old Palace ; he chose rather to 
make a circuit by the Piazza di fcSanta Croce, where the people 
would be pouring out of the church after the early sermon. 

It was in the grand church of Santa Croce that the dail}' 
Lenten sermon had of late had the largest audience. For 
Savonarola’s voice had ceased to be heard even in his own 
church of San Marco, a hostile Signoria having imposed 
silence on him in obedience to a new letter from the Pope, 
threatening the city with an immediate interdict if this 
‘^wretched worm” and “monstrous idol” were not forbidden 
to preach, and sent to demand pardon at Rome. And next to 
hearing Fra Girolamo himself, the most exciting Lenten 
occupation was to hear him argued against and vilified. This 
excitement was to be had in Santa Croee, where the Franciscan 
appointed to preach the Quarcsimal sermons had offered to 
clinch his arguments b3’’ vralking through the fire with Fra 
Girolamo. Had not that sohismatical Dominican said, that 
his prophetic doctrine would be proved by a miracle at the 
fitting time ? Here, then, was the fitting time. Let Savon- 
arola walk through the fire, and if he came out unhurt, the 
Divine origin of his doctrine would be demonstrated ; but if 
the fire consumed him, his falsity would be manifest; and that 
he might have no excuse for evading the test, the Franciscan 
declared himself willing to be a victim to this high logic, and 
to be burned for the sake of securing the necessary minor 
premise. 

Savonarola, according to his habit, had taken no notice of 
these pulpit attacks. But it happened that the zealous 
preacher of Santa Croce was no other than the Fra Francesco 
di Puglia, who at l^rato the year before had been engaged in a 
like challenge with Savona rofa’s fervent follower Fra Domenico, 
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but had been called home by his superiors while the heat was 
simply oratorical. Honest Fra Domenico, then, who was 
preaching Lenten sermons to the women in the Via del Coco- 
mero, no sooner heard of this new challenge, than he took up 
the gauntlet for his master, and declared himself ready to walk 
through the lire with Fra Francesco. Already the people were 
beginning to take a strong interest in what seemed to them a 
short and easy method of aigument (for those who were to 
be convinced), when Savonarola, keenly alive to the dangers 
that lay in the mere discussion of the case, commanded Fra 
Domenico to withdraw his acceptance of the challenge and 
secede from the affair. The Franciscan declared himself con- 
tent : he had not directed his challenge to any subaltern, but 
to Fra Girolamo himself. 

After that, the popular interest in the Lenten sermons had 
flagged a little. But this morning, when Tito entered the 
Piazza di Santa Croce, he found, as he expected, that the 
people were pouring from the church in large numbers. In- 
stead of dispersing, many of them concentrated themselves 
towards a particular spot near the entrance of the Franciscan 
monastery, and Tito took the same direction, threading the 
crowd with a careless and leisurely air, but keeping careful 
watch on that monastic entrance, as if he expected some object 
of interest to issue from it. 

It was no such expectation that occupied the ciwvd. The 
object they were caring about was already visible to them in 
the shape of a large placard, affixed by order of the Signoria, 
and covered mth very legible officml handwriting. But curi- 
osity was somewhat balked by the fact that the manuscript 
was chiefly in Latin, and though nearly every man knew 
beforehand approximately what the placard contained, he had 
an appetite for more exact knowledge, which gave him an irri- 
tating sense of his neighbor’s ignorance in not being able to 
interpret the learned tongue. For that aural acauaintance 
with Latin phrases which the unlearned might pick up from 
pulpit quotations constantly interpreted by the preacher could 
help them little when they saw written Latin ; the spelling 
even of the modern language being in an unorganized suid 
scrambling condition for the mass of people who could jread 
a!id write,^ while the majority of those assembled nearest to 
the placard were not in the dangerous predicament of possess- 
ing that little knowledge. 

1 Tho old dlarUU throw in their consonants with a regard rather to quantity than 

S ositioii, well typified by the lia^nolo BraghieUo (Agnolo Gabrlello) of Boocacdo't 
'etondo. 
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the Frate^s doctrines that he^s to prove by being 
burned,” said that large public character Goro, who happened 
to be among the foremost gazers. The Signoria has taken 
it in hand, and the writing is to let us know. It’s what the 
Padre has been telling us about in his sermon.” 

“Nay, Goro,” said a sleek shopkeeper, compassionately, 
“thou hast got thy legs into twisted hose there. The Frate 
has to prove liis doctrines by not being burned : he is to walk 
through the fire, and come out on the other side sound and 
whole.” 

“ Yes, yes,” said a young sculptor, who wore his white- 
streaked cap and tunic with a jaunty air. “ But Fra Girolamo 
objects to walking through the fire. Being sound and whole 
already, he sees tio reason why he should walk through the 
fire to come out in just the same condition. He leaves such 
odds and ends of work to Fra Boineiiieo.” 

“Then I say lie flinches like a coward,” said Goro, in a 
wheezy treble. “ Suffocation ! that was what he did at the 
Carnival. He had us all in the Piazza to see the lightning 
stiike him, and nothing came of it.” 

“ Stop that bleating,” said a tall shoemaker, who had stepped 
in to hear part of the sermon, with bunches of slippers hang- 
ing over his shoulders. “ It seems to me, friend, that you are 
about as wise as a calf with water on its brain. The Frate 
will flinch from nothing: he’ll say nothing beforehand, per- 
haps, but when the moment comes he’ll walk through the fir^ 
without asking any gray-frock to keep him company. But I 
would give a shoe-string to know what this Latin all is.” 

“There’s so much of it,” said the shopkeeper. “ else Tm 
pretty good at guessing. Is there no scholar to be seen ?” he 
added with a slight expression of disgust. 

There was a general turning of heads, which caused the 
talkers to descry Tito approaching in their rear. 

“ Here is one,” said the young sculptor, smiling and rais- 
ing his cap. 

“It is the secretary of the Ten : lie is going to the convent, 
doubtless ; make way for him,” said the shopkeeper, also doff- 
ing, though that mark of respect was rarely shown by Flor- 
entines except to the highest officials. The exceptional rever- 
ence was really exacted by the splendor and grace of Tito’s 
appearance, which made his black mantle, with its gold fibula, 
look like a regal robe, and his ordinary black velvet cap like 
an entirely exceptional head-dress. The hardening of his 
cheeks and mouth, which was the chief change in his face 
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since he came to Florence, seemed to a superficial glance only 
to give his beauty a more masculiue character. He raised his 
own cap immediately and said, — 

Thanks, my friend, I merely wished, as you did, to see 
what is at the foot of this placard — ah, it is as I expected. 
I had been informed that the government permits any one 
who will, to subscribe his name as a candidate to enter the 
fire — which is an act of liherality worthy of the magnificent 
Signoria — reserving of course the right to make a selection. 
And doubtless many believers will be eager to subscribe their 
names. For what is it to enter the fire, to one whose faith is 
firm ? A man is afraid of the fire, because he believes it will 
bum him 5 but if he believes the contrary ? — here Tito 
lifted his shoulders and made an oratorical pause — “for 
which reason t have never been one to disbelieve the Frate, 
when he has said that he would enter the fire to prove his doc- 
trine. For in his place, if you believed the fire would not 
burn you, which of you, my friends, would not enter it as 
readily as you would walk along the dry bed of the Mugnone ? ” 

As Tito looked round him during this appeal, there was a 
change iu some of his audience very much like the change in 
an eager dog when he is invited to smell something pungent. 
Since the question of burning was becoming practical, it was 
not every one who would rashly commit himself to any gen- 
eral view of the relation between faith and fire. The scene 
might have been too much for a gravity less under command 
than Tito’s. 

“Then, Messer Segretario,” said the young sculptor, “it 
seems to me Fra Francesco is the greater hero, for he offers 
to enter the fire for the truth, though he is sure the fire will 
bum him.” 

“ I do not deny it,” said Tito blandly. “ But if it turns out 
that Fra Francesco is mistaken, he will have been burned for 
the wrong side, and the Church has never reckoned such vic- 
tims to be martyrs. We must suspend our judgment until the 
trial has really taken place.” 

“ It is true, Messer Segretax*io,” said the shopkeeper, with 
subdued impatience. “ But will you favor us by interpreting 
the Latin ? ” 

“ Assuredly,” said Tito, “ It does but express the couclu- 
sions or doctrines which the Frate specially teaches, and which 
the trial by fire is to prove true or false. They are doubtless 
familiar to you. First, that Florence ” — 

“ Let us have the Latin bit tgr bit, and then tell us what it 
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mcauB,” said the shoemaker, who had been a frequent hearei 
of Pra Gii’olamo, 

“ Willingly,” said Tito, smiling. “ You will then judge if I 
give 3'ou the right meaning.” 

Yes, yes ; that's fair,” said Goro. 

^^Ecclesia Dei indiyet reno vat tone ; that is, the Church of 
God needs purifying or regenerating.” 

is true,” said several voices at once. 

“That means, the piiests ought to lead better lives; there 
needs no miracle to prove that. That’s what the Prate lias 
always been saying,” said the shoemaker. 

Fla<jeUabit\n*y^ Tito went on, “That is, it will be 
scourged. Itcnovahiiur : it will be purified. Florenthi quo^iue 
j)osit flagellum reaovubitur e.t pvosperalntitr : Florence also, after 
the scourging, shall be purified and shall prosper,'’ 

“That means we are to get Pisa again,” said the shopkeeper. 
“And get the wool from England as we used to do, I should 
ho^je,” said an elderly man, in an old-fashioned berretfea, wlio 
had beeu silent till now, “ There’s been scourging enough 
with the sinking of the trade.” 

At this moment, a tall personage, surmounted by a red 
feather, issued from the door of the convent, and exchanged 
an indifferent glance with Tito ; who, tossing hia becclietto 
carelessly over his left shoulder, turned to his reeling again, 
wliile the bystanders, with more timidity than respect, shrank 
to make a jiassage for Messer Dolfo Spini. 

“/n/iVeto voiivertentia' ad Chvlstum,^' Tito went ou. “ That 
is, the infidels shall be converted to Christ,” 

“ Those are the Turks and the Moors. Well, I’ve nothing to 
say against that,” said the shopkeeper, dis]>assionately. 

“//{rc oomia evunt temporlbas nostvis: and all these 

things sluill happen in our times.” 

“ Why, what use would they be else ? ” said Goro. 

Excommiuilratio nuperltda contra Herrrrndum Fatrem ;w.v- 
tnim Fratrcm [ikrongonnn nulla eat: the excommunication 
lately pi*onounood against our reverend father, Pra Gij’olamo, 
is null. Xof} observant vs earn non pcrciint : those who disre- 
gard it are not committing a sin.” 

“I shall know better what to say to that when we have had 
the Trial by Pin^,” said the slio])keeper. 

“Which doubtless will idear up everything,” said Tito. 
“That is all the Latin — all the couelusioas that are to be 
proved true or false by tiie trial. The lest you can perceive 
is simply a proclamaLiun of the Siguoria in good Tuscan, call- 
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ing oil such as are eager to walk through the fire, to come 
to the Palazzo and subscribe their names. Can I serve you 
further? If not” — 

Tito, as he turned away, raised his cap and bent slightly, 
with so easy an air that the movement seemed a natural 
prompting of deference. 

He quickened his pace as he left the Piazza, and after two 
or three turnings he paused in a quiet street before a door at 
winch he gave a light and peculiar knock. It was opened by 
a young woman whom he chucked under the chin as he asked 
her if the Padrone was within, and he then passed, without 
further ceremony, through another door which stood ajar on 
his right hand. It admitted him into a handsome but untidy 
room, where Dolfo Spini sat playing with a fine stag-hound 
which alternately snutfed at a basket of pups and licked his 
hands with that affectionate disregard of her master s morals 
soineiinies held to be one of the most agreeable attributes of 
her sex. He just looked up as Tito entered, but continued his 
play, simply from that disposition to persistence in some irre- 
levant action, by which slow-witted sensual people seem to 
be continually counteracting their own purposes. Tito was 
patient. 

A handsome hracra that,” he said, quietlj^ standing with 
his thumbs in his belt. Presently he added, in that cool 
liquid tone which seemed mild, but compelled attention, 
“ When you have finished sueh caresses as cannot possibl}* be 
deferred, my Dolfo, we will talk of business, if you please. 
My time, which I could wish to be eternity at your service, is 
not entirely my own this morning.” 

^^Down, Mischief, down!” said Spini, with sudden rough- 
ness. “Malediction!” he added, still more gruffly, pushing 
the dog aside ; then, starting from his seat, he stood close to 
Tito, and put a hand on his shoulder as he spoke. 

“ I hope your sharp wits see all the ins and outs of this 
business, my fine necromancer, for it seems to me no clearer 
than the bottom of a sack.” 

“What is your difficulty, my cavalier ? ” 

“ These accursed Frati I^Iinori at Santa Croce. They are 
drawing back now. Fra Francesco himself seems afraid of 
sticking to his challenge ; talks of the Proj^het being likely 
to use magic to get up a false miracle — thinks he himself 
might be dragged into the fire and burned, and the Prophet 
might come out whole b}' magic, and the Church be none the 
better. And then, after all our talking, there’s not so much as a 
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blessed lay brother who will offer himself to psdr with that 
pious sheep Era Domenico.” 

It is the peculiar stupidity of the tonsured skull that pre- 
vents them from seeingof how little consequeuce it is whether 
they are burned or not,” said Tito, Have you sworn well to 
them that they shall be in no danger of entering the fire ? ” 

“ No,” said Spini, looking puzzled : because one of them 
will be obliged to go in with Fra Domenico, who thinks it a 
thousand years till the fagots are ready.” 

“Not at all. Fra Domenico himself is not likely to go in. 
I have told you before, my Dolfo, only your powerful mind is 
not to be impressed without more repetition than suffices for 
the vulgar — I have told you that now you have got the Sig- 
noria to take up this affair and prevent it from being hushed 
up by Fra Girolamo, nothing is necessary but that on a given 
day the fuel should be prepared in the Piazza, and the people 
got together with the expectation of seeing something pro- 
digious. If, after that, the Prophet quits the Piazza without 
any appearance of a miracle on his side, he is ruined with the 
people : they will be ready to pelt him out of the city, the 
Signoria will find it easy to banish him from the territoiy, and 
his Holiness may do as he likes with him. Therefore, my 
Alcibiades, swear to the Franciscans that their gray frocks 
shall not come within singeing distance of the fire.” 

Spini rubbed the back of his head with one hand, and 
tapped his sword against his leg with the other, to stimulate his 
power of seeing these intangible combinations. 

“But.” he said presently, looking up again, “ unless we fall 
ou him in the Piazza, when the people are in a rage, and make 
an end of him and bis lies then and there, Valor! and the 
Salviati and the Albizzi will take up arms and raise a tight for 
him. I know that was talked of when there was the hubbub 
on Ascension Sunday. And the people may turn round again: 
there may be a story raised of the French king coming again, 
or some other cursed chance in the hypocrite’s favor. The city 
will never be safe till he’s out of it.” 

“He will be out of it before long, without 3’'Our giving your- 
self any further trouble than this little comedy of the Trial 
by Fire. The wine and the sun will make vinegar without 
any shouting to help them, as your Florentine sages would 
say. You will have the satisfaction of delivering your city 
from an incubua by an able stratagem, instead of risking blun- 
ders with sword-thrusts.” 

“But suppose did get magic and the devil to help him, 
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and walk through the fire after all ? said Spini, with a gri- 
mace intended to hide a certain shyness in trenching on this 
speculative ground. “ How do you know there’s nothing in 
those things ? Plenty of scholars believe in them^ and this 
Frate is bad enough for anything.” 

Oh, of course there are such things,” said Tito, with a 
shrufe ; “ but I have particular reasons for knowing that the 
Frate is not on such terms with the devil as can give him any 
confidence in this affair. The only magic he relies on is his 
own ability.” 

“Ability ! ” said Spini. “ Do you call it ability to be setting 
Florence at loggerheads with the Pope and all the powers of 
Italy — all to keep beckoning at the French king who never 
comes ? You may call him able, but I call him a hypocrite, 
who wauts to be master of everybody, and get himself made 
Pope.” 

“You judge with your usual penetration, my captain, but 
our opinions do not clash. The Frate, wanting to be master, 
and to carry out his projects against the Pope, requires the 
lever of a foreign power, and requires Florence as a fulcrum. 
1 used to think him a narrow-minded bigot, but now I think 
him a shrewd ambitious man who knows what he is aiming at, 
and directs his aim as skilfully as you direct a ball when you 
are playing at maglio” 

“Yes, yes,” said Spini, cordially, “I can aim a ball.” 

“ It is true,” said Tito, with bland gravity; “and I should 
not have troubled you with my trivial remark on the Frate's 
ability, but that you may see how this will heighten the credit 
of your success against him at Eome and at Milan, which is 
sure to serve you in good stead when the city comes to change 
its policy.” 

“ Well, thou art a good little demon, and shalt have good 
pay,” said Spini, patronizingly; whereupon he thought it only 
natural that the useful Greek adventurer should smile with 
gratification as he said, — 

“Of course, any advantage to me depends entirely on 
your ” — 

“ We shall have our supper at my palace to-night,” inter- 
rupted Spini, with a significant nod and an affectionate pat on 
Tito’s shoulder, “ and 1 shall expound the new scheme to them 
all” 

“ Pardon, my magnificent patron,” said Tito ; “ the scheme 
has been tbe same from the first — it has never varied except 
in your memory. Are you sure you have fast hold of it now ? ” 
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Spini rehearsed. 

^•One thing more,” he said, as Tito was hastening away. 

There is that sharp-nosed notary, Ser Ceccone; he has been 
handy of late. Tell me, you who can see a man wink when 
you’re behind him, do you think I may go on making use ot 
him ? ” 

Tito dared not say “No.” He knew his companion toe 
well to trust him with advice when all Spini’s vanity and self- 
interest were not engaged in concealing the adviser, 

“Doubtless,*’ he answered promptly. “T have nothing to 
say against Ceccone.” 

That suggestion of the notary’s intimate access to Spini 
caused Tito a passing twinge, interrupting his amused satis- 
faction in the success with which he made a tool of the man 
who fancied himself a patron. For he had been rather afraid 
of Ser Ceccone. 'rito‘s nature made him peculiarly alive 
to circumstances that might be turned to his disadvan- 
tage ; his ineiuory was much haunted by such possibilities, 
stimulating him to contrivances by wliich he might ward 
them off. And it was not likely that he should forget that 
October morning more than a year ago, when Roinola had 
appeared suddenly before him at the door of Nello’s shop, and 
had compelled him to declare his certainty that Fra Girolamo 
was not going outside the gates. The fact that Ser Ceccone 
had been a witness of that s<‘ene, together with Tito’s percep- 
tion that for some reason or other he was an object of dislike 
to the notary, had received a no^v importance from the recent 
turn of events. For after having been implicated in the 
Medicean plots, and having found it advisable ni consequence 
to retire into the country for some time, Ser Ceccone had of 
late, since his re-appearance in the city, attached himself to 
the Arrabbiati, and cultivated the patronage of Dolfo Spini. 
Now that captain of the Conipaguacci was much given, when 
in the company of intimates, to confidential narrative about his 
own doings, and if Ser Ceccone’s powers of combination were 
sharpened by enmity, lie might gather some knowledge which 
he could use against Tito with very unpleasant results. 

It would be pitiable to be balked in well-conducted schemes 
by an insignificant notary; to be lamed by the sting of an 
insect whom he had offended unawares. “ But,” Tito said to 
himself, “ the man’s dislike to me can be nothing deeper than 
the ill-liurnor of a dinnerless dog ; I shall conquer it if I can 
make him prosperous.” And he had been very glad of an 
opportunity wliich had presented itself of providing the 
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notary with a temporary post as an extra canceUiere or 
registering secretary under the Ten, believing that with this 
sop and the expectation of more, the waspish cur must be 
quite cured of the disposition to bite him. 

But perfect scheming demands oiniiiscienee, and the notary’s 
envy had been stimulated into hatred by causes of wliich Tito 
knew nothing. That evening, when Tito, returning from his 
critical audience with the Special Council, had brushed by 
Ser Ceccone on the stairs, the notary, who had only just 
returned from Pistoja, and learned the arrest ot the con- 
spirators, was bound on an errand Avhich bore a humble 
resemblance to Tito’s. He also, without giving up a show of 
popular zeal, had been putting in the Medicean lottery. He 
also had been privy to the unexecuted plot, and was willing 
to tell what he knew, but knew much less to tell. He also 
would have been willing to go on treacherous errands, but a 
more eligible agent had forestalled him. His propositions 
were received coldly; the council, he was told, was already in 
possession of the needed information, and since he had been 
thus busy in sedition, it would be well for liim to retire out 
of the way of mischief, otherwise the government might be 
oblig d to take note o£ him. Ser Ceccone wanted no evi- 
dence to make him attribute his failure to Tito, and his 
spite was the more bitter because the nature of the case 
compelled him to hold his peace about it. Xor was this the 
whole of his grudge against the flourishing Melema. On 
issuing from his hiding-place, and attaching himself to the 
Arrabbiati, he had earned some pay as one of tlie spies who 
reported information on Florentine affairs to the Milanese 
court ; but his pay had been sina'l, notwithstanding his pains 
to write full letters, and he had lately been apprised that his 
news was seldom more than a late and imperfect edition of 
what was known already. Now Ser Ceccone had no positive 
knowledge that Tito had an underhand connection with the 
Arvabbiati and tlie Court of Milan, but he had a suspicion of 
wliich he chewed the cud with as strong a sense of flavor as if 
it had been a certaint3^ 

This fine-grown vigorous hatred could swallow the feeble 
opiate of Tito’s favors, and be as lively as ever after it- Why 
should Ser Ceccone like ilelema any the better for doing him 
favors ? Doubtless the suave secretary’ had his own ends to 
serve ; and what right had he to the superior position which 
made it possible for him to show favor ? But since he had 
tuned liis voice to flattery, Ser Ceccone would pitch his in the 
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Bame key, and it remained to be seen iv^bo would win at the 
game of outwitting. 

To liave a mind well oiled with that sort of argument 
wbich prevents any claim from grasping it, seems eminently 
convenient sometimes; only the oil becomes objectionable 
when we find it anointing other minds on which we want to 
establish a hold. 

Tito, however, not being quite omniscient, felt now no 
more than a passing twinge of uneasiness at the suggestion of 
Ser Cecroiie^s power to hurt him. It was only for a little 
while that he cared greatly about keeping clear of suspicions 
and hostility. He was now playing his final game m 
Florence, and the skill he was conscious of applying gave 
him a pleasure in it even apart from the expected winnings. 
The errand on which he was bent to San Marco was a stroke 
in which he felt so much confidence that he had already given 
notice to the Ten of his desire to resign his office at an indefi- 
nite period within the next month or two, and had obtained 
permission to make that resignation suddenl\% if his afEairs 
needed it, with the understanding that Xiccolo Maechiavelli 
was to be his provisional substitute, if not his successor. He 
was acting on hypothetic grounds, but this was the sort of 
action that had the keenest interest for his diplomatic mind. 
From a combination of general knowledge concerning Savona- 
rola’s purposes with diligently observed details he had framed 
a conjecture which he was about to verify by this visit to San 
Marco. If he proved to be right, his game would be won, 
and he might soon turn his back on Florence. He looked 
eagerly towards that consummation, for many circumstances 
besides his own weariness of the place told him that it wa? 
time for him to be gone. 


CHAPTER LXIV. 

THE PROPHET IH HIS CELU. 

Tito’s visit to San Marco had been announced beforehand, 
and he was at once conducted by Fra Hiccolb, Savonarola’s 
secretary, up the spiral staircase into the long corridors lined 
with cells — corridors where Fra Angelico’s frescos, delicate 
as the rainbow on the melting cloud, startled the unaccus- 
tomed eye here and there, as if they had been sudden reflec- 
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tions cast from an ethereal world, where the Madonna sat 
crowned in her radiant glory, and the Diyine infant looked 
forth with perpetual promise. 

It was an hour of relaxation in the monastery, and most of 
the cells were empty. The light through the narrow windows 
looked in on nothing but bare walls, and the hard pallet and 
the crucifix. And even behind that door at the end of a long 
corridor, in the inner cell opening from an ante-chamber 
where the Prior usually sat at his desk or received private 
visitors, the high jet of light fell on only one more object 
that looked quite as common a monastic sight as the bare 
walls and hard pallet. It was but the back of a figure in the 
long white Dominican tunic and scapulary, kneeling with 
bowed head before a crucifix. It might have been any ordi- 
nary Pra Girolamo, who had nothing worse to confess than 
thinking of wrong things when he was singing in coro, or 
feeling a spiteful joy when Fra Benedetto dropped the ink 
over his own miniatures in the breviary he was illuminating 
— who had no higher thought than that of climbing safely 
into Paradise up the narrow ladder of prayer, fasting, and 
obedience. But under this particular white tunic there was 
a heart beating with a consciousness inconceivable to the 
average monk, and perhaps hard to be conceived by any man 
who has not arrived at self-knowledge through a tumultuous 
inner life : a consciousness in which irrevocable errors and 
lapses from veracity were so intwiued with noble purposes 
and sincere beliefs, in which self-justifying expediency was 
so inwoven with the tissue of a great work which the whole 
being seemed as unable to abandon as the body was unable to 
abandon glowing and trembling before the objects of hope 
and fear, that it was perhaps impossible, whatever course 
might be adopted, for the conscience to find perfect repose. 

Savonarola was not only in the attitude of prayer, there 
were Latin words of prayer on his lips ; and yet he was not 
praying. He had entered his cell, had fallen on his knees, 
and burst into words of supplication, seeking in this way for 
an influx of calmness which would be a warrant to him that 
the resolutions urged on him by crowding thoughts and pas- 
sions were not wresting him away from the Divine support ; 
but the previsions and impulses which had been at work within 
him for the last hour were too imperious; and while he 
pressed his hands against his face, and while his lips were 
uttering audibly, Cor mundum crea in his mind was 
still filled with the images of the snare his enemies had pre* 
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pared for him, was still busy with the arguments by which he 
could justity himself against their taunts and accusations. 

And it was not only against his opponents that iSavoiiarola 
had to defend himself. This mo ruing he had had new proof 
that his friends and followers were as much inclined to urge 
021 the Trial by Fire as his enemies : desiring and tacitly 
expecting that he himself would at last accept the challenge 
and evoke the long-expected miracle which was to dissipate 
doubt and triiuni»h over malignity. Had he not said that 
God would deck ire himself at the fitting time ? And to the 
understanding of plain Florentines, eager to get party quciv- 
tions settled, it seemed that no time could be more fitting tJian 
this, Certninly, if Fra Domenico walked through the fire 
unhurt, that would be a miracle^ and the faith and ardor of 
that good brother were felt to be a cheering augury; but 
Savonarola was acutely conseious that the secret longing of 
his followers to see him accept the challenge had not been 
dissipated by any reasons he had given tor his refusal. 

Yet it was iiiipObsible to him to satisfy them ; and with 
bitter distress he saw now that it was impossible for him any 
longer to re&ist the prosecution of the trial in Fra Domenico’s 
case. Xot that Savonarola had uttered and written a falsity 
when he declared his belief in a future supernatural attesta- 
tion of his work; but his mind was so constituted that A\hile 
it W£is easy for Liiu to believe in a miracle which, being dw- 
taut and undefined, was screened behind the strong reasons 
he saw for its occurience, and yet easier for him to have a 
belief in inward miracles such as his own prophetic inspira- 
tion and divinely wrought intuitions; it was at the same 
time insurmountably difheuit to him to believe in the jiroba- 
bility of a miracle which, like this of being carried unhurt 
thvoueh the fire, pressed in all its details on his imagination 
and involved a demand not only for belief but for exceptional 
action. 

Savonarola’s nature was one of those in which opposing 
tendencies co-exist in almost equal strength: the passionate 
sensibility which, impatient of definite thought, floods every 
idea with emotion and tends towards contemplative ecstasy, 
alternated in him with a keen perception of outward facts 
and a vigorous practical judgment of men and things. And 
in this case of the Trial hy Fire, the latter characteristics 
were stimulated into unusual activity by an acute physical 
sensitiveness which gives overpowering force to the conception 
of pain and destruction as a necessary sequence of facts which 
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have already been causes of pain in our experience. The promp- 
titude with which men will consent to touch red-hot iron "with 
a wet finger is not to be measured by their theoretic acceptance 
of the impossibility that the iron will burn them : practical 
belief de2>ends on what is most strongly represented in the 
mind at a given moment. And with the Prate's constitution, 
when the Trial by Fire was urged on his imaginarion as an 
immediate demand, it was impossible for him to believe that 
he or any othei man eonld walk through the flames unhurt — 
impossible for him to believe that even if he re&olved to offer 
himself, he would not shrink at the Last moment. 

But the Florentines were not likely to make these fine dis- 
tinctions. To the common run of mankind it has always 
seemed a proof of mental vigor to find moral questions easy, 
and judge conduct according to concise alternatives. And 
nothing was likely to seem plainpr than that a man who at 
one time declared that God would not leave him without the 
guarantee of a miracle, and yet drew back when it was pro* 
posed to test his declaration, had said what he did not believe. 
Were not Fra Domenico and Fra Mariano, and scores of 
Piagnoni besides, ready to enter the five ? \A'hat Avas the 
cause of their superior courage, if it was not their superior 
faith? SaAonarola could not have explained Ins conduct 
satisfactorily to his friends, even if he had been able to ex- 
pLiin it thuiouglily to himself. And he was not. Our naked 
feeling" make haste to clothe themselves in propo^iitions 
which lie at hand among our store of ()pinion.s. and to give a 
true account of AA'hat pa&sos Avitliin us something else is 
necessary besides sinceritj', even when sincerity is mimixed. 
In these very moments, Avhen Savorurola was kneeling in 
audible prayer, he had ceased to hear the uords on his lips. 
They were drowned by avgamentative voices within him that 
sha2^ed their reasons more and more for an outward audiejice. 

‘"To aiqieal to heaven for a mira(*le by a rash acceptance of 
a challenge, which is a mere snare prepared for me by ignoble 
foes, Avould be a tempting of God, and the appeal Avould not 
be res])onded to. Let the Po2>e’h legate come, let the ainbas- 
sadors of all the great PoAvers come and 23 romise tliat the call- 
ing of a General Council and the relorni of the Church shall 
hang on the miracle, and I will enter the flames, trusting that 
God will Jiot Avithhold II is seal from that great AA’^ork. Until 
then I reserve myself for higher duties Avhich are directly 
laid upon me ; it is not i^erinitted to me to leap from the 
chariot for the sake of wrestling Avith every loud vaunter. 
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But Fra Domenico’s invincible zeal to enter into the trial may 
be the sign of a Divine vocation, may be a pledge that the 
miracle ” — 

But no ! ‘when Savonarola brought his mind close to the 
threatened scene in the Fiazza, and imagined a human body 
entering the hve, his belief recoiled again. It was not an event 
that his imagination could simply see : he felt it with bliiul- 
dering vibrations to the extremities of his senbiti\e hiigeis. 
The miracle could not be. Nay, the trial itself was not to 
happen : he was warranted in doing all iu his power to luiuler 
it. The fuel might be got ready in the Piazza, the people 
might be assembled, the preparatory formalities might be 
gone through : all this was perhaps inevitable now, and he 
could no longer resist it without bringing di.shonor on — him- 
self ? Yes, and therefore on the cause of God. But it was 
not really intended that the Franciscan should enter the tire, 
and while he Ining back there would be the means of prevent- 
ing Fra Domenico's entrance. At the very worst, if Fia Do- 
menico were compelled to enter, he should carry the conse- 
crated Host with him, and with that Mystery in liis hand, 
there might be a warrant for exjiecting that the ordinary 
effects of tire would be stayed ; or, more probably, this deiuaud 
would be resisted, and might thus be a tinal obstacle to the tiiaL 

But these intentions could not be avowed : he must appear 
frankly to await the trial, and to trust in its issue. That dis- 
sidence between inward reality and outwaivl seeming was not 
the Christian simplicity after which he had striven through 
years of his youth and prime, and which he bad preached as 
a chief fruit of the Divine life. In the stress and heat of 
the day, ivith cheeks burning, Avith shouts ringing in the ears, 
who is so blest as to remember the yearnings he had in the 
cool and silent morning and knon that he has not belied 
them ? 

“ 0 God, it is for the sake of the people — because they are 
blind — because their faith depends on me. If I put on sack- 
cloth and cast myself among the ashes, who will take up the 
standard and head the battle ? Have I not been led by a 
way which I knew not to the work that lies before me ? ” 

The conflict was one that could not end, and in the effort 
at prayerful pleading the uneasy mind laved its smart contin- 
ually in thoughts of the greatness of that task which there 
was no man else to fulfil if he forsook it. It was not a thing 
of every day that a man should be inspired with the vision 
and the daring that made a sacred rebel. 
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Even the words of prayer had died away. He continued to 
kneel, but his mind was hlled with the images of results to 
be felt through all Europe ; and the sense of immediate diffi- 
culties vras being lost iu the glow of that vision, when the 
knocking at the door announced the expected visit. 

Savonarola drew on liis mantle before he left his cell, as 
was his custom when he received visitors; and with that 
immediate response to any appeal from without which belongs 
to a power-loving nature accustomed to make its power felt by 
speech, he met Tito with a glance as self-possessed and strong 
as if he had risen from resolution instead of conflict. 

Tito did not kneel, but simply made a greeting of profound 
deference, which Savonarola received quietly without any 
sacerdotal words, and then desiring him to be seated, said at 
once, — 

Your business is something of weight, my son, that could 
not be conveyed through others ? ” 

Assuredly, father, else I should not have presumed to ask 
it. I will not trespass on your time by any proem. I gath- 
ered from a remark of Messer Domenico Mazzinghi that you 
might be glad to make use of the next special courier who is 
sent to France with despatches from the Ten. I must entreat 
you to pardon me if I have been too officious ; but inasmuch as 
Messer Domenico is at this moment away at his villa, I wished 
to apprise you that a courier carrying important letters is 
about to depart for Lyons at daybreak to-morrow.” 

The muscles of Fra Girolamo^s face were eminently under 
command, as must be the case with all men whose personality 
is powerful, and in deliberate speech he was habitually cau- 
tious, confiding his intentions to none without necessity. 
But under any strong mental stimulus, his eyes were liable to 
a dilatation and added brilliancy that no strength of will 
could control. He looked steadily at Tito, and did not answer 
immediately, as if he had to consider whether the information 
he had just heard met any purpose of his. 

Tito, whose glance never seemed observant, but rarely let 
anything escape it, had expected precisely that dilatation and 
flash of Savonarola’s eyes which he had noted on other occa- 
sions. He saw it, and then immediately busied himself in 
adjusting his gold fibula, which had got wrong ; seeming to 
imply that he awaited an answer patiently. 

The fact was that Savonarola had expected to receive this 
intimation from Domenico Mazzinghi, one of the Ten, an 
ardent disciple of his whom he had already employed to write 
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a private letter to the ITlorentiue ambassador in France, to 
prepare the way for a letter to the French king himself in 
Savonarola's handwriting, which now lay ready in the de^k at 
his side. It was a letter calling on the king to assist iii sum- 
moning a General Council, that might reform the abuses of 
the Church, and begin by deposing Tope Alexander, who was 
not rightfully Pope, being a vicious unbeliever, elected b} 
corruption and governing by simony. 

This fact was not what Tito knew, but -what his construc- 
tive talent, guided by subtle indications, had led him to guess 
and hope. 

It is true, my .son,” said Savonarola, quietly, — “ it is true 
I have letters which I would gladly send by safe conveyance 
under cover to our ambassador. Our community of San 
Marco, as you know, has affairs in France, being, amongst 
other things, responsible fur a debt to that singularly wiae 
and experienced Freiirhimm, Signor Philippe de Comines, on 
the library ot the which we purchased 5 but I appre- 

hend that Domenico ilazziiighi himself may return to the city 
before evening, and 1 should gain more time for preparation 
of the letters if 1 waited to dejiosit them in his hands.” 

Assuredly, revi'vend father, that might be better ou all 
grounds, except one, namely, that if anything occurred to 
hindtn* Messer Domenico’s return, the despatch of the letters 
would require either that 1 should come to iSan Marco again 
at a late hour, or that you should stuul them to me by your 
secretary ; and I am aware that you wish to guai’d against the 
false inferences which might be drawui from a too frequent 
coinmunicatiou betw'een yourself and an}' officer of the gov- 
ernment.*’ Ill throwing out this difficulty Tito felt that the 
more unwillingness the Frate showed to trust him, the more 
certain he would be of his conjecture. 

Savonarola was silent ; but while he kept his mouth firm, a 
slight glow rose iu his face with the suppressed excitement 
that ^\as growing w'ithin him. It would be a critical moment 
— Uiat in which he delivered the letter out of his own hands. 

** It is mo&t probable that 'Messer Domenico "will return iu 
time,” said Tito, atfeeting to consider tlie Frate’s determina- 
tion settled, and rising from liis chair as he spoke. 
your permission, I will take my leave, father, not to trespass 
on your time when my errand is done : but as I may not be 
favored wdUi another iiiU*rvK‘\v, 1 venture to confide to you — 
what is not yet known to others, except to the magnificent 
Ten — fciiat 1 coatemxdate resigning my secretaryship, and 
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leaving Florence shortly. Am I presuming too much on your 
interest in seating what relates chiefly to myself ? ” 

“Speak on, my son,” said the Frate; “I desire to know 
your prospects.” 

“I find, then, that I have mistaken my real vocation in 
forsaking the career of pure letters, for which I was brought 
up. The politics of Florence, father, are worthy to occupy 
the greatest mind — to occupy yourj> — when a man is in a 
position to execute his own ideas ; but when, like me, he can 
only hope to be the mere instrument of changing schemes, he 
requires to be animated by the minor attachments of a born 
Florentine ; also, my wife's unhappy alienation from a Floren- 
tine residence since the painful events of August natui’ally 
influences me. I wish to join her.” 

Savonarola inclined his head apiirovingly. 

“I intend, then, soon to leave Florence, to visit the chief 
courts of Europe, and to widen my acquaintance witli the 
men of letters in the various universities. I shall go first to 
the court of Hungaiy, where scholars aie eminently welcome; 
and I sliall probably start in a week or ten days. I have not 
concealed from you, father, that I am no religious enthusiast; 
I have not my wife’s ardor ; but religious enthusiasm, us I 
conceive, is not necessary in older to appreciate the grandeur 
and justice of } our views concerning tlic governinont of net ions 
and the Church. And if you condcbccnd to intrust me with 
any ccuumission that will further the relations you wish 
to establish, I shall feel honored. May I now take my 
leave ? ” 

“Stay, my son. When you depart from Florence I will 
send a letter to j^our wife, of whose spiritual welfare I would 
fain be assured, for she left me in anger. As for the letters 
to France, such as I have ready ” — 

Savonarola lose and turned to his desk as he spoke. He 
took from it a letter on which Tito could sec, but not read, an 
address in the Fvate’s ow'n minute and exquisite handwriting, 
still to be seen covering tlie margins of Lis Bibles. He took 
a large sheet of paper, enclosed the letter, and sealed it. 

“Pardon me, father,” said Tito, before Savonarola had time 
to speak, “unless it were your decided wish, I would rather not 
incur the responsibility of carrying away the letter. Messer 
Domenico Mazzinghi will doubtless return, or, if not, Fra Niccoift 
can convey it to me at the second hour of the evening, when I 
shall place the other despatches in the courier’s hands.” 

“ At present, my son,” said the Frate, waiving that poiuti 
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** 1 wish you to address this packet to our ambassador in your 
own handwriting, which is preferable to my secretary’s.” 

Tito sat down to write the address wliile the Prate stood 
by him with folded arms, the glow mounting in his cheek, 
and his lip at last quivering, Tito rose and was about to 
move away, when Savonarola said abruptly, — Take it, my 
son. There is no use in waiting. It does not please me tliat 
Fra Niccolo should have needless errands to the Palazzo.” 

As Tito took the letter, Savonarola stood in suppressed ex- 
citement that forbade further speech. There seems to be a 
subtle emanation from passionate natures like his, making 
their mental states tell immediate!}" on others j when they aie 
absent-minded and inwardly excited there is silence in the 
air. 

Tito made a deep reverence and went out with the letter 
under his mantle. 

The letter was duly delivered to the courier and carried out 
of Florence. But before that happened another messenger, 
privately employed by Tito, had conveyed information iu 
cipher, which was carried by a series of relays to armed agents 
of Ludovico Sforza, Duke of Milan, on the watcli for the very 
purpose of intercepting despatches on the borders of the 
Milanese territory. 


CHAPTER LXV. 

THE TRlAIt BY FIRE, 

Little more than a week after, on the seventh of April, 
the great Piazza della Signoria presented a stranger spectacle 
even than the famous Bonfire of Vanities. And a greater 
multitude had assembled to see it than had ever before tried 
to find place for themselves in the wide Piazza, even on the 
day of San Giovanni. 

It w^as near midday, and since the early morning there had 
been a gradual swarming of the people at every coign of 
vantage or disadvantage offered by the fji^ades and roofs of 
the houses, and such spaces of the pavement as were free to 
the public. Men vrere seated on iron rods that made a sharp 
angle with the rising wall, were clutching slim pillars with 
arms and legs, were astride on the necks of the rough statuary 
that here and there surmounted the entrances of the grander 
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houses^ were finding a pahn’s>breadth of seat on a bit of 
architrave^ and a footing on the rongh projections of the 
rustic stonework, while they clutched the strong iron rings or 
staples driven into the walls beside them. 

For they were come to see a Miracle : cramped limbs and 
abraded flesh seemed slight inconveniences with that prospect 
close at hand. It is the ordinary lot of mankind to hear of 
miracles, and more or less to believe in them ; but now the 
Florentines were going to see one. At the very least they 
would see half a miracle ; for if the monk did not come whole 
out of the tire, they would see him enter it, and infer that he 
was burned in the middle. 

There could be no reasonable doubt, it seemed, that the fire 
would be kindled, and that the monks would enter it. For 
there, before their eyes, was the long platform, eight feet 
broad, and twenty yards long, with a grove of fuel heaped up 
terribly, great branches of dry oak as a foundation, crackling 
thorns above, and welbanointed tow and rags, known to make 
tine flames in Florentine illuminations. The platform began 
at the corner of the marble terrace i]i front of the Old Palace, 
close to Marzocco, the stone lion, whose aged visage looked 
frown in gly along the grove of fuel tliat stretched obliquely 
across the Piazza. 

Besides that, there were three large bodies of armed men : 
five hundred hired soldiers of the ISignoria stationed before 
the palace ; five hundred Compagnacci under Dolfo Spini, far 
off on the opposite side of the Piazza; and three hundred 
armed citizens of another sort, under Marco Salviati, Savon- 
arola’s friend, in front of Orgagna’a Loggia, where the Francis- 
cans and Dominicans were to be placed with their champions. 

Here had been much expense of money and labor, and 
high dignities were concerned. There could be no reasonable 
doubt that something great was about to happen ; and it would 
certainly be a great thing if the two monks were simply 
burned, for in that case too God would have spoken, and said 
very plainly that Fra Girolamo was not His prophet. 

And there was not much longer to wait, for it was now near 
midday. Half the monks were already at their posts, and 
that half of the Loggia that lies towards the Palace was 
already filled with gray mantles ; but the other half, divided 
off by boai-ds, was still empty of everything except a small 
altar. The Franciscans had entered and taken their places in 
silence. But now, at the other side of the Piazza was heard 
loud chanting from two hundred voiceS| and there was general 
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satisfaction, if not in the chanting, at least in the evidnuce 
that the Domiinuans were come. That loud chanting reijoti- 
tion of the praj'^er, “Let God arise, and lob His enemies he 
scattered,*’ was unpleasantly suggestive to some impartial 
ears of a desire to vaunt coulidence and exoite dismay ; ami so 
was the flame-colored velvet cope in wliich Fra Doinonico was 
arrayed as lie headed the procession, cross in haiul, liis siini»le 
mind really exalted with faith, and with the genuine intention 
to enter the flames for the glory of God and Fra Girulaino. 
Behind him came Savonarola in the white vestment of a 
priest, carrying in his hands a vessel containing tlie conse- 
crated Host. He, too, was chanting loud]}'; he, too, looked 
firm and confident, and as all eyes were turned eagerly on 
him, cither in anxiety, curiosity, or malignity, from the 
moment when he entered the Piazza till he mounted the steps 
of the Loggia and deposited the Sacrament on tlie altar, there 
was an intensifying flash and energy in his countenance re- 
sponding to that scrutiny. 

'SVe are so made, almost all of us, that the false seeming 
which we have thought of with painful shrinking when 
beforehand in our solitude it l>as urged itaelf on us as a 
necessity, will possess our muscles and move our lips ua if 
nothing but that were easy when once we have come uiiih-r 
the stimulus of expectant eyes and ears. And the strength 
of tliat stimulus to Savonarola can lianlly be measured by the 
experience of ordinary lives. Perhaps no man has ever had 
a mighty influence over his fellows without having the innate 
need to dominate, and this need usually becomes the more 
imperious in proportion as the complications of life make 
Self inseparable from a pur[>nse w'hich is not selfish. In this 
way it came to pass that on the day of the Trial by Fire, the 
doubleness wliicli is the pre.ssing tmuptation in every public 
career, wdiether of priest, orator, or statesman, w'as more 
strongly defined in Savonarola’s conscioiiaiiess as the acting of 
a part, than at any other period in Iiis life. He w'as struggling 
not against impending martyrdom, but against inipendiiig 
ruin. 

Therefore he looked and acted as if he 'were thoroughly 
confident, when all the while foreboding was pressing with 
leaden weight on his Imart, not onlj' because of the probable 
issues of this trial, but because of another event alreadj' past 
— an event which was spreading a sunny satis fju'biou through 
the mind of a man wlio was looking d(»wnatlho passion-w(»rn 
prophet from a window of the Old Palace^ It was a common 
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fcnvning-poiiit towards which those widely sundered lives had 
been couv^ergnig, that two evenings ago the news had come 
that the Eloj-entine courier of the Ten had been arrested and 
robbed of all his despatches, so that Savonarola’s letter was 
already in the hands of the Duke of Milan, and would soon 
be in the hands of the Pope, not only heightening rage, but 
giving a new justification to extreme measures. There was 
no malignity in Tito Melema’s satisfaction : it was the mild 
self-gratulatiou of a man who has won a game that has 
eiiiplo3"ed h^'pothetic skill, not a game that has stirred the 
muscles and lieated the blood. Of course that bundle of 
desires and contrivances called human nature, wlien moulded 
into the form of a plain-featured Frate Predieatore, more or 
loss of an impostor, could not be a pathetic object to a bril- 
liant-minded scholar who understood ever^^thing. Yet this 
tonsured Oirolamo with iho high nose and large under lip was 
an imiuensely clever Frate, mixing with his absurd super- 
stitions or fabrications veiy remarkable notions about govern- 
ment; no babbler, but a man who could keep Ixis secrets. 
Tito had no moie spite against him than against Saint 
Dominic. On the contrary', Fra Girolamo's existence had 
been highly convenient to Tito IVtelema, furnishing him with 
that round of the ladder from which he was about to leap on 
to a new and smooth footing very much to his heart’s content. 
And everything now Avas in forAvard preparation for that leap : 
let one more sun rise and set, and Tito hoped to quit Florence. 
PIo had been so industrious that he ftdt at full leisure to 
amuse liiiuself Avitli to-day’s comedy, which the thick-headed 
Doll'o Spin! could never have brought about but for him. 

Yot yet did the loud chanting cease, but rather swelled to a 
deafening roar, being taken up iii all parts of the Piazza by 
the Piagnoui. Avho carried their little red crosses as a bodge, 
and, most of them, chanted the prayer for the confusion of 
God’s enemies with the expectation of an answer to be given 
^hrougli the medium of a more signal personage than Fi'a 
Domenico. This good Frate in his fiame-colored cope was 
no IV kneeling before the little altar on which the Sacrament 
Avas deposited, aAvaiting liis summons. 

On the Franciscan side of the Loggia there was no chanting 
and no flame-color ; only silence and gvayness. But there was 
this counterbalancing differeuce, that the Franciscans had two 
champions: a certain Fra Giuliano Avas to pair Avith Fra 
Domenico, while the original champion, Fra Francesco, coiv 
lined his challenge to Savonarola. 
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“ Surely, thought the men perched uneasily on the rods 
and pillars, “ all must be ready now. This chanting might 
stop, and we should see hotter when the Frati are moving 
towards the platform.” 

Bub the Frati were not to be seen moving yet. Pale 
Franciscan faces were looking uneasily over the boarding at 
that flame-colored cope. It had an evil look and might be 
enchanted, so that a false miracle would be wrought by magio. 
Your monk may come whole out of the fire, and yet it may W 
the work of the devil. 

And now there was passing to and fro between the Loggia 
and the marble terrace of the Palazzo, and the roar of chant- 
ing became a little quieter, for every one at a distance ^va^ 
beginning to watch more eagerly. Biiv it soon apjjcared tlial 
the new movement was not a beginning, bub an obstacle to 
beginning. The dignified Florentines appointed to preriule 
over this affair as moderators on each side, went in and out of 
the Palace, and there was much debate with the Franciscans. 
But at last it was clear that Fra Domenico, conspicuous in his 
flame-color, was being fetched towards the Palace. Probably 
the fire had already been kindled — it was difficult to see at a 
distance — and the miracle was going to begin. 

i5ot at all — the flaine-culored cope disappeared within tlie 
Palace; then another Dominican was fetched away; twl for 
a long while everything wont on as before — thu tire.some 
chanting, which w^as not miraculous, and Fra Girolamo in his 
white vestment standing just in the same place. But at labt 
something happened ; Fra Domenico was seen coming out of 
the Palace again, and returning to his brethren. He had 
changed all his clothes with a brother monk, but he was 
guarded on each flank by a Franciscan, lest coming into the 
vicinity of Savonarola he shotild be enchanted again. 

‘*Ah, then,” thought the distant spectators, a little less 
conscious of cramped limbs and hunger, ‘‘ Fra Domenico is 
not going to enter the fire. It is Fra Girolamo who offers him- 
solf after all. We shall see him move presently, and if he 
comes out of the flames we shall have a fine view of him.” 

But Fra Girolamo did not move, except with tlie ordinary 
action accompanying speech. The speech was bold and firm, 
perhaps somewdmt ironically remonstrant, like that of Elij^ 
to the priests of Baal, demanding the cessation of these trivial 
delays. But speech is the most irritating kind of argument 
for those who are out of hearing, cramped in the limbs, and 
empty in the stomach. And need was there for speech? 
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tf the miracle did not begin, it could be no one’s fault but 
Fra Girolamo’s, who might put an end to all difficulties by 
offering himself now the fire was ready, as he had been for- 
ward enough to do Avhen there was no fuel in sight. 

More movement to and fro, more discussion ; and the after- 
noon seemed to be slipping away all the faster because the 
clouds had gathered, and changed the light on everything, and 
sent a chill through the spectators, hungry in mind and body. 

Noio it was the crucifix which Fra Domenico wanted to 
carry into the fire and must not be allowed to profane in that 
manner. After some little resistance Savonarola gave way to 
this objection, and thus had the advantage of making one 
more concession; but he immediately placed in Fra Dome- 
nico’s hands the vessel containing the consecrated Host. The 
idea that the presence of the sacred Mystery might in the 
w''orst extremity avert the ordinary effects of fire hovered in 
his mind as a possibility; but the issue on which he counted 
was of a more positive kind. In taking up the Host he said 
quietly, as if he were only doing what had been presupposed 
from the fii^st, — 

Since they are not willing that you should enter with the 
crucifix, my brother, enter simply with the Sacrament,” 

New horror in the Franciscans; new firmness in Savonarola. 
“It was impious presumption to carry the Sacrament into the 
fire: if it were burned the scandal Avonld be great in the 
minds of the weak and ignorant.” “Not at all: even if it 
Avere burned, the Accidents only Avould be consumed, tlie Sub- 
stance Avould remain.” Here was a question that juight be 
argued till set of sun and remain as elastic as ever ; and no 
one could pi'opose settling it hy proceeding to the trial, since 
it was essentially a preliminary question. It was only neces- 
sary that both sides should remain firm — that the Francis- 
cans should persist in not permitting the Host to be carried 
into the fire, and that Fra Domenico should persist in refusing 
to enter without it. 

Meanwhile the clouds were getting darker, the air chiller. 
Even the chanting was missed now it had given way to in- 
audible argument ; and the confused sounds of talk from all 
poinrs of the Piazza, showing that expectation was everywhere 
relaxing, contributed to the irritating presentiment that noth- 
ing decisive would be done. Here and thei^ a dropping shout 
was heard ; then, more frequent shouts in a rising scale of 
acorn. 

“ Light the fire and drive them in I ” “ Let us have a smell 
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of roast — we want onr dinner!’^ ^^Come, Prophot, Ictus 
know whether anything is to happen before the twenty-lour 
hours are over!” “Yes, yes, what’s your last vision ?*’ 

“ Oh, he’s got a dozen in his inside ; they're tlio small chaiii^c 
for a miracle ! “ Olh, Prate, where are you ? Xever iuitki 
wasting the fuel ! ” 

Still the same movement to and fro between the Lojjuii 
and the Palace; still the same debate, slow and unintellij'.bl" 
to the multitude as the colloquies of insects that touch .un 
tennsB to no other apparent effect than that of going nn-l 
coming. But an in terji rotation was not long wanting to nn- 
heavd debates in which Fra Girolamo was constantly a 'Speaker 
it was he who\va3 hindering the trial ; everybody wiib ajipCcil- 
ing to him now, and he was hanging back. 

Soon the shouts ceased to be ditotinguishable, and were 
in an uproar not simply of voices, but of clashing mel.il and 
trampling feet. The suggestions of the irritated people li »•! 
stimulated old inumlses in Dolfo Spini and Lis band of Com- 
pagnacci ; it seemed an opportunit}' not to be lost for putiini^ 
an end to Florentine difficulties by getting possession of tim 
arch-hypocrite's person ; and there was a vigorous rush of tlj»' 
armed men towards the Loggia, thrusting the people aside, ov 
driving them on to the file of soldiery stationed in front of 
the Palace. At this movement everytliing was sn'ipoiid*‘d 
both with monks and embarrassed magistrates except the pal- 
pitating watch to see what would come of the struggle. 

But the Loggia wfis well guarded by the baud under the 
brave Salviati ; the soldiers of the Signoria assisted in the re- 
pulse; and the trampling and rushing were all backward 
again towards the Tetto d*^’ Pisani, when the blackness of rln' 
heavens seemed to intensify in this niDiuent of utter confu- 
sion ; and the rain, which liad already been felt in scattcnvl 
drops, began to fall with rapidly growing violence, wpttiii‘4 
the fuel, and running in streams off the platform, wetting tlw 
weary hungry people to the skin, and driving every mans 
disgust and rage inwards to ferment there in the damp 
darkness. 

Everybody knew now that the Trial by Fire was not to hap- 
pen. The Signoria was do\ibtless glad of the rain, as an ol^ 
vious reason, bolter than any jjretext. for declaring that both 
parties might go home. It was the issue which Savonarola 
had expected and desired ; yet it would be an ill description 
of what he felt to say that" he was glad. As that rain f^lL 
and plashed on the edge of the Loggia, and sent spray over 
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the altar and. all garments and faces, the Frate knew that the 
demand for him to enter the tire was at an end. But he knew 
too, with a certainty as irresistible as the damp chill that had 
taken possession of I)is frame, that the design of his enemies 
was fulfilled, and that his honor was not saved. He knew 
that he should have to make his way to San Marco again, 
through the enraged crowd, and that the hearts of many 
friends who would once have defended him with their lives 
would now be turned against him. 

When the rain had ceased he asked for a guard from the 
Siguona, and it was given him. Had he said that he was 
willing to die for the work of his life ? Yes, and he had not 
spoken falsely. But to die in dishonor — held up to scorn as 
a hypocrite and a false prophet ? “ Oh, God ! that is not 

martjTdom ! It is the blotting out of a life that has been a 
protest against wrong. Let me die because of the worth that 
is in me, nob because of my weakness,” 

The rain had ceased, and the light from the breaking clouds 
fell on Savonarola as he left the Loggia in the midst of his 
guard, walking as he had come, with the Sacrament in liis hand. 
But there seemed no glory in the light that fell on him now, 
no smile of heaven : it was only that light which shines on, 
patiently and impartially, justifying or condemning by simply 
showing all things in the slow history of their ripening. He 
heard no bles.^ing, no tones of pity, but only taunts and 
threats. He knew this was a foretaste of coming bitterness j 
yet his courage mounted under all moral attack, and he 
showed no sign of dismay. 

“ Well parried, Frate said Tito, as Savonarola descended 
the steps of the Loggia. “ But I fear your career at Florence 
is ended. What say you, my iN'iccolo ? ” 

“ It is a pity his falsehoods were not all of a wise sort,” 
said Macchiavelli, with a melanclioly shrug- “With the 
times so much on his side as they are about Caurch afCairi^ he 
might have done something great.” 
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CHAPTER LXVI. 

A MASQUE OF THE FURIES, 

The next day was Palm Sunday, or Olive Sunday, as it was 
chiefly called in the olive-growing Valdarno ; and the moruinv 
sun shone with a more delicious clearness for the yesterday’«^ 
rain. Once more Savonarola mounted the pulpit in San 
Marco, and saw' a flock around him whose faith in him was 
still unshaken ; and this morning in calm and sad siuceriU 
he declared himself ready to die; in front of*all visions he 
saw his own doom. Once more he uttered the benediction, and 
saw the faces of men and women lifted towards him in venci- 
ating love. Then he descended the steps of the pulpit and 
turned aw^ay from that sight forever. 

For before the sun had set Florence was in an uproar. The 
passions which had been roused the day before had been 
smouldering through that quiet morning, and bad now burst 
out again with a fury not unassisted by design, and not with- 
out official connivance. The uproar liad begun at the Duomo 
in an attempt of some Compagnacci to hinder the evening 
sermon, which the Piagnoni had assembled to hear. But no 
sooner had men’s blood mounted and the disturbances had 
become an affray than the cry arose, To San Marco ! the fire 
to San Marco ! ” 

And long before the daylight had died, both the church and 
convent were being besieged by an enraged and continually 
increasing multitude. Not without resistance. For the 
monks, long conscious of growing hostility without, had arms 
within their walls, and some of them fought as vigorously in 
their long wliite tunics as if they had been Knights Templars. 
Even the command of Savonarola could not prevail against 
the impulse to self-defence in arms that were still muscular 
under the Dominican serge. There were laymen too who had 
not chosen to depart, and some of them fought fiercely : there 
was firing from the high altar close by the great crucifix, 
there was pouring of stones and hot embers from the convent 
roof, there was close fighting with swords in the cloisters, 
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ilTotwithstandiug the force of the assailants^ the attack lasted 
dll deep night. 

The demonstrations of the Government had all been against 
the convent ; early in the attack guards had been sent for, 
not to disperse the assailants, but to command all within the 
convent to lay down their arms, all laymen to depart from it, 
and Savonarola himself to quit the Florentine territory within 
twelve hours. Had Savonarola quitted the convent then, he 
could hardly have escaped being torn to pieces; he was 
willing to go, but his friends hindered him. It was felt to be 
a great risk even for some laymen of high name to depart by 
the garden wall, but among those who had chosen to do so was 
Francesco Valori, who hoped to raise rescue from without. 

And now when it was deep night — when the struggle 
could hardly have lasted much longer, and the Coinpagnacci 
might soon have carried their swords into the library, where 
Savonarola was praying with the Brethren who hstd either 
not taken up arms or had laid them down at his command — 
there came a second body of guards, commissioned by the 
Signoria to demand the persons of Fra Girolamo and his two 
coadjutors. Fra Domenico and Fra Salvestro. 

Loud was the roar of triumphant hate when the light of 
lanterns showed the Frate issuing from the door of the con- 
vent with a guard who promised him no other safety than 
that of the prison. The struggle now was, who should get 
first in the stream that rushed up the narrow street to see the 
Prophet carried back in ignominy to the Piazza where he had 
braved it yesterday — who should be in the best place for 
reaching his ear with insult, nay, if possible, for smiting liim 
and kicking him. This was not difficult for some of the 
armed Compagnacci who were not prevented from mixing 
themselves with the guards. 

When Savonarola felt himself dragged and pushed along in 
the midst of that hooting multitude; when lanterns were 
lifted to show him deriding faces ; when he felt himself spit 
upon, smitten and kicked with grossest words of insult, it 
seemed to him that the worst bitterness of life was past. If 
men judged him guilty, and were bent on having his blood, it 
was only death that awaited him. But the worst drop of 
bitterness can never be wrung on to our lips from without ; 
the lowest depth of resignation is not to be found in martyr- 
dom ; it is only to be found when we have covered our heads 
in silence and felt, “ I am not worthy to be a martyr ; the 
Truth shall prosper, but not by me.'' 
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Brtt that brief imperfect triumph of insulting the Frate, 
sv'ho had soon disappeared under the doorway of the Old 
Palace, was only like the taste of blood to the tiger. Were 
there not the houses of the hypocrite^s friends to be sacked? 
Already one-half of the armed multitude, too much in the 
rear to share greatly in the siege ot the con^’ont, had been 
emploj'ed in the more profitable work of attacking rich 
houses, not with planless desire for plunder, but with that 
discriminating selection of such as belonged to chief Piagnoni, 
which showed that the riot was under guidance, and that the 
Kibble with clubs and staves was w'ell officered by sword-girt 
Compagnacci. Was there not — next criminal after the Frate 
— the ambitious Francesco Valori, suspected of Avanting with 
the Frate^s help to make himself a Doge or Gonfaloniere for 
life ? And the gi-ay-haired man who, eight months ago, had 
lifted his arm and his voice in such ferocious demand for 
justice on five of his fellow-citizens, only escaped from 8au 
Marco to experience wdiat others called justice — to see liis 
house surrounded by an angrj^, greedy multitude, to see his 
wife shot dead with an arrow, and to be himself murdered, as 
he was on his way to answer a summons to the Palazzo, by 
the swords of men named Ridolfl and Tornabuoni. 

In this way that Masque of the Furies, called Riot, was 
played on in Florence through the hours of night and early 
morning. 

But the chief director was not visible : he had his reasons 
for itisuing his orders from a private retreat, being of rathei 
too high a name to let his red feather be seen waving amongst 
all the work that was to be done before the dawn. The 
retreat was the same house and the same room in a quiet 
street between Santa Croce and San Marco, where we have 
seen Tito paying a secret visit to Dolfo Spini. Here the 
Captain of the Compagnacci sat through this memorable 
night, receiving visitors who came and went, and went and 
came, some of them in the guise of armed Compagnacci, others 
dressed obscurely and without visible arms. There was 
abundant wine on the table, with drinking-cups for chance 
comers ; and though Spini was on his guard against excessive 
drinking, he took enough from tim<> to time to heighten the 
excitement pi-oduced by the news that was being brought to 
him continually. 

Among the obscurely dressed visitors Ser Ceccone was one 
of the most frequent, and as the hours advanced towards 
the morning twilight he had remained as Spini’s constant 
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eompanion, together with Francesco Cei, who was then in 
rather careless hiding in Florence; expecting to have his 
banishment revoked when the Prate’s fall had been accom- 
plished* 

The tapers had burnt themselves into low shapeless masses, 
and holes in the shutters were just marked by a sombre out- 
ward light; when Spini, who had started from his seat and 
walked up and down with an angry hush on his face at some 
talk that had been going forward with those two un military 
companions, burst out, — 

“The devil spit him! he shall pay for it, though. Ha, ha! 
the claws shall be down on him when he little thinks of them. 
So he was to be the great man after all ! He's been pretend- 
ing to chuck everything towards my cap, as if I were a blind 
beggar-man, and all the while he’s been winking and filling 
his own scarsella. I should like to hang skins about him and 
set my bounds on him ! And he’s got that fine ruby of mine, 
I was fool enough to give him yesterday. Malediction! And 
he was laughing at me in his sleeve two years ago, and 
spoiling the best plan that ever was laid. I was a fool for 
trusting myself with a rascal who had long-twisted contriv- 
ances that nobody could see to the end of but himself.’’ 

“A Greek, too, who dropped into Florence with gems 
packed about him,” said Francesco Cei, who had a slight smile 
of amusement on his face at Siuni’s fuming. “ You did not 
choose your confidant very wisely, my Dolfo.” 

“He’s a cursed deal cleverer than you, Francesco, and 
handsomer too,” said Spini, turning on his associate with a 
general desire to worry anything that presented itself, 

“ I humbly conceive,” said Ser Ceccone, “ that Messer Fran- 
cesco’s poetic genius will outweigh ” — 

“ Yes, yes, rub your hands ! I hate that notary’s tdck of 
yours,” inteiTUpted Spini, whose patronage consisted largely 
in this sort of frankness. “ But there comes Taddeo, or 
somebody : now’s the time ! What news, eh ? ” he went on, 
as two Compagiiacci entered with heated looks. 

“Bad I ” said one. “ The people have made up their minds 
they were going to have the sacking of Soderini’s house, and 
now they have been balked we shall have them turning on us, 
if we don’t take care, I suspect there are some Mediceans 
buzzing about among them, and we may see them attacking 
your palace over the bridge before long, unless we can find a 
bait for them another way.” 

“ I have it ! ” said Spini, and seizing Taddeo by the belt he 



m 


ROMOLA. 


drew Mm aside io give Mm directions^ while the other went 
on telling Cei how the Signoria had interfered about Soderini’s 
house. 

''Ecco!” exclaimed Spini, presently, giving Taddeo a 
slight push towards the door. “ Gk>, and mSke qidck work.’’ 


CHAPTER LXVII. 

WAITIJTG BY THE RXVEB. 

About the time when the two Compagnacci went on their 
errand, there was another man who, on the opposite side of 
the Arno, was also going out into the chill gray twilight. 
His errand, apparently, could Lave no relation to theirs j he 
was making his way to the brink of the river at a spot which, 
though within the city walls, was overlooked by no dwellings, 
and which only seemed the more shrouded and lonely for the 
warehouses and granaries which at some little distance back- 
ward turned their shoulders to the river. There was a sloping 
width of long grass and rushes mide all the more dank by 
broad gutters which here and there emptied themselves into 
the Arno. 

The gutters and the loneliness were the attraction that drew 
this man to come and sit down among the grass, and bend 
over the waters that ran swiftly in the channelled slope at his 
side. For he had once had a large piece of bread brought to 
him by one of thot>e friendly runlets, and more than once a 
raw carrot and apple-parings. It was worth while to wait for 
such chances in a place where there was no one to see, and 
often in his restless wakefulness he came to watch here before 
daybreak ; it might save him for one day*’ the need of that silent 
begging which consisted in sitting on a church-step by the way* 
side out beyond the Porta San Frediano. 

For Baldassarre hated begging so much that he would per- 
haps have chosen to die rather than make even that silent 
appeal, but for one reason that made him desire to live. It 
was no longer a hope ; it was only that possibility which 
clings to every idea that has taken, complete possession of the 
mind : the sort of possibility that makes a woman watch on a 
headland for the ship which held something dear, though all 
her neighbors are certain that the ship was a wreck long 
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years ago. After he had come out of the convent hospital, 
where tlie monks of San Miniato had taken care of him as 
long as he was helpless ; after he had watched in vain for the 
Wife who was to help him, and had begun to think that she 
w^as dead of the pestilence that seemed to hll all the space 
since the night he parted from her, he had been unable to 
conceive any way in which sacred vengeance could satisfy 
itself through his arm. His knife was gone, and he was toi 
feeble in body to win another by work, too feeble in mind, 
even if he had had the knife, to contrive that it should serve 
its one purpose. He was a shattered, bewildered, lonely old 
man ; yet he desired to live : he waited for something of 
“which he had no distinct vision — something dim, formless — 
that startled him, and made strong pulsations witliin him, like 
that unknown thing which we look for when e start from 
sleep, though no voice or touch has waked us. Baldassarre 
desired to live j and therefore he crept out in the gray light, 
and seated himself in the long grass, and watched the waters 
that had a faint promise in them. 

Meamvliile the Compagnaeci were busy at their w’ork. The 
formidable bands of armed men, left to do their will with, 
very little interference from an embarrassed if not conniving 
Signoria, had parted into two masses, but both were soon mak« 
ing their “way by different roads towards the Arno. The 
smaller mass was making for the Ponte Rubaconte, the larger 
for the Ponte Vecehio ; but in both the same words had passed 
from mouth to mouth as a signal, and almost every man of the 
multitude knew that he was going to the Via de' Bardi to 
sack a house there. If he knew no other reason, could he 
demand a better ? 

The armed Compagnaeci knew something more, for a brief 
word of command flies quickly, and the leaders of the two 
streams of rabble had a perfect understanding that they would 
meet before a certain house a little towards the eastern end of the 
V'ia de' Bardi, where the master would probably be in bed, 
and be surprised in his morning sleep. 

But the master of that house was neither sleeping nor in 
bed ; he had not been in bed that night. For Tito's anxiety 
to quit Florence had been stimulated by the evejits of the 
previous day; investigations would follow in which appeals 
might be made to him delaying his departure : and in all delay 
he had an uneasy sense that there was danger. Falsehood 
had prospered and waxed strong ; but it had nourished the 
twin life, Fear. He no longer wore his armor, he was no 
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longer afraid of Buldassarre ; but from the corpse of that dead 
fear a spirit had risen — the undying hfrbit of fear. He telt 
he should not be safe till he was out of this fierce, turbid 
Florence ; and now he was ready to go. Maso was to deliver 
up his house to the new tenant ; his horses and mules were 
awaiting him in San Gallo ; Tessa and the children had been 
lodged for the night in the Borgo outside the gate, and would 
be dressed in readiness to mount the mules and join him. Ho 
descended the stone steps into the courtyard, he passed through 
the great doorway, not the same Tito, but nearly as brilliaut 
as on the day when he had first entered that house and made 
the mistake of falling in love with Romola. The mistake was 
remedied now : the old life was cast off, and was soon to be 
far behind him. 

He turned with rapid steps towards the Piazza del Mozzi, 
intending to pass over the Ponte Kubacoute j but as he went 
along certain sounds came upon bis ears that made him turn 
round and walk 3'et more quickly in the opposite direction. 
Was the mob coining into Oltrarno ? It was a vexation, for 
he would have preferred the more private road. He must 
now go by the Ponte Vecchio; and unpleasant sensations 
made him draw his mantle close round him, and walk at his 
utmost speed. Inhere was no one to see him in that gray twi- 
light. But before he reached the end of the Via de* Bardi, 
like sounds fell on his ear again, and this time they were much 
louder and nearer. Could lie have been deceived before? 
The mob must be coming over the Ponte Vecchio. Again he 
turned, from an impulse of fear that was stronger than reflec- 
tion; but it was only to be assured that the mob was actually 
entering the street from the opposite end. He chose not to 
go back to his hou^^e : at ter all they would not atta,ck him. 
Still, he hid some valuables about him ; and all things except 
reason auvl order are possible with a mob. But necessity does 
the work of courage. He went on towards the Ponte Vecchio, 
the rush and the trampling and the confused voices getting so 
loud before him that he had ceased to hear them behind. 

B^or he liad reached the end of the street, and the crowd 
pouring from tlie bridge met him at the turning and hemmed 
in his wa}'. He had not time to wonder at a sudden shout 
before he felt himself surrounded, not, in the first instance, by 
an unarmed rabble, but by armed Compagiuicci ; the next sen- 
satioa was that his cap fell off, and that he was thrust violently 
f Of ward amongst the rabble, along the narrow passage of the 
bridge. '^Plien he distinguished the shouts, “ Piagnoue ! Medi- 
oean I Piagnone I Throw him over the bridge ! 
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His mantle was being tom off bim with strong pnlls that would 
have throttled him if the fibula had not given way. Then his 
scarsella was snatched at ; but all the while he was being 
hustled and dragged; and the snatch failed — his scarsella 
still hung at his side. Shouting, yelling, half motiveless ex- 
ecration rang stunningly in his ears, spreading even amongst 
those who had not yet seen him, and only knew there was a 
man to be reviled. Tito’s horrible dread was that he should 
be struck down or trampled on before he reached the open 
arches that surmount the centre of the bridge. There was 
one hope for him, that they might throw him over before they 
had wounded him or beaten the strength out of him ; and his 
whole soul was absorbed in that one hope and its obverse 
terror. 

Yes — they v^ere at the arches. In that moment Tito, with 
bloodless face and eyes dilated, had one of the self-preserving 
inspirations that come in extremity. With a sudden desperate 
effort he mastered the clasp of his belt, and fiung belt and 
scai'sella forward towards a yard of clear space against the , 
parapet, crying in a ringing voice, — 

“ There are diamonds ! there is gold ! 

In the instant the hold on him was relaxed, and there was 
a rush towards the scarsella. He threw himself on the para- 
pet with a desperate leap, and the next moment plunged — 
plunged with a great plash into the dark river far below. 

It was his chance of salvation ; and it was a good cliauce. 
His life had been saved once before by his fine swimming, and 
as he rose to the surface agaiu after his long dive he had a 
sense of deliverance. He struck out with all the energy of 
his strong prime, and the current helped him. If he could 
only swim beyond the Ponte alia Carrara he might land in a 
remote part of the city, and even yet reach San Gallo. Life 
was still before him. And the idiot mob, shouting and bellow- 
ing on the bridge there, would think he was drowned. ’ 

They did think so. Peering over the parapet along the ‘ 
dark stream, they could not see afar off the moving blackness 
of the floating hair, and the velvet tunic-sleeves. 

It was only from the other way that a pale olive face could 
be seen looking white above the dark water : a face not easy 
even for the indifferent to forget, with its square forehead, the 
long low arch of the eyebrows, and the long lustrous agate-like 
eyes. Onward the face went on the dark current, with inflated 
quivering nostrils, with the blue veins distended on the temples. 
One bridge was passed — the bridge of Santa Trinith, Should 
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fie risk landing now rather than trust to his strength ? No. 
He heard, or fancied he heard, yells and cries pursuing him 
Terror pressed him most from the side of his fellow-men : he 
was less afjaid of indefinite chances, and he swam on, panting 
and straining. He was not so fresh as he would have been if 
he had passed the night in sleep. 

Yet the next bridge — the last bridge — was passed. He 
was conscious of it ; but in the tumult of his blood, he could 
only feel vaguely that he was safe and might land. But 
where ? The current was having its way with him : he hardly 
knew where he was : exhaustion was bringing on the dreamy 
state that precedes unconsciousness. 

But now there were eyes that discerned him — aged eye^, 
strong for the distance. Baldassarre, looking up blankly from 
the search in the runlet that brought him nothing, had seen a 
white object coming along the broader stream. Could that be 
any fortunate chance for him ? He looked and looked till the 
object gathered form : then he leaned forward with a start as 
he sat among the rank green stems, and his eyes seemed to 
be filled with a new light. Yet he only watched — motionless. 
Something was being brought to him. 

The next iustant a man’s body was cast violently on the 
grass two yards from him, and he started forward like a 
panther, clutching the velvet tunic as he fell forward on the 
body and flashed a look in the man’s face. 

Dead — was he dead? The e^’es were rigid. But no, it 
could nut be — Justice had brought him. Men looked dead 
sometimes, and yet the life came back into them. Baldassarre 
did not feel feeble in that moment. He knew just what he 
could do. He got his large fingers within the neck of the 
tunic and held him there, kneeling on one knee beside the 
body and watching the face. There was a fierce hope in his 
heart, but it "was mixed with tiembling. In his eyes there 
was only fierceness : all the slow-burning remnant of life vith- 
in him seemed to have leaped into flame. 

Rigid — rigid still. Those eyes with the half-fallen lids 
were locked against vengeance. Could it be that he was 
dead ? There was nothing to measure the time : it seemed 
long enough for hope to freeze into despair. 

Surely at last the eyelids were quivering : the eyes were no 
longer rigid. There was a vibrating light in them : they 
opened wide. 

Ah, yes ! You see me — you know me ! ” 

Tito knew him 5 but he did not I:now whether it was life oi 
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death that had brought him into the presence of his injured 
father. It might be death — and death might mean this chill 
gloom with the face of the hideous past hanging over him 
forever. 

But now Baldassarre’s only dread was, lest the young limbs 
should escape him. He pressed his knuckles against the 
round throat, and knelt upon the chest with all the force of 
his aged frame. Let death come now ! 

Again he kept his watch on the face. And when the eyes 
were rigid again, he dared not trust them. He would never 
lose his hold till some one came and found them. Justice 
would send some witness, aud then he, Baldassarre, would 
declare that he had killed this traitor, to whom he had once 
been a father. They would perhaps believe him now, and 
then he would be content with the struggle of justice on earth 
— then he would desire to die with his hold on this body, and 
follow the traitor to hell that he might clutch him there. 

And so he knelt, and so he pressed his knuckles against the 
round throat, without trusting to the seeming death, till the 
light got strong and he could kneel no longer. Then he sat 
on the body, still clutching the neck of the tunic. But the 
hours went on, and no witness came. Ho eyes descried afar 
off the two human bodies among the tall grass by the river-side. 
Florence was busy with greater affairs, and the preparation of 
a deeper tragedy. 

Hot long after those two bodies were lying in the grass, 
Savonarola was being tortured, and crying out in his agony, 
“ I will confess ! ” 

It was not until the sun was westward that a wagon drawn 
by a mild gray ox came to the edge of the grassy margin, and 
as the man who led it was leaning to gather up the round 
stones that lay heaped in readiness to be carried away, he 
iletected some startling object in the grass. The aged man 
had fallen forward and his dead clutch was on the garment of 
the other. It was not possible to separate them : nay, it was 
better to put them into the wagon and carry them as they 
were into the great Piazza that notice might be given to the 
Eight. 

As the wagon entered the frequented streets there was a 
growing crowd escorting it with its strange burden. Ho one 
knew the bodies for a long while, for the aged face had fallen 
forward, half hiding the younger. But before they had been 
moved out of sight, they had been recognized. 

“I know that old man/^ Piero di Cosimo had testified. 
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painted his likeness once. He is tlie prisoner who clutched 
Melema on the steps of the Duoino.” 

“ He is perhaps the same old man who appeared at supper 
in my gardens,” said Bernardo Rucellai, one of the Eight. ‘* I 
had forgotten him. I thought he had died in prison. Sin 
there is no knowing the truth now.” 

Who shall put his finger on the work of justice, and say, 
“It is there”? Justice is like the Kingdom of God— it is 
not without us as a fact, it is within us as a great yearning. 


CHAPTER LXVHL 

romola’s waking. 

BoMOiiA in her boat passed from dreaming into long deep 
sleep, and then again from deep sleep into busy dreaming, till 
at last she felt herself stretching out her arms in the court of 
the Barge! lo, where the flickering flames of the tapers seemed 
to get stronger and stronger till the dark scene was blotted 
out with light. Her eyes opened and she saw it was the light 
of morning. Her boat was lying still in a little creek ; on her 
right hand lay the speckless sapphire-blue of the Mediterra- 
nean ; on her left one of those scenes which were and still 
are repeated again and again like a sweet rhythm, on the shores 
of that loveliest sea. 

In a deep curve of the mountains lay a breadth of green 
land, curtained by gentle tree-shadowed slopes leaning towards 
the rocky heights. Up these slopes might be seen here and 
there, gleaming between the tree-tops, a pathway leading to a 
little irregular mass of building that seemed to have clambered 
in a hasty way up the mountain-side, and taken a difficult 
stand there for the sake of showing the tall belfry as a sight 
of beauty to the scattered and clustered houses of the village 
below. The ra3’S of the newly* risen sun fell obliquely on the 
westward horn of this crescent-shaped nook : all else lay in 
dewy shadow. No sound came across the stillness ; the veiy 
waters seemed to have curved themselves there for rest. 

The delicious sun-ra}s tell on Roinola and thrilled her 
gently like a caress. She lay motionless, hardly' watching the 
scene ; ratlier, feeling simply the presence of peace and beauty. 
While we are still in our youth there can always come, in out 
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early waking, moments when mere passive existence is itself a 
Lethe, when the exquisiteness of subtle indefinite sensation 
creates a bliss which is without memory and without desire. 
As the soft warmth penetrated Hoinola's young limbs, as her 
eyes rested on this sequestered luxuriance, it seemed that the 
agitating past had glided away like that dark scene in the 
Bargello, and that the afternoon dreams of her girlhood had 
really come back to her. For a minute or two the oblivion 
was untroubled ; she did uot even think that she could rest 
here forever, she only felt that she rested. Then she became 
distinctly conscious that she was lying in the boat which had 
been bearing her over the waters all through the night. In- 
stead of bringing her to death, it had been the gently lulling 
cradle of a new life. And in spite of her evening despair she 
was glad that the morning had come to her again : glad to 
think that she was resting in the familiar sunlight rather than 
in the unknown regions of death. Could she not rest here ? 
Ko sound from Florence would reach her. Already oblivion 
was troubled ; from behind the golden haze were piercing 
domes and towers and walls, parted by a river and enclosed 
by the green hil],s. 

She rose from her reclining posture and sat up in the boat, 
willing, if she could, to resist the rush of thoughts that urged 
themselves along with the conjecture liow far the boat had 
carried her. Why need she mind ? This was a sheltered 
nook where there were simple villagers who would not harm 
her. For a little while, at least, she might rest and resolve on 
nothing. Presently she would go and get some bread and 
milk, and then she would nestle in the green quiet, and feel 
that there was a pause in her life. She tumed to watch the 
ci*escent-shaped valley, that she might get back the soothing 
sense of peace and beauty which she had felt in her first 
waking. 

She had not been in this attitude of contemplation more 
than a few minutes wlien across the stillness there came a 
piercing cry ; not a brief cry, but continuous and more and 
more intense. Roinolafelt sure it was the cry of a little child 
in distress that no one came to help. She started up and put 
one foot on the side of the boat ready to leap on to the beach ; 
but she paused there and listened : the mother of the child 
must be near, the cry must soon cease. But it went on, and 
drew Romola so irresistibly, seeming the more piteous to her 
for the sense of peace which had pweeded it, that she jumped 
on to the beach and walked many paces before she knew what 
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directiou she would take. The cry, she thought, came fiom 
some rough garden growth many yards on her nght h.uid, 
where she saw ahalf^ruined hovel. She climbed over a hw 
broken stone fence, and made her way across patches of w ecclv 
green crops and ripe but neglected corn. The cry grew 
plainer, and convinced that she was right she hastened towaids 
the hovel; but even in that hurried walk she felt an oppicv 
sive change in the air as she left the sea behind. Was tlieie 
some taint lurking amongst the green luxuriance that; had 
seemed such an inviting shelter from the heat of the coming 
day ? She could see the opening into the hovel now, and 
the cry was darting through her like a pain. The next 
moment her foot was within the doorway, but the sight she 
beheld in the sombre light arrested her with a shock of 
and horror. On the straw, with which the floor was scattered, 
lay three dead bodies, one of a tall man, one of a girl about 
eight years old, and one of a young woman whose long black 
hair was being clutched and pulled by a living child— the 
child that was sending forth the piercing cry, Roniola’s ex- 
perience in the haunts of death and disease made thought and 
action prompt : she lifted the little living child, and in trying 
to soothe it on her bosom, still bent to look at the bodies and 
see if they were really dead. The strongly marked type of 
race in their features, and their peculiar garb, made her con- 
jecture that they were Spanish or Portuguese Jews, who had 
perhaps been put ashore and abandoned there by rapacious 
sailors, to whom their property remained as a prey. Such 
things were happening continually to Jews compelled to aban- 
don their homes by the Inquisition; the cruelty of greed 
thrust them from the sea, and the cruelty of superstition 
thrust them back to it. 

“ But, surely,” thought Homola, “ I shall find some woman 
in the village whose mother’s heart will not let her refuse to 
tend this helpless child — if the real mother is indeed dead.” 

This doubt remained, because while the man and girl looked 
emaciated and also showed signs of having been long dead, 
the woman seemed to have been haidier, and had not quite 
lost the robustness of her form. Koinola, kneeling, was about 
to lay her hand on the heart ; but as she lifted the piece of 
yellow woollen drapery that lay across the bosom, she saw the 
purple spots which marked the familiar pestilence. Then it 
struck her that if the villagers knew of this, she might have 
more difficulty than she had expected in getting help from 
them ; they would perhaps shrink from her with that child in 
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her arms. But she had money to offer them, and they would 
not refuse to give her some goat^s milk in exchange for it. 

She set out at once towards the village, her mind filled now 
with the effort to soothe the little dark creature, and with won- 
dering how she should win some good woman to be good to it. 
She could not help hoping a little in a certain awe she had 
observed herself to inspire, when she appeared, unknown and 
unexpected, in her religious dress. As she passed across a 
breadth of cultivated ground, she noticed, with wonder, that 
little patches of corn mingled with the other crops had been 
left to over-ripeness untouched by the sickle, and that golden 
apples and dark figs lay rotting on the weedy earth. There 
were grassy spaces within sight, but no cow, or sheep, or goat. 
The stillness began to have something fearful in it to Komola ; 
she hurried along towards the thickest cluster of houses 
■where there would be the most life to appeal to on behalf of 
the helpless life she carried in her arms. But she had picked 
up two figs, and bit little pieces from the sweet pulp to still 
the child with. 

She entered between two lines of dwellings. It was time 
that villagers should have been stirring long ago, but not a 
soul was in sight. The air w’-as becoming more and more op- 
pressive, laden, it seemed, with some horrible impurity. 
There was a door open ; she looked in, and saw grim empti- 
ness. Another open door ; and through that she saw a man 
lying dead with all his garments on, his head lying athwart a 
spade handle, and an earthenware cruse in his hand, as if he 
had fallen suddenly. 

Romola felt horror taking possession of her. Was she in a 
village of the unburied dead ? She wanted to listen if there 
were any faint sound, but the child cried out afresh when she 
ceased to feed it, and the cry filled her ears. At last she saw 
a figure crawling slowly out of a house, and soon sinking back 
in a sitting posture against the wall. She hastened towards 
the figure ; it was a young woman in fevered anguish, and she, 
too, held a pitcher in her liand. As Eomola approached her 
she did not start ; the one need was too absorbing for any 
other idea to impress itself on her. 

“ Water ! get me water ! she said, with a moaning utter- 
ance. 

Eomola stooped to take the pitcher, and said gently in 
her ear, ‘‘You shall have water ; can you point towards the 
well?” 

The hand was lifted towards the more distant end of the 
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little street, and Rojnola set off at once with as much speed as 
she could use under the difficulty of carrying the pitcher as 
well as feeding the child. But the little one was getting 
content as the morsels of sweet pulp were repeated, and 
ceased to distress hen^ith its ciy, so that she could give a less 
distracted attention to the objects around her. 

The well lay twenty yards or more beyond the end of the 
street, and as Romola ^\as approacdiiug it her eyes wcu 
directed to the opposite green slope iuimediately below the 
church. High up, on a patch of grass between the treeij, die 
had descried a cow and a couple of goats, and she tried to 
trace a line of path that would lead lier close to that cheoiing 
sight, when once she had done her errand to the well. Our- 
pied in thi^ way, she was not aware that she was very neai the 
well, and that some one approaching it on the other side had 
fixed a pair of astoiii*hed ej es upon her. 

Romola certainly presented a sight which, at that moment 
and in that place, could haully have been seen without some 
pausing and palpitation. With her ga^e fixed intently on the 
distant slope, the long lines of her thick gi'ay gannent giving a 
gliding character to her rapid walk, her hair rolling back w aid 
and illuminated on the left side by the snn-ra} s, and the little 
olive baby on her right arm now looking out wdth jet black 
eyes, she might ivell startle that j outh of fifteen, accu^^temed 
to swing tlie censer in the presence of a Madonna less fair and 
marvellous than this. 

“ She carries a pitcher in her hand — to fetch water for the 
sick. It is the Holy Mother, come to take care of the people 
w'ho have the pestilence.’’ 

It was a sight of aw'C ; she w'ould, peihaps, be angry w^ith 
those who fetched winter for themselves only. The }outh 
fiung down his vessel in te'*i’or, and Romola, aware now' of 
some one near her, saw the black and white figuie fly as if for 
dear life towards the slope she had just been contemplating. 
But remembering the parched sufferer, she half filled her 
pitcher quickly and hastened back. 

Entering the house to Icjok for a small cup, she saw salt 
meat and meal ; there w'ere no signs of want m the dwelling 
With nimble movement she seated the baby on the ground, 
and lifted a cup ot w'atei to the sufferer, who drank eageily 
and then closed her eyes and leaned her head backward, seem- 
ing to give herself up to the sense of leliof. Presently 
she opened her eyes, and, looking at Romola, said Ian 
guidly, — 



ROMOLA^S WAKING. 


505 


* Who are you ? ” 

I came over the sea,” said Komola. I only came this 
morning. Are all the people dead in these houses ? ” 

“ I think they are all ill now — all that are not dead. My 
father and my sister lie dead upstairs, and there is no one to 
bury them : and soon I shall die.” 

“Not so, I hope,” said Hoinola. “I am come to take care 
of you. I am used to the pestilence ; I am not afi-aid. But 
there must be some left ’who are not ill. I saw a youth 
running towards the mountain when I went to the well.” 

“ I cannot tell. When the pestilence came, a great many 
people went away, and drove on the cows and goats. Give me 
more water ! ” 

Komola. suspecting that if she followed the direction of the 
youth’s flight, she should find some men and women who were 
still healthy and able, determined to seek them out at once, 
that she might at least ’win them to take care of the child, and 
leave her free to come back and see how many living needed 
help, and how many dead needed burial. She trusted to her 
powers of persuasion to conquer the aid of the timorous, when 
once she knew what 'vvas to be done. 

Promising the sick woman to come back to her, she lifted 
the dark bantling again, and set off towards the slope. She 
felt no burden of choice on her now, no longing for death. 
She was thinking how she would go to the other sufferers, as 
she had gone to that fevered woman. 

But, with the child on her arm, it was not so easy to her as 
usual to walk up a slope, and it seemed a long while before the 
winding path took her near the cow and the goats. She ’was 
beginning herself to feel faint from heat, hunger, and thirst, 
and as she reached a double turning, she paused to consider 
whether she would not wait near the cow, which some one was 
likely to come and milk soon, rather than toil up to the church 
before she had taken any rest. Raising her e^'es to measure 
the steep distance, she saw peeping between the boughs, not 
more than five yards off, a broad round face, watching her 
attentively, and lower down the black skirt of a pnesPs gar- 
ment, and a hand grasping a bucket. She stood mutely observ- 
ing, and the face, too, remained motionless. Homola had 
often witnessed the overpowering force of dread in cases of 
pestilence, and she was cautious. 

Raising her voice in a tone of gentle pleading, she said, “ I 
came over the sea. I am hungry, and so is the child. Will 
you not give us some milk ? ” 
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Romola had divined part of the Iriitli, but she had not 
divined that pre-occupation of the priest's mind which charged 
her words with a strange significance. Only a little while ago, 
the young acolyte had brought word to the Padre that he liad 
seen the Holy Mother with the Babe, fetching water for the 
sick : she was as tall as the cypresses, and had a light about 
her head, and she looked up at the church. The pievano^ 
had not listened with entire belief : he had been more than 
fifty years in the world without having any vision of the 
Madonna, and he thought the boy might have inisinterpieted 
the unexpected appearance of a villager. But he had been 
made uneasy, and before venturing to come down and milk hia 
cow, he had repeated many Aves, The pievano's conscience 
tormented him a little : he trembled at the peslileuce, but he 
also trembled at the thought of the mild-faced hlother, con- 
scious that that Invisible Mercy might demand something 
more of him than prayers and “ Hails/' In this state of mind 
— unable to banish the image the boy had raised of the 
Mother with the glory about her tending the sick — the 
pievauo had come down to milk his cow, and had suddenly 
caught sight of Komola pausing at the parted way. Her plead- 
ing words, with their strange refinement of tone and accent, 
instead of being explanatory, had a preternatural sound for 
him. Yet he did not quite believe he saw the Holy Mother : 
he was in a state of alarmed hesitation. If anything miracu- 
lous were happening, he felt there was no strong presumption 
that the miracle would be in his favor. He dared not run 
away ; he dared not advance. 

“ Come down,” said Romola, after a pause. “ Do not fear. 
Fear rather to deny food to the hungry when they ask 
you.” 

A moment after, the boughs were parted, and the complete 
figure of a thick-set priest with a broad, harmless face, his 
black frock much worn and soiled, stood, bucket in hand, 
looking at her timidly, and still keeping aloof as he took the 
path towards the cow in silence. 

Romola followed him and watched him without speaking 
again, as he seated himself against the tethered cow, pd, 
when he had nervously drawn some milk, gave it to her in a 
brass cup he carried with him in the bucket. As Romola pufc 
the cup to the lips of the eager child, and afterwards drank 
some milk herself, the Padre observed her from his wooden 
stool with a timidity that changed its character a little. He 
1 Ffiriah priest. 
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recognized the Hebrew baby, he was certain that he had a sub 
stantial woman before him ; but there was still something 
strange and unaccountable in Romola's presence in this spot, 
and the Padre had a presentiment that things were going to 
change with him. ]\loi*eover, that Hebrew baby was terribly 
associated with the dread of pestilence. 

Nevertheless, when Komola smiled at the little one sucking 
its own milky lips, and stretched out the brass cup again, say- 
ing, “ Give us more, good lather,” he obeA'ed less uervously 
than before, 

Komola on her side was not unobservant; and when the 
second supply of milk had been drunk, she looked down at the 
round-headed man, and said with mild decision, — 

And now tell me, father, how this pestilence came, and 
why you let your people die without the sacraments, and lie 
unbiiried. For I am come over the sea to help those who are 
lelt alive - - and you, too, will help them now.” 

He told lier the story of the pestilence ; and while he was 
telling it, the youth, who had fled before, had come peeping 
and advancing gradually, till at last he stood and watched the 
scene Irom behind a neighboring bush. 

Three families of Jews, twenty souls in all, had been put 
ashore many weeks ago, some of them already ill of the pes- 
tilence. The villagers, said the priest, had of course refused 
to give shelter to the miscreants, otherwise than in a distant 
liovt‘1, and under lieaps ol straw. But when the strangers had 
died of the plague, and some of the people had thrown the 
bodies into tlie sea, the se i had brought them back again in a 
great storm, and everybody w.is smitten with terror. A grave 
was dug. and the bodies Avere buiied ; but then the pestilence 
attacked the Christians, and the greater number of the vil- 
lagers went away over the mountain, driving away their few 
cattle, and carrying provisions. The priest had not fled ; he 
had stayed and prayed for the people, and he had prevailed on 
the youth Jacopo to stay with him ; but he confessed that a 
mortal terror of the plague had taken hold of him, and he had 
not dared to go down into the valley. 

You will fenr no longer, father,” said Komola, in a tone of 
encouraging authorit}' ; “ you will come down with me, and 
we will see who is living, and we will look for the dead to 
bury them. I have walked about for months where the pesti- 
lence was, and see, I am strong. Jacojio will come with us,” 
she added, motioning to the peeping lad. who came slowly 
from behind his defensive bush, as if invisible threads were 
dragging him. 
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‘•Come, Jacopo,” said Romola again, smiling at him, “you 
will carry the child for me. See ! your arms are strong, and 
I am tired.” 

That was a dreadful proposal to J acopo, and to the priest 
also ; but they were both under a peculiar influence forcing 
uhem to obey. The suspicion that Komola was a supernatural 
form was dissipated, but their minds wei-e filled instead with 
the more effective sense that she was a human being whom 
God had sent over the sea to command them. 

“ Now we will carry down the milk,” said Romola, “and see 
if any one wants it.” 

So they went all together down the slope, and that morn- 
ing the sufferers saw help come to them in their despair. 
There were hardly mol's than a score alive in the whole 
valley ; but all of these were comforted, most were saved, and 
the dead were buried. 

In this way days, weeks, and months passed with Romola 
till the men were digging and sowing again, till the women 
smiled at her as they carried their great vases on their heads 
to the well, and the Hel)rew baby was a tottering tumbling 
Christian, Benedetto by name, having been baptized in the 
church on the mountain-side. But by that time she herself 
was suffering from the fatigue and languor that must come 
after a continuous strain on mind and body. She had taken 
for her dwelling one of the houses abandoned by their owners, 
standing a little aloof from the village street ; and here on a 
thick heap of clean straw — a delicious bed for those who do not 
dream of dowm — she felt glad to lie still through most of the 
daylight hours, taken care of along with the little Benedetto 
by a woman whom the pestilence had widowed. 

Every clay the Padre and Jacopo and the small flock of sur- 
viving villagers paid their visit to this cottage to see the 
blessed Lady, and to bring her of their best as an offering — 
honey, fresh cakes, eggs, and polenta. It was a sight they 
could none of them forget, a sight they all told of in their old 
age — how the sweet and sainted lad}- with her fair face, her 
golden hair, and her brown eyes that had a blessing in them, 
lay weary with liev labors after she had been sent over the sea 
to help them in their extremity, and how the queer little black 
Benedetto used to crawl about the straw by her side and want 
everything tliat was brought to her, and she always gave him 
a bit of what she took, and told tliem if they loved her they 
must be good to Benedetto. 

Many legends were afterwards told in that valley al^out the 
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blessed Lady who came over the sea, but they were legends 
by which all who heard might know that in times gone by a 
woman had done beautiful loving deeds there, rescuing those 
who wei*© ready to perish* 


CHAPTEE LXIX. 

HOMEWARD. 

In those silent wintry hours when Romola lay resting fron? 
her weariness, her mind, travelling back over the past, and 
gazing across the uudehned distance of tlie future, saw all 
objects from a new position. Her experience since the 
luoiuent of her waking in the boat had come to her with as 
strong an effect as that of the fresh seal on the dissolving 
wax. She had felt herself without bonds, without motive; 
sinking in mere egoistic complaining that life could bring her 
no content ; feeling a right to say, “ I am tired of life, I want 
to die.” That thought had sobbed within her as she fell 
asleep, but from the moment after her waking when the cry 
had drawn her, she had not even reflected, as she used to dc 
in Florence, that she was glad to live because she could lighten 
sorrow — she had simply lived, with so energetic an impulse 
to share the life around her, to answer the call of need and 
do the work which cried aloud to be done, that the reasons 
for living, enduring, laboring, never took the form of argu*. 
ment. 

The experience was like a new baptism to Eomola. In 
Florence the simpler relations of the human being to his fel^ 
low-men had been complicated for her with all the special ties 
of marriage, the State, and religious disciplesliip, and when 
these had disappointed her trust, the shock seemed to have 
shaken her aloof from life and stunned her sympath}*’. But 
now she said, It was mere baseness in me to desire death. 
If everything else is doubtful, this suffering that I can help is 
certain ; it the glory of the cross is an illusion, the sorrow is 
only the truer. While the strength is in my arm I will 
stretch it out to the fainting ; while the light visits my eyes 
they shall seek tlic forsaken.” 

And then the past arose with <a fresh appeal to her. Her 
work in this green valley was done, and the emotions that 
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were disengaged from the people immediately around he** 
rushed back into the old deep channels of use and affection. 
That rare possibility of self-contemplation which comes in an} 
complete severance from our wonted life made her judge hei- 
self as she had never done before : the compunction which 13 
inseparable from a sympathetic nature keenly alive to the 
possible experience of others, began to stir in her with grow- 
ing force. She questioned the justness of her own conclu- 
sions, of her own deeds : she had been rash, arrogant, altta}s 
dissatisfied that others were not good enough, while she hei- 
self had not been true to what her soul had once recognized 
as the best. She began to condemn her flight : after all, it 
had been coivardly self-care 5 the grounds on which Savonarola 
had once taken her back were truer, deeper than the grounds 
she had had for her second flight. How could she feel the 
needs of others and not feel, above all, the needs of the 
nearest ? 

But then came re-action against such self-reproach. The 
memory of her life with Tito, of the conditions which made 
their real union impossible, while their external union imposed 
a set of false duties on her which were essentially the conceal- 
ment and sanctioning of w^hat her mind revolted from, told 
her that flight had been her only resource. All minds, except 
such as are delivered from doubt by dulness of sensibiht}, 
must be subject to this recurring conflict where the many- 
twisted conditions of life have foibidden the fulfllment of a 
bond. For in strictness there is no replacing of relations- 
the presence of the new does not nullify the failure and breach 
of the old. Life has lost its perfection ; it has been maimed ; 
and until the wounds are quite scarred, conscience continually 
casts backward, doubting glances. 

Bomola shrunk with diead from the renewal of her proxim- 
ity'' to Tito, and yet she \^as uneasy that she had put her&elf 
out of reach of knowing what was his fate — uneasy' that the 
moment might yet come when he would be in misery' and 
iced her. There was still a thread of pain within her, testi- 
fying to those words of Fra Girolamo, that she could not 
cease to be a w'ife. Could anything utterly cease for her that 
had once mingled itself with the current of her heart's blood? 

Florence, and all her life there, had come back to her like 
hunger * her feelings could not go wandering after the possi 
ble and the vague : their living fibre was fed w'lth the memory 
of familiar things. And the thought that she had divided 
herself from them forever became uior^ and more importunate 
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in these hours that were unfilled with action. What if Fra 
Girolamo had been wrong ? What if the life of Florence was 
a web of inconsistencies ? Was she, then, something higher, 
that she should shake the dust from ofE her feet, and say, 
“This world is not good enough for me’’ ? If she had been 
really higher, she would not so easily hare lost all her trust. 

Her indignant grief for her godfather had no longer complete 
possession of her, and her sense of debt to Savonarola was 
recovering predominance. Nothing that had come, or was to 
come, could do away with the fact that theie had been a great 
inspiration in him which had waked a new life in her. Who, 
in all her experience, could demand the same gratitude fi-om 
her as he ? His errors — might they not bring calamities ? 

She could not rest. She hardly knew whether it was her 
strength returning with the budding leaves that made her 
active again, or whether it was her eager longing to get nearer 
Florence. She did not imagine herself daring to enter 
Florence, but the desire to be near enough to learn what was 
happeniug there urged itself with a strength that excluded ail 
other purposes. 

And one March morning the people in the valley were 
gathered together to see the blessed Lady depart Jacopo 
had fetched a mule for her, and was going with her over the 
mountains. The Padre, too, was going with her to the nearest 
town, that he might help her in learning the safest way by 
which she might get to Pistoja. Her store of trinkets and 
money, untouched in this valley, was abundant for her needs. 

If Pomola had been less drawn by the longing that was 
taking her away, it would have been a hard moment for her 
when she walked along the village street for the last time, 
while the Padre and Jacopo, with the mule, were awaiting her 
near the well. Her steps were hindered by the wailing people, 
who knelt and kissed her hands, then clung to her skirts and 
kissed the gray folds, crying, “Ah, wh}^' will you go, when the 
good season is beginning and the crops will be plentiful ? Why 
will you go ? ” 

“ Do not be sorry,” said Etomola, “ you are well now, and I 
shall remember you. I must go and see if my own people 
want me.” 

“ Ah, yes, if they have the pestilence ! ” 

“ Look at us again. Madonna ! ” 

“Yes, yes, we will be good to the little Benedetto!” 

At last Romola mounted her mule, but a vigorous screaming 
fi*om Benedetto as he saw her turn from him iu this new 
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position, was an excuse for all the people to follow her ana 
insist that he must ride on the mule’s neck to the foot of the 
slope. 

The parting must come at last, but as Romola turned 
continually before she passed out of sight, she saw the little 
flock lingering to catch the last waving of her hand. 


CHAPTER LXX. 

MEETING AGAIN. 

On the fourteenth of April Eomola was once more within 
the walls of Florence. Unable to rest at Pistoja, where ron- 
tradictoiy reports reached her about the Trial by Fire, she had 
gone on to Prato ; and was beginning to think that she should 
be drawn on to Florence in spite of dread, when she encoun- 
tered that monk of San Spirito who had been her godfather s 
confessor. From him she learned the full story of Savonai'ola's 
arrest, and of her husband’s death. This Augustinian monk 
had been in the stream of people who had followed the wagon 
with its awful burden into the Piazza, and he could tell her 
what was generally known in Florence — that Tito had escaped 
frem an assaulting mob by leaping into the Arno, but had been 
murdered on the bank by an old man who had long had an 
enmity against him. But Eomola understood the catastroplp 
as no one else did. Of Savonarola the monk told her, in that 
tone of unfavorable prejudice which was usual in the Black 
Brethren (Frafci Neri) towards the brother who showed white 
under his black, that he had confessed himself a deceiver of 
the people. 

Eomola paused no longer. That evening she was in Flor- 
ence, sitting in agitated silence under the exclamations of joy 
and wailing, mingled with exuberant narrative, which were 
poured into her ears by Monna Brigida. who had backslided 
into false hair in Romola’s absence, but noAv drew it off again 
and declared she would not mind being gray, if her dear child 
would stay with her. 

Eomola was too deeply moved by the main events which she 
had known before coming to Florence, to be wrought upon by 
the doubtful gossiping details added in Brigida's narrative 
The tragedy of her husband’s death, of Fra Girolamo’s con 
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fession of duplicity under the coercion of torture, left her 
hardly any power of apprehending minor circumstances. All 
the mental activity she could exert under that load of awe- 
stricken grief, was absorbed by two purposes which must 
supersede every other ; to try and see Savonarola, and to leam 
what had become of Tessa and the children. 

Tell me, cousin," she said abruptly, when Monua Brigida’s 
longue had run quite away from troubles into projects of 
Bomola’s living with her, has anything been seen or said 
since Titovs death of a young woman with tw'o little chil- 
dren ? ” 

Brigida started, rounded her eyes, and lifted up her hands. 

“ Cristo ! no. What ! was he so bad as that, my poor child ? 
Ah, then, that was why you went away, and left me word only 
that you went of your own free will. Well, well ; if Pd known 
that, I shouldn’t have thought you so strange and flighty. 
Por 1 did say to myself, though I didn’t tell anybody else, 
^ What was she to go away from her husband for, leaving him 
to mischief, only because they cut poor Bernardo’s head off ? 
She’s got her father’s temper,’ I said, ‘that’s what it is.’ 
Well, well ; never scold me, child : Bardo was fierce, you can’t 
deny it. But if you had only told me the truth, that there 
was a young hussy and children, I should have understood it 
all. Anything seen or said of her ? No ; and the less the 
better. They say enough of ill about him without that. But 
since that was the reason you went ” — 

^^No, dear cousin,” said Eoraola, interrupting her earnestly, 
“pray do not talk so. I wish above all things to find that 
young woman and her children, and to take care of them. 
They are quite helpless. Say nothing against it; that is the 
thing I shall do first of all.” 

Well,” said Monna Brigida, shrugging her shoulders and 
lowering her voice with an air of puzzled discomfiture, “if 
that’s being aPiagnone, I’ve been taking peas for paternosters. 
Why, Era Girolamo said as good as that widows ought not to 
marry again. Step in at the door and it’s a sin and a shame, 
it seems ; but come down the chimney and you’re welcome. 
Ihvo children — Santiddio !” 

“ Cousin, the poor thing has done no conscious wrong: she 
is ignorant of everything. I will tell you — but not now.” 

Early the next morning Bomola’s steps were directed to the 
house beyond San Ambrogio where she had once found Tessa; 
but it was as she had feared : Tessa was gone, fifomola con- 
jectured that Tito had sent her away beforehand to some spot 
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where he had intended to join her, for she did not believe that 
he would willingly part with those children. It was a painful 
conjecture, because, if Tessa were out of Florence, there was 
hardly a chance of tinding her, and Roniola pictured tlie 
childish creature waiting aiul waiting at some wayside spot in 
wondering, helpless misery. Those who lived near could tell 
her nothing except that old deaf Lisa had gone away a w eok 
ago with her goods, but no one knew where Tessa hud gone. 
Boinola saw no further a<*tive search open to her; lor she had 
no knowledge that could serve as a starting-point for inquiry, 
and not only her innate reserve but a more noble sensitiveness 
made her shrink from assuming an attitude of generosity in 
the eyes of others by publishing Tessa^s relation to Tito, 
along with her own desire to find her. Many days passed in 
anxious inaction. Even under strong solicitation from other 
thoughts Romola found her heart palpitating if she caught 
sight of a pair of round brown legs, or of a short woman in 
the contadina dress. 

She never for a moment told herself that it was heroism or 
exalted charity in her to seek these beings; she needed some- 
thing that she was bound specially to care for ; she yearned to 
clasp the children and to make tlieiu love lier. This at least 
would be some sweet result, for others as well as herself, from 
all her past sorrow. It appeared thcre'was much property of 
Tito’s to which she had a claim; but she distnisted the ckuu- 
ness of that luouey, and she had determined to make it all 
over to the vState, except so much as was equal to the price of 
her father's library. This would be enough for the inode&t 
support of Tessa and the chikhvn. But ilonna Brigida threw 
fiucli planning into the background b}* clamorously insisting 
that Romola must live with her and never forsake her till she 
had seen her safe in Para<lisc — else why had she persuadod 
her to turn Piagnoue ? — and if Romola wanted to rear other 
people’s children, she, Monua Brigida, must rear them too. 
Only they must be found first. 

Romola felt the full force of that innuendo. But strong 
feeling unsatisfied is never without its superstition, either oi 
hope or despair. Roinola’s was the superstition of hope : 
somehoiv she was to find that mother and the children. And 
at last another direction for active inquiry suggested itself. 
She learned that Tito had provided horses and mules to await 
him in San Gallo ; he was therefore going to leave Florence 
by the gate of San Gallo, and she determined, though without 
much confidence iu the issue, to try and ascertain from the 
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gatekeepers if they had observed any one corresponding to 
the description of Tessa, with her children, to have passed the 
gates before the morning of the ninth of A.priL Walking along 
the Via San Gallo, and looking watchfully about her tlirongh 
her long widow's veil, lest she should miss any object that might 
aid her, she descried Braiti chaffering with a customer. That 
roaming man, she thought, anight aid her; she would not mind 
talking of Tessa to him. But as she put aside her veil and 
crossed the street towards him, she saw something hanging 
from the corner of his basket which made her heart leap with 
a much stronger hope. 

“ Bratti, my friend,” she said abruptl}", “ where did you get 
that necklace ? ” 

“ Your servant, madonna,” said Bratti, looking round at'^er 
very deliberately, his mind not being subject to surprise. 

It's a necklace worth money, but I shall get little by it, for 
my heart's too tender for a trader's j I have promised to keep 
it in pledge.” 

‘^Pray tell me where you got itj — from a little woman 
named Tessa, is it not true ? ” 

Ah I if you know her,” saitl Bratti, and would redeem 
it of me at a small prolit, and give it her again, j'^ou’d be doing 
a charity, for she cried at painting w'ith it — you’d have thought 
she was running into a brook. It's a small profit I'll cliai'ge 
you. You shall have it for a florin, for 1 don’t like to be 
nard-hearted.” 

Where is she ? ” said Komola, giving him the money, and 
unclasping the necklace from the basket in joyful agitation. 

Outside the gate there, at the other end of the Borgo, at 
old Sibilla Manetti's : anybody wull tell you which is the 
house,” 

Romola went along with winged feet, blessing that incident 
of the Carnival which had made her learn by heart the appear- 
ance of this necklace. Soon she was at the house she sought. 
The young woman and the children were in the inner room — 
were to have been fetched away a fortnight ago and more 
— had no money, only their clothes, to pay a poor widow with 
for their food and lodging. But since madonna knew them 
— Romola waited to hear no more, but opened the door. 

Tessa was seated on the low bed : her crying had passed 
into tearless sobs, and she was looking with sad blank eyes at 
the two children, who were playing in an opposite corner — 
Lillo covering his head with his'skirt and roaring at Hinna to 
frighten her, then peeping out again to see how she bore it 
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The door was a little behind Tessa, and she did not turn round 
when it opened, thinking it was only the old woman: expec- 
tation was no longer alire, Eomola had thrown aside her 
veil and paused a moment, holding the necklace in sight. 
Then she said, in that pure voice that used to cheer her 
father, — 

“ Tessa ! ” 

Tessa started to her feet and looked round. 

" See,’^ said Komola, clasping the heads on Tessa’s neck, 
"God has sent me to you again.” 

The poor tiling screamed and sobbed, and clung to the arms 
that fastened the necklace. She could not speak. The two 
ch^dren came from their corner, laid hold of their inother^s 
skirts, and looked up with wide eyes at Komola. 

That day they all went home to Moniia Brigida’s, in the 
Borgo degli Albizzi. Komola had made known to Tessa by 
gentle degrees, that Naldo could never come to her again : 
not because he was cruel, but because he was dead. 

"But be comforted, my Tessa,” said Komola. "I am come 
to take care of you ahvays. And we have got Lillo and 
Niuna.” 

Monna Brigida’s mouth twitched in the struggle between 
her ave of Komola and the desire to speak unseasonably, 

"Let be, lor the jircsent,” she thought j “but it seems to 
me a thousand years till 1 tell this little coutadina, who seems 
not to know liow many fingers she’s got on her hand, who 
Komola is. And 1 will tell her some day, else she’ll never 
know her place. It’s all very 'well for Komola ; — nobody 'w ill 
call their souls their own when she’s by ; but if I’m to have 
this puss-faced minx living in my house she must be humble 
to me.” 

However, hlonna Brigida wanted to give the children too 
many sweets for their supper, and confessed to Komola, the 
last thing before going to bed, that it would be a shame not 
to take care of such cherubs. 

“But you must gi\e up to me a little, Komola, about their 
eating, and those things. For you have never had a bab}’. 
and I had twins, only they died as soon as they were born.” 
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CHAPTER LXXI. 

THE CONFESSION. 

When Romola brought homp Tessa and the children, April 
was already near its close, and the other great anxiety on her 
mind had been wrought to its highest pit(*h by the publica- 
tion in print of Era Girolamo's Trial, or rather of tlie confes- 
sions drawn from him by the sixteen Florentine citiiStns 
commissioned to iiiccrrogate him. The appearance of this 
document, issued by order of the Signoria, had called forth 
such strong expressions of public susincion and discontent, 
that severe measures were immediately taken for recalling it. 
Of course there were copies accidentally mislaid, and a second 
edition, tiot by order of the Signoria, was soon in the hands 
of eager readers. 

Romola, who began to despair of ever speaking with Fra 
Girolamo, read this evidence again and again, desiring to 
judge it by some clearer light than the contradictory impres- 
sions that were taking the form of assertions in the mouths of 
both partisans and enemies. 

In the more devout followers of Savonarola his want of 
constancy under torture, and his retractation of ]>roplietic 
claims, had produced a coiibiernation too profound to be at 
once displaced as it ultimate!}’- was by the suspicion, which 
soon greAV into a positive datum, that any reported words of 
his which weie in inexidicable contradiction to their faith in 
him, had not come from the lips of the prophet, but from the 
falsifying pen of Ser Geccone, that notary of evil repute, who 
had made the digest of tlie examination. But there were 
obvious facts that at once threw discredit on the printed 
document. Was not the list of sixteen examiners half made 
up of the prophet’s bitterest enemies ? Was not the notori- 
ous Dolfo Spini one of the new Eight prematurely elected, in. 
order to load the dice against a man whose ruin had been 
determined on by the party in power ? It was but a murder 
*^ith slow formalities that was being transacted in the Old 
alace. The Signoria had resolved to drive a good bargain 
ith the Pope and the Duke of Milan, by extinguishing the man 
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who was as great a molestation to vicious citizens and greedy for- 
eign tyrants as to a corrupt clergy. The Frate had been doomed 
beforehand, and the only quebtion that pretended to exist 
now was, 'whether the Bepublic, in return for a permission to 
lay a tax on ecclesiastical propertj', should deliver him alive 
into the hands of the Pope, or whether the Pope should 
further concede to the Kepublic ■what its dignity demanded — 
the privilege of hanging and burning its own iirophet on its 
own piazza. 

Who, under such circumstances, would give full credit to 
this so-called confession ? If the Frate had denied liis 
prophetic gift, the denial had only been wrenched from him 
by the agon\" of torture — agony that, in his sf'nsitive frame, 
must quickly produce raving. Wlmt if these wicked examin- 
ers declared that he had only had the torture of the rope and 
pulley thrice, and only on one day, and that his confessions 
had been made when he was under no bodily coercion — was 
that to be believed ? lie had been tortured nnich more ; he 
had been tortured in j»roportion to the distress his confessions 
had created in the hearts of those who loved liim. 

Other friends of Savonarola, 'who were less ardent parti- 
sans, did not doubt the substantial genuineness of the confes- 
sion, however it might liave been colored by the transpositions 
and additions of the notary 5 but tliey argued indignantly that 
there was nothing wliii'h could warrant a condemnation to 
death, or even to giavc puiiishiuenfc. It mubt be clear to all 
imjiartial men that if this examination represented the only 
evidence against the Frate, he would die, not for any crime, 
but because he had made himself inconvenient to the Pope, 
to the rapacious Italian States that uaiited to dismember 
their Tuscan neighbor, and to those unworthy citizens who 
sought to gratify their private ambition in opposition to the 
common weal. 

Not a shadow of political crime had been proved against 
him. Not one stain had been detected on his private con- 
duct: his fellow-monks, including one who had formerly been 
his secretary for several years, and who, ivith more than the 
average culture of Lis companions, had a disposition to criti- 
cise Fra Girolamo’s rule as Prior, bore testimony, even after 
the shock of Ins retractation, to an unimpeachable purity and 
consistency in his life, wdiieh had commanded their unsuspect- 
ing veneration. The Pope lumseli had not been able to raise 
a charge of heresy against the Fnite, except on the ground of 
disobedience to a mandate, and disregard of the sentence of 
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excommunication. It was diflScult to justifj" that breach 
of discipline by argument, but there was a moral insurgence 
inihe minds of grave men against the Coui’t of Rome, which 
tended to confound the theoretic distinction between the 
Church and churchmen, and to lighten the scandal of dis- 
obedience. 

Men of ordinary morality and public spirit felt that the 
triumph of the Frate’s enemies was really the tnuinidi of 
gross license. Ami keen Florentines like Sodciiid and I’iero 
Guicciardini may well have had an angry smile on tlieir lips 
at a severity which dispensed with all law in order to liang 
and burn a man in whom the seductions of a public career 
had warped the strictness of his veracity; may well have 
remarked that if the Frate had mixed a much deeper fraud 
with a zeal and abilitj’" less inconvenient to high personages, 
the fraud would liave been regarded as an excellent oil for 
ecclesiastical and political v.'heels. 

Revertheless such shrewd men were forced to admit that, 
however poor a figure the Florentine government made in its 
clumsy j^retence of a judicial warrant for what had in fact 
been predetermined as an act of policy, the measures of the 
Pope against Savonarola were necessary measures of self- 
defence. Kot to try and rid himself of a man who wanted 
to stir up the Powers of Europe to summon a General Coun- 
cil and depose him, would have been adding ineptitude to 
iniquity. There was no denying that towaids Alexander tlie 
Sixth Savonarola was a rebel, and, what was much more, a 
dangerous rebel. Florence had heard him say, and had well 
understood wdiat he meant, that he would not obey the. devih 
It was inevitably a life and death struggle between tlie Frate 
and the Pope ; but it was less inevitable that Florence should 
make itself the Pope's executioner. 

Eomola’s ears were filled in this way with the suggestions 
of a faith still ardent under its wounds, and the suggestions 
of worldly discernment, judging things according to a very 
moderate standord of what is possible to human nature. She 
could be satisfied with neither. She brought to lier long 
meditations over that printed document many painful obser- 
vations, registered more or les^ consciously through the years 
of her discipleship, which whispered ,t, presentiment that 
Savonarola's retractation of his prophetic claims was not 
merely a spasmodic effort to escape from torture. But, on the 
other hand, her soul cried out for some explanation of his 
lapses which would make it still possible for her to believe 
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tliat the main striving of his life had been pure and grand. 
The recent memory of the seltish discontent whitjh had come 
over her like a blighting wind, along with the loss of her trust 
in the man who had been for her an iiicariiation of the highest 
motives, had i^roduced a re-uction which is known to many as 
a sort ®f faith that has sprung up to them out of the very 
depths of their despair. It was impossible, she said now, 
that the negative disbelieving thoughts which had made lier 
soul arid of all good, could be founded in the truth of things: 
impossible that it liad not been a living spirit, and no hollow 
pretence, which had once breathed in the Frate’s words, and 
kindled a new life in her. 'Whatever falsehood there had 
been in him. had been a fall and not a purpose j a gradual en- 
tanglement in which he struggled, not a contrivance encour- 
aged by success. 

Looking at the printed confessions, she saw many sentence? 
which bore the stamp of bungling fabrication: they had that 
emphasis and repetition in self-aecu.sation which none but 
very low hypocrites use to their fellow-men. But the fact 
that these ‘«ejit*='uees were in striking opposition, not only to 
the character of Savonarohi, but also to the general tone of 
the confessions, strengthened the impiv'‘ision that the rest of 
the text represented in the main whnt had really fallen from 
his lips. Hardly a word was dishonorable to him except 
what turned on his prophetic annunciations. He was unvary- 
ing in his statement of the ends he had pursued for Flor- 
ence, the Church, and the world ; and, apart from the mixture 
of falsity in that claim to special inspiration by which he 
sought to gain hold of men’s minds, there was no admission 
of having used nnworchy means. Even in this confession, and 
without expurgation of the notary’s malign phrases, Fra 
Girolamo shone foith a.s a man who had sought his own glory 
indeed, but sought it by laboring for the very highest end — 
the moral welfare of men — not by vague exhortations, but 
by striving to turn beliefs into energies that would work in all 
the details of life. 

‘•Everything that I have done,” said one memorable 
passage, which ma}” perhaps have had its erasures and inter- 
polations, “I liave done with tlie design of being forever 
famous in the present and in future ages ; and that 1 might 
win credit in Florence ; said that nothing of great import 
should be clone without my sanction. And when I Inid thus 
establi'ihed my position in Florence, T had it in my mind to 
do gieat things in Italy and beyond Italy, by means of those 
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chief personages with whom I had con ti acted friendship and 
consulted on high matters, such as this of the General Councih 
And in proportion as my first efforts succeeded, I should have 
adopted further measures. Above all. w^hen the General 
Council had once been brought about, I intended to rouse the 
princes of Christendom, and especiallj' those beyond the 
Wders of Italy, to subdue the infidels. It w'as not much in 
my thoughts to get myself made a Cardinal or Pope, for when 
I should have achieved the ^Yo^k I had in view, I should, 
without being Pope, have been the first man in the world in 
the authority I should have possessed, and the reverence that 
would have been paid me. If I had been made Pope, I would 
not have refused the oftice : but it seemed to me that to be 
the head of that work was a greater thing than to be Pope, 
because a man without virtue may be Pope ; but such a work 
OB I contemplated demanded a man of excellent virtiiesJ^ 

That blending of ambition with belief in the supremacy of 
goodness made no new tone to Eomola, who had been used to 
hear it in the voice that rang through the Duoiuo. It was 
the habit of Savonarola's mind to conceive great things, and 
to feel that he was the man to do them. Iniquity should be 
brought low; the cause of justice, purity, and love should 
triumph ; and it should triumph by his voice, by his work, by 
his blood. In moments of ecstatic contemplation, doubt- 
less, the sense of self melted in the sense of the Unspeakable, 
and in that part of his experience lay the elements of genuine 
self-abasement; but in the presence of his fellow-men for 
whom he w’as to act, pre-eminence seemed a necessary condi- 
tion of his life. 

And perhaps this confession, even when it described a 
doubleness that was conscious and deliberate, really implied 
no more than that wavering of belief concerning his own 
impressions and motives which most human beings wdio have 
not a stupid inflexibility of self-confidence must be liable to 
under a marked change of external conditions. In a life 
■where the experience was so tumultuously mixed as it must 
have been in the Prate’s, what a possibility was opened for 
a change of self-judgment, when, instead of eyes that vener- 
ated and knees that knelt, instead of a great work on its way 
to accomplishment, and in its prosperity stamping tlic agent 
as a chosen instrument, there came tlie hooting and the 
spitting and the curses of the crowd; and then the hard faces 
of enemies made judges ; and then the horrible torture, and 
with the torture the irrepressible cry, “It is true, wdmt you 
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would have me say: let me go: do not torture me again: 
yes, yes, I am guilty. 0 God ! Thy stroke has reached me ! ” 

As Bomola thought of the anguish that must have followed 
the confession — whether, in the subsequent solitude of the 
prison, conscience retracted or confirmed the self-taxing words 
— that anguish seemed tn be pressing on her own heart and 
urging tlie slow bitter tears. Every vulgar self-ignorant 
person in Florence was glibly pronouncing on tliis inan^s 
demerits, 'while /le was knowing a depth of sorrow which can 
only be known to the soul that has loved and sought the most 
perfect thing, and beholds itself fallen. 

She had not then seen — what she saw afterwards — the 
evidence of the Frate's mental state after he had had thus to 
lay his mouth in the dust. As the days went by, the reports 
of new unpublished examinations, eliciting no change of 
confessions, ceased ; Savonarola was left alone in his prison 
and allowed pen and ink for a while, that, if he liked, he 
might use Ins poor bruised and strained right arm to write 
with. He wrote; but what he wrote was no vindication of 
his innocence, no protest against the proceedings used towards 
him ; it was a continued colloquy with that divine purity 
with wdiich he sought complete re-union; it was the oul pour- 
ing of self-abasement ; it was one long ciy for inward renova- 
tion. Ko lingering echoes of the old vehement selt-Jissertion, 
‘'Look at my ^^ork, for it is good, and those who set their 
faces against it are the children of the devil ! ” The voice of 
Sadness tells him, God placed thee in the midst of the 
people even as if thou hadst been one of the excellent In 
this way thou hast taught others, and hast failed to learn 
thjself. Thou hast cuicj others : and thou thyself hast been 
still diseased. Thy heart was lifted up at the beauty of 
thy own deeds, and through this thou hast lost thy wisdom 
and art become, and shalt be to all eternity, nothing. . . . 
After so man}*^ benefits with 'which God has honored thee, 
thou art fallen into the depths of the sea; and alter so inaiiy 
gifts bestowed on thee, thou, by thy pride and vainglory, hast 
scandalized all the world/’ And \Ylicn Hope speaks and 
argues that the divine los'’e has nut forsaken him, it says 
nothing now of a great work to be done, but only says, ^*Thou 
art not forsaken, else why is thy heart bowed in penitence ? 
That too is a gift.” 

There is no jot of worthy evidence that from the time of 
his imprisonment to the ^upreme moment, Savonarola thought 
or spoke of himself as a martyr. The idea of martyrdom had 
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been to Wm a passion dividing the dream of the future with 
the triumph of beholding his work achieved. And now, in 
place of both, had come a resignation which he called by no 
glorifying name. 

But therefore he may the more fitly he called, a maHyr^ hy his 
fellow-^mn to all time. Eor power rose against him not 
because of his sins, but because of his greatness — not because 
he sought to deceive the world, but because he sought to make 
it noble. And through that greatness of his he endured a 
double agony : not only the reviling, Jind the torture, and the 
death-throe, but the agony of sinking from the vision of 
glorious achievement into that deep shadow where he could 
only say, “I count as nothing: darkness encompasses me: 
yet the light 1 saw was the true light.’’ 


CHAPTEB LXXn. 

THE LAST SILEHCB. 

Romola had seemed to hear, as if they had been a cry, the 
words repeated to her by many lips — the words uttered by 
Savonarola when he took leave of those brethren of San Marco 
who had come to witness his signature of the confession: 
“Pray tor me, for God has withdrawn from me the spirit of 
prophecy.” 

Those words had shaken her wdth new doubts as to the 
mode in which he looked back at the past in moments of 
complete self-po'^session. And the doubts were strengthened 
by more piteous things still, which soon reached her ears. 

The nineteenth of Slay had come, and by that day’s sunshine 
there liad entered into Florence the two Papal Commissaries, 
charged with the completion of Savonarola’s trial. They 
entered amid the acclamations of the people, calling for the 
death of the Frate. For now the popular cry was, “ It is the 
Frate’a deception that has brought on all our misfortunes ; let 
him be burned, and all things right will be done, and out 
evils will cease.” 

The next day it is well certified that there was fresh and 
fresh torture of the shattered sensitive frame : and now, at 
the first sight of the horrible implements, Savonarola, in con- 
vulsed agitation, fell on lis knees, and in brief passionate 
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voids retracted hh confe^i^Um^ declared that he had spoken 
falsely in denying his prophetic gift, and tliat if he suffered, 
he would suffer for the truth — The things that I have 
spoken, I had them from God.” 

But not the less the torture was laid upon him, and when 
he was under it he was asked why he had uttered those 
retracting words. Men were not demons in those days, and 
yet nothing but confessions of guilt were held a reason for 
release from torture. The answer came: “I said it that I 
might seem good ; tear me no more, 1 will tell yon the truth/’ 

There were Florentine assessors at this new trial, and those 
words of twofold reti acta t ion had soon spread. They filled 
Eomola with dismayed uncertainty. 

“ But ” — it flashed across her — there will come a 
moment when he may speak. When there is no dread hang- 
ing ov'er him but the dread ot falsehood, when they have 
brought him into the presence of death, when he is lifted 
above the people, and looks on them for the last time, they 
cannot binder him from speaking a last decisive word, I will 
be there.” 

Three days after, on the twenty-third of May, 1498, there 
w’as again a long narrow platform stretching across the great 
piazza, from the Palazzo Vecchio towards the Tetta de’ Pisanl 
But there was no grove cf fuel as before ; iuslead of that, 
there was one great heap of fuel jdaced on the circular area 
which made the termination of the long narrow platform. 
A.nd above this heap of fuel rose a gibbet with three halters 
on it ; a gibbet which, having two arms, still looked so much 
like a cross as to make some beholders uncomfortable, though 
one arm had been truncated to avoid the resemblance. 

On the marble terrace of the Palazzo were three tribunals ; 
one near the door for the Bishop, who was to perform the 
ceremony of degradation on Fra Girolamo and the two breth- 
ren who were to suffer as his followers and accomplices; 
another for the Papal Commissaries, who were to pronounce 
them heretics and schismatics, and deliver them over to the 
secular arm ; and a third, close to Marzo(*co, at the corner of 
the terrace where the platform began, for the Gonfaloniere, 
and the Fight who were to ])rononnce the sentence of death. 

Again the l-’iazza was thronged with expectant fares : again 
there was to be a great fire kindled. In the majority of the 
crowd that pressed around the gibbet tlie expectation was that 
of ferocious hatred, or of mere hard curiosit}' to behold a bar- 
barous sight. But there were still many spectators on the 
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vid« pavement, on the roofs, and at the windows, who, in the 
midst of their bitter grief and their own endurance of insult 
as hypocritical Piagnoni, were not without a lingeiing hope, 
even at this eleventh hour, that God would intei-pose, by some 
sign, to manifest their beloved prophet as Ilis servant. And 
there were yet more who looked forward with trembling eager- 
ness, as Pomola did, to that final moment Avhen Savonarola 
might say, ^^0, people, I was innocent of deceit/' 

Bomola was at a window on the north side of the Piazza, 
far away from the marble terrace where the tribunals stood j 
and near her, also looking on in painful doubt concerning the 
man who had won his eaily reverence, was a young Florentine 
of two and twenty, named Jacopo ^Tardi, afterwaids to deserve 
nonor as one of the very few Avho, feeling Fra Girolamo's 
eminence, have written about him with the simple desire to 
be veracious. He had said to Eoinola. with respectful gentle- 
ness, when he saw (he struggle in her between her shuddering 
horror of the scene and her yearning to witness what might 
happen in the last moment, — 

“ Madonna, there is no iiped for j^ou to look at these cruel 
things. I will tell you when lie comes out of the Palazzo. 
Trust to me ; T know what you would see.” 

Bomola covered hei lace, but the bootings that seemed to 
make the hideous scene still visible could not be shut out. 
At last her arm was touched, and slie heard tlie words, 
comes.” She looked towards the Palace, and could see Savon- 
arola led out in his Domiuican garb; could see him standing 
before the Bishop, and being stripped of the black mantle, tlie 
white scapulary, and long white tunic, till he stood in a close 
woollen under-tunic that told of no sacred ofEcc, no rank. He 
had been degraded, and cut off from tlie Church Militant. 

I'he baser pai‘t of the nniltitiide deliglit in degradations, 
apart from any hatred; it is tlie satire they best understand. 
There was a fresh hoot of triumph as the three degraded 
brethren passed on to the tribunal of the Papal Commissaries, 
w^ho were to pronounce them schismatics and heretics. Did 
not the prophet look like a schismatic and heretic now' ? It 
is easy to believe in the damnable state of a man who stands 
stripped and degraded. 

Then the third tribunal was passed — that of the Florentine 
officials who were to pronounco sentence, and amongst whom^ 
even at her distance, Eoinola could discern the odious figure 
of Dolfo Spini, indued in the grave black lueco, as one of the 
Eight. 
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Then the three figures, in their close white raiment, trod 
their way along the platform, amidst j^ells and grating tones 
of insult, 

« Cover your eyes, madonna,” said Jacopo J^ardij 
Girolamo will be the last.” 

It was not long before she had to uncover them again. 
Savonarola was there. He was not far off her now. He lud 
mounted the steps ; she could see him look round on the uiul- 
titude. 

But in the same moment expectation died, and she only 
saw what he was seeing — torches waving to kindle tlie fuel 
beneath his dead body, faces glaring with a yet worse light ; 
she only heard what he was hearing — gross jests, taunts, ani 
curses. 

The moment was past. Her face was covered agaiu, and 
she only knew that Savonarola’s voice had passed into eternal 
silence* 
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EPILOGUE. 

On the evening of the twenty-second of May, 1509, five 
persons, of whose histoiy we have known something, were 
seated in a handsome u])per room opening on to a loggia 
which, at its right-hand corner, looked all along the Borgo 
Pinti, and over the city gate towards Fiesole, and the solemn 
heights beyond it. 

At one end of the room was an archway opening into a 
narrow inner room, hardly more than a recess, where the light 
fell from above on a small altar covered with fair w'hite linen. 
Over the altar was a picture, discernible at the distance where 
the little party sat only as the small full-length portrait of a 
Dominican Brother. For it was shaded from the light above 
by overhanging branches and wreaths of flowers, and the fresh 
tapers below it were unlit. But it seemed that the decoration 
of the altar and its recess was not complete. For part of the 
floor was strewn with a confusion of flowers and green boughs, 
and among tliem sat a delicate blue-eyed girl ot thirteen, toss- 
ing her long light-brown hair out of her eyes, as she made 
selections for the wreaths she was w’eaving, or looked up at 
her mother's work in the same kind, and told her how to do 
it with a little air of instruction. 

For that mother was not very clever at weaving flowers or 
at any other work- Tessa’s fingers had not become more 
adroit with the years — only very much fatter. IShe got on 
slowly and turned her head about a good deal, and asked 
Ninna’s opinion with much deference ; for Tessa never ceased 
to be astonished at the wisdom of her children. She still 
wore her contadina gown ; it was only broader than the old 
one j and there was the silver pin in her rough curly brown 
hair, and round her neck the memorable necklace, with a red 
cord under it, that ended mysteiiously in her bosom. Her 
rounded face wore even a more perfect look of childish content 
than in her younger days; everybody was so good in the 
world, Tessa thought ; even Monna Brigida never found fault 
with her now, and did little else than sleep, which was an 
amiable practice in everybody, aud one that Tessa liked for 
herselfr 
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Moniui BrigLda was asleep at this moment^ in a stiaight 
backed armchair, a couple of yards off. Her hair, parting 
backward under her black hood, had that soft whiteness which 
is not like snow or anything else, but is simply the lovely 
w'hiteness of aged hair. Her chin bad sunk ou her bosom, 
and her hands rested on the elbow of her chair. She liad not 
been weaving flowers or doing anything else : she liad only 
been looking on as usual, and as usual had fallen asleep. 

The other two figures were seated farther off, at the wide 
doorway that opened oh to the loggia. Lillo sat on the ground 
with his back against the angle of the door-post, and his long 
legs stretched out, Avhile he held a large book open on his 
knee, and occasionally made a dash with his hand at an impiis- 
itive fly, with au air of interest stronger than that excited by 
the finely printed copy pf Petrarch w hich he kept open at one 
place, as if he were learuiiig something by heai't. 

liomola sat nearly opposite Lillo, but she w^as not observing 
him. Her hands wrere crossed on her lap and her e3’es were fixed 
absently on the distant mountains ; she w'as evidently uncon- 
scious of anything around her. An eager life had left its 
marks upon her: the finely moulded cheek had sunk a little, 
the golden crown was less massive : but there was a placidity 
in Roraola' s face which had never belonged to it in youth. It 
is but once that we can know our worst sorrow’s, and lloniola 
had known them, wdiile life was new. 

Absorbed in this way, she w'as not at first aware that Lillo 
had ceased to look at Kis book, and was watching her with a 
slightly impatient air, which meant that he wanted to talk to 
her, but was not quite sure wdiether she w'ould like that enter- 
tainment just now^ But persevering looks make themselves 
felt at last. Bomola did presently turn away her eyes from 
the distance and met Lillo's impatient dark gaze with a 
brighter and brighter smile. lie shuffled along the floor, still 
keeping the book on his lap, till he got close to her and lodged 
his chin on her knee. 

What is it, Lillo ? ” said Eomola, pulling his hair back 
from his brow\ Lillo was a handsome lad, but his features 
were turning out to be more massive and less regular than 
his father^s. The blood of the Tuscan peasant w'as in his 
veins. 

“Mamma Eomola, w'hat am I to be? he said, wudl con- 
tented that there wras a ])rospect of talking till it w'ould be too 
late to con “ Spirto gentil ” any longer. 

“What should you like to be, Lillo? You might be a 
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scholar. My father was a scholar, you know, and taught 
me a great deal. That is the reason why I can teach 
yott.^^ 

“Yes,” said Lillo, rather hesitatingly. “But he is old and 
blind in the picture. Did he get a great deal of glory ? ” 

“Not much, Lillo. The world was not always very kind to 
him, and he saw meaner men than himself put into higher 
places, because they could flatter and say what was false. 
And then his dear son thought it right to leave him and 
become a monk ; and after that, my father, being blind and 
lonely, felt unable to do the things that would have made his 
learning of greater use to men, so that he might still have 
lived in his works after he was in his grave.” 

“ 1 should not like that sort of life,” said Lillo. “ I should 
like to be sometlang that would make me a great man, and 
very happy besides — something that would not hinder me 
from having a good deal of pleasure.” 

That is not easy, my Lillo, It is only a poor sort of hap- 
piness that could ever come by caring very much about our 
own narrow pleasures. We can only have the highest happi- 
ness, such as goes along with being a great man, by having 
wide thoughts, and much feeling for the rest of the world as 
well as ourselves ; and this sort of happiness often brings so 
much pain with it, that we can only tell it from pain by its 
being what we would choose before everything else, because 
our souls see it is good. There are so many things wrong and 
difiicult in the world, that no man can be great — he can liardly 
keep himself from wickedness — unless he gives up thinking 
much about pleasure or rewards, and gets strength to endure 
what is hard and painful. My father had the greatness that 
belongs to integrity ; he chose poverty and obscurity rather 
than falsehood. And there was Fra Girolamo — you know 
why I keep to-morrow sacred ; he had the greatness which be- 
longed to a life spent in struggling against powerful wrong, 
and in trying to raise men to tlie highest deeds they are capa- 
ble of. And so, my Lillo, if you mean to act nobly and seek 
to know the best things God has put within reach of men, you 
must learn to fix 3 '’our mind on that end, and not on what will 
happen to you because of it. And remember, if you were to 
choose something lov/er, and make it the rule of yoxiT life to 
seek your own pleasure and escape fixiin what is disagreeable, 
calamity might come just the same ; and it would be calamity 
falling on a base mind, whirl) is the one form of sorrow that 
has no balm in it, and that may well make a man saj’, — 
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would liave been better for me if I had never been bom,’ I 
will tell you somethingj Lillo.” 

Romola paused for a moment. She had taken Lillo’.^ 
cheeks between her handS; and his young eyes were meeting 
hers. 

There was a man to whom I was very near, so that I could 
see a great deal of his life, who made almost every one fond of 
him, lor he was young, and clever, and beautiful, and his man- 
ners to all were gentle and kind. I believe, when I first kneiv 
him, he never thought of anything cruel or base. But because 
he tried to slip away from eveiything that was unpleasant, 
and cared for nothing else so much as his own safety, he came 
at last to commit some of the basest deeds — such as make 
men infamous. He denied his father, and left him to misery ; 
he betrayed every trust that was reposed in him, that he might 
keep himself safe and get rich and prosperous. Yet calamity 
overtook him.” 

A.gain Bomola paused. Her voice was unsteady, and Lillo 
was looking up at her with awed wonder. 

“ Another time, my Lillo — I will tell you another time. 
See, theie are our old Piero di Cosimo and Kello coming up 
the Borgo Pinti, bringing us their floweis. Let us go and 
wave our hands to them, that they may know we see 
them.” 

“ How queer old Piero is ! ” said Lillo, as they stood at the 
corner of the loggia, watching the advancing figures. “He 
abuses yon for dressing the altar, and thinking so much of Fra 
Girolamo, and yet he brings you the flowers.” 

“Never mind,” said Romola. “There are many good peo- 

E le who did not love Pra Girolamo. Perhaps I should never 
ave learned to love him if he had not helped me when 1 was 
in great need.” 
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SILAS MARNER: 

THE WEAVER OF RAVELOE. 


*' A child, mure than ail other gifts 
That earth can offer to declining man, 

Brings hope with it, mid forward-looking tliougbis/' 

—Wordsworth. 


PART I. 


CHAPTER I. 

In the days when the spinning-wheels hummed busily in 
the farmhouses — and even great ladies, clothed in silk and 
thread-lace, had their toy spinning-wheels of polished oak — 
there might be seen in districts far away among t]ie lanes, or 
deep in the bosom of the hills, certain pallid undersized men, 
who, by the side of the brawny country-folk, looked like the 
remnants of a disinherited race. The shepherd’s dog barked 
fiercely when one of these alien-looking men appeared on the 
upland, dark against the early winter sunset j for w^hat dog 
likes a figure bent under a heavy bag ? — and these pale men 
rarely stirred abroad without that mysterious burden. The 
shepherd himself, though he had good reason to believe that 
the bag held iiothing but flaxen thread, or else the long rolls 
of strong linen spun from that thread, was not q^uite sure 
that this trade of weaving, indispensable though it w’as, could 
be carried on entirely without the help of the Evil One. In 
that far-off time superstition clung easily round every person 
or thing that was at all unwonted, or even intermittent and 
occasional merely, like the visits of the pedler or the knife- 
grinder. No one knew where wandering men had their homes 
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or their origin; and how was a man to be explained unless 
you at least knew somebody who knew his father or mother ? 
To the peasants of old times, the world outside their own 
direct experience was a region of vagueness and ra3'stery : to 
their untravelled thought a state of wandering was a concep- 
tion as dim as the winter life of the swallows that came back 
Muth the spring ; and even a settler, if he came from di'staiu 
parts, hardly ever ceased to be viewed with a remnant of dis- 
trust, which would have prevented any surprise if a long 
course of inoffensive conduct on his part had ended in tho 
commission of a crime ; especially if he had any reputation 
for knowledge, or showed any skill in handicraft. All clever- 
ness, whether in the rapid use of that difficult instrument the 
tongue, or in some other art unfamiliar to villagers, was in 
itself suspicious : honest folk, born and bred in a visible man- 
ner, were mostly not overwise or clever — at least, not beyond 
such a matter as knowing the signs of the weather; and the 
process by which raj>idity and dexterity of any kind were 
acquired was so wholly hidden, that they partook of iLe 
nature of conjuring. In this way it came to pass that those 
scattered linen-weavers — emigrants from the town into tlie 
country — were to the last regarded as aliens by their rustic 
neighbors, and usually contracted the eccentric habits which 
belong to a state of loneliness. 

In the early years of this centuiy, such a linen-weaver, 
named Silas Marner, worked at his vocation in a stone cottage 
that stood among the nutty hedgerows near the village of 
Raveloc, and not far from the edge of a deserted stone-pit. 
The questionable sound of >Silas’s loom, so unlike the natural 
cheerful trotting of the winnowing-maehine, or the simpler 
rhythm of the flail, had a half-fearful fascination for the 
Eaveloe boys, who would often leave off their nutting or 
birds'-nesting to peep in at the window of the stone cottage, 
counterbalancing a certain awe at tlie mysterious action of the 
loom, by a pleasant sense of scoi-nfiil superiority, drawn from 
the mockery of its alternating noises, along with the bent, 
tread-mill attitude of the weaver. But sometimes it happened 
that Marner, |)ansing to adjust an iiTegularity in his thread, 
became aware of the small scoundrels, and, though chary of his 
time, he liked their intrusion so ill that he would descend from 
his loom, and, opening the door, would fix on them a gaze that 
was always enough to make them take to their legs in terror. 
For how was it possible to believe that those large brown pro- 
tuberant eyes in Silas Marner’s pale face really saw nothing 
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very distinctly that wjis not close to them, and not rather that 
their dreadful stare could dart cramp, or rickets, or a wry 
mouth at any boy who happened to be in the rear ? They 
had, perhaps, heard their fathers and mothers hint that Silas 
Marner could cure folk’s rheumatism if he had a mind, and 
add, still more darkly, that if you could only speak the devil 
fair enough, he might save you the cost of the doctor. Such 
strange lingering echoes of the old demon-worship might 
perhaps even now be caught by the diligent listener among 
the gray-haired peasantry ; for the rude mind with difficulty 
associates the ideas of power and benignity. A. shadowy con- 
ception of power that by much persuasion can be induced to 
refrain from inflicting harm, is the shape most easily taken 
by the sense of the Invisible in the minds of men who have 
always been pressed close by primitive w^ants, and to whom a 
life of bard toil has never been illuminated by any enthusiastic 
religious faith. To them pain and mishap present a far wider 
range of possibilities than gladness and enjoyment ; their im- 
agination is almost barren of the images that feed desire and 
hope, but is all over-growm by recollections tlmt are a perpet- 
ual pasture to fear. Is there anything you can fancy that 
you would like to eat ? ” I once said to an old laboring man, 
who was in his last illness, and wdio had refused all the food 
his wife had offered him. he answered, never 

been used to nothing but common victual, and I can’t eat that.” 
Experience had bred no fancies in liiin that could raise the 
phantasm of appetite. 

And Raveloe was a village where many of the old echoes 
lingered, uudrowned by new voices. Not that it was one of 
those barren parishes lying on the outskirts of civilization — 
inhabited by meagre sheep and thinl5’-scatterecl shepherds : 
on the coiitraiy, it lay in the rich central plain of w'hat we 
are pleased to call Merry England, and lield farms which, 
speaking from a spiritual point of view, paid highly desirable 
tithes. But it was nestled in a snug well-wooded hollow, 
quite an hour’s jouniey on horseback from any turnpike, 
w’here it w'as never reached by the vibrations of the coach- 
horn, or of public opinion. It wras an important-looking vil- 
lage, with a fine old church and large ehurch^'ard in the 
heart of it, and t'vvo or three large brick-and-stone homesteads, 
with well-walled orchards and ornamental v eathercocks, 
standing close upon the road, and lifting more imposing 
fronts than the rectory, w^hich peeped from among the trees 
on the other side of the churchyard : — a village which showed 
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at once the of its social life, and told tbe practised 

eye that there was no great park and manor-house in the 
vicinity, but that there were several chiefs in Raveloe who 
could farm badly quite at their ea^e, drawing enough money 
from their bad farming, in those w^ar tim<»d, to live in a rol- 
licking fashion, and keep a jolly Christmas, Whitsun and 
Easter tide. 

It was fifteen years since Silas lifarner had first come to 
Kaveloe ; he was then simply a pallid young man, with promi- 
nent short-sighted browm eyes, whose appearance would have 
had nothing strange for people of average culture and experi- 
ence, but for the village r:> near whom he had come to settle 
it had mysterious peculiarities which corresponded with the 
exceptional nature of Ids occupation, and his advent from an 
unknown o^gion called Xorth'ard.” So had his way of life: 
— be invited no comer to step across his door-sill, and he 
never strolled into the village lo drink a pint at the Rainbow, 
or to gossip at the wheelwright’s ; he souglit no man or woman, 
save for the purposes of his calling, or in order to supply him- 
self wxtli iipcessaries ; and it was soon clear to the Raveloe 
lasses that he would never urge one of them to accept him 
against her will — quite as if he had heard them declare that 
they would never marry a dead man come to life again. This 
view of Manier’s personality was not without another ground 
than his pale face and unexampled ey'es ; for Jem Rodney, 
the mole-catcher, averred that one evening as he was return- 
ing homeward he saw Silas Hlarner leaning against a stile 
with a heavy bag on liis back, instead of resting the bag on 
the stile as a man in his senses would have done ; and that 
on coming up to him, he saw that Marner’a eyes were set like 
a dead man's, and he spoke to him, and shook him, and his 
limbs were stiff, and his bands clutched the bag as if theyM 
been made of iron ; but just as he had made up his mind that 
the weaver was dead, he came all right again, like, as you 
might say, in the winking of an eye, and said *• Gkiod-night/’ 
and walk'^d off. All this Jem swore he had seen, more by 
token that it was the very day he had been mole-catching on 
Squire Cass's land, down by the old saw-pit. Some said Mar- 
ner mu'*it have been in a “fit/’ a word which seemed to ex- 
plain things otherwise incredible } but the argumentative Mr. 
Mace)', clerk of the parish, shook his head, and asked if any- 
body was ever known to go off in a fit and not fall down. A 
fit was a stroke, wasn’t it ? and it was in the nature of a 
stroke to partly take away the use of a man’s limbs and throw 
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him on the parish, if he’d got no children to look to. No, no 5 
it was no stroke that would let a man stand on his legs, like 
a horse between the shafts, and then walk off as soon as you 
can say *^Gee I ” But there might be such a thing as a man’s 
soul being loose from his body, and going out and in, like a 
bird out of its nest and back ; and that was how folks got 
over-wise, for they went to school in this shell-less state to 
those who could teach them more than their neighbors could 
learn with their five senses and the parson. And where did 
Master Marner get his knowledge of herbs from — and charms 
too, if he liked to give iliem away ? Jem Rodney’s story was 
no more than what might have been expected by anj’body who 
had seen how Marner had cured Sally Oates, and made her 
sleep like a baby, when her heart had been beating enough to 
burst her body, for two months and more, while she had been 
under the doctor’s care. He might cure more folks if he 
would ; but he was worth speaking fair, if it was only to keep 
him from doing you a mischief. 

It was partly to this vague fear that Marner was indebted 
for protecting him from the persecution that his singularities 
might have drawn upon him, but still more to the fact that, 
the old linen-weaver in the neighboring parish of Tarley being 
dead, his handicraft made him a highly welcome settler to the 
richer housewives of the district, and even to the more provi- 
dent cottagers, who had their little stock of yarn at the year’s 
end. Their sense of his usefulness would have counteracted 
any repugnance or suspicion which was not confirmed by a 
deficiency in the quality or the tale of tlie cloth he wove for 
them. And the y^ears had rolled on without producing any 
change in the impressions of the neighbors concerning Mar- 
ner, except the change from novelty to liabit. At the end of 
fifteen years the Raveloe men said just the same things about 
Silas Marner as at the beginning ; they did not say them quite 
so often, but they believed them much more strongly when 
they did say them. There wris only one important addition 
which the years had brouglit ; it was, that "Master Marner had 
laid by a fine sight of money somewhere, and that he could 
buy up bigger men ” than himself. 

But while opinion concerning him had remained nearly sta- 
tionary, and his daily habits had presented scarcely any visi- 
ble change, Marner’s inward life had been a history and a 
metamorphosis, as that of every fervid nature must be when it 
has fled, or been condemned to solitude. His life, before he 
came to Raveloe, had been filled with the movement, the mea- 
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tal activity, and the close fellowship, which, in that day as in 
this, marked the life of an artisan early incorporated in a 
narrow religious sect, where the poorest 'layman has the 
chance of distinguishing himself by gifts of speech, and has, 
at the very least, the weight of a silent voter in the govern- 
meut of his community. Maruer was highly thought of in 
that little liidden world, known to itself as the church assem- 
bling ill Lantern Yard ; he was believed to be a young man of 
exemplary life and ardent faith; and a peculiar interest Imd 
been centred in him ever since he had fallen, at a prayer- 
meeting, into a mysterious rigidit}*- and suspension of con- 
sciousness, which, lasting for an hour or more, had been mis- 
taken for death. To have sought a medical explanation for 
this phenomenon would have been held by Silas himself, as 
well as by liis minister and fellow-members, a wilful self- 
exclusion from the spiritual significance that might lie therein. 
Silas was evblently a brother selected for a peculiar disci- 
pline; and tiiough tlie effort to interpret this discipline v as 
discouraged by the absence, on his part, of any spiritual vis- 
ion during his outward trance, yet it was believed by himself 
and others that its effect was seen in an accession of light and 
fervor. A less truthful man than he might have been tempted 
into the siibsequent creation of a vision in the form of resiu’- 
gent memory ; a less sane man might have believed in such a 
creation ; but Silas was both sane and honest, though, as ^^ith 
many honest and fervent men, culture had not defined any 
channels for his sense of mysteiy, and so it spread itself over 
the i>roper ] pathway of inquiry and knowledge. He had inher- 
ited from his mother some acquaintance with medicinal herbs 
and their preparation — a little store of wisdom which she 
had imparted to him as a solemn bequest — but of late yeais 
he had had doubts about the lawfulness of applying this 
knowledge, believing that herbs could have no efficacy without 
prayer, and that prayer might suffice without herbs ; so that 
his inherited delight to wander through the fields in search of 
foxglove and dandelion and coltsfoot, began to wear to him 
the character of a temptation. 

Among the members of his cliurch there w'as one young 
man, a little older than himself, with whom he had long 
lived in such close friendship that it w'as the custom of their 
Lantern Yard brethren to call them David and Jonathan. 
The real name of the friend was William Dane, and he, too, 
was regarded as a shining instance of 3'outhful piety, though 
somevvliat given to over-severity towards weaker brethren, 
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and to be so dazzled by his own light as to hold himself wiser 
than his teachers. But whatever blemishes others might dis- 
cern in William, to his friend’s mind he ^\as faultless; for 
Marner had one of those impressible self-doubting natures 
which, at an inexperienced age, admire imperativeness and 
lean on contradiction. The expression of trusting simpli- 
city iu Maruer’s face, heiglitened by that absence of special 
observation, that defenceless, deer-like gaze which belongs 
to large prominent eyes, was strongly cuntra&ted by the self- 
complacent suppression of inward triumph tiiab lurked in the 
narrow slanting eyes and compressed lips of William Dane. 
One of the most frequent topics of conversation between the 
two friends was Assurance of salvation ; Silas conlessed that 
lie could never arrive at anything liigher than hope mingled 
with fear, and listened with longing wonder wlien William 
declared that he had possessed unshaken assurance ever 
since, in the period of his conversion, he had dreamed that 
he saw the words calling and election sure ” standing by 
themselves on a white page in the open Bible. Such collo- 
quies have occupied many a pair of pale-faced weavers, whose 
unnurtured souls have been like young winged things, flutter- 
ing forsaken in the twilight. 

It had seemed to the unsuspectiug Silas that the friendship 
had suffered no chill even from his formation of another 
attachment of a closer kind. For some months he had been 
engaged to a young servant- wo man, waiting only for a little 
increase to their mutual savings in order to their marriage; 
and it was a great delight to him that Sarah did not obiect to 
William’s occasional presence in their Sunday interviews. It 
M*as at this point in their history that Silas 'h cataleptic fit 
occurred during the prayer-meeting ; and amidst the various 
queries and expressions of interest addressed to him by his 
fellow-members, William’s suggestion alone jarred with the 
general sympathy towards a brotlier thus singled out for 
special dealings. He observed that, to him, this trance looked 
more like a visitation of Satan than a ]>roof of divine favor, 
and exhorted his friend to see that he hid no accursed thing 
within his soul. Silas, feeling bound to accept rebuke and 
admonition as a brotherly office, felt no resentment, but only 
pain, at his friend’s doubts concerning him ; and to this was 
soon added some anxiety at the perception that Sarah's man- 
ner towards him began to exhibit a strange fluctuation be- 
tween an effort at an increased manifestation of regard and 
involuntary signs of shrinking and dislike. He asked her if 
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slie wished to break off their engagement; but she denied 
this: their engagement was known to the church, and had 
Ijeen recognized in the prayer-meetings; it could not be 
broken off without strict investigation, and Sarah could reii> 
der no reason tluit would be sanctioned by the feeling of 
the community. At this time the senior deacon was taken 
dangerously ill, and, being a childless widoM'er, he was tended 
night and day by some of the younger brethren or sisters. 
Silas frequently took his turn in the night-watching with 
William, the one relieving the other at two in the morning. 
The old man, contrary to expectation, seemed to be on the way 
to recovery, when one night Silas, sitting up by his bedside, 
observed that his usual audible breathing had ceased. Tlie 
candle was burning low, and he had to lift it to see the 
patient’s face distinctly. Examination convinced him that 
the deacon was dead — had been dead some time, for the 
limbs were rigid, Silas asked himself if he had been asleep, 
and looked at the clock : ir was already four in the luorniug. 
How was it that William had not come ? In much anxiety he 
went to seek ior help, and soon there were several friends a:*- 
sembled in the house, the minister among them, while Silas 
went away to hi^ work, wishing he could have met William to 
know the reason of his non-appearance. But at six o’clock, as 
he was thinking of going to seek liis friend, William came, and 
with him the minister. They came to summon him to Lan- 
tern Yard, to meet the church members there; and to his 
inquiry concerning the cause of the summons the only reply 
was, “You will hear.” 13'otliing further was said until Silas 
was seated in the vestry, in front of the minister, with the 
eyes of those 'who to him represented God’s people fixed sol- 
emnly upon him. Tlien the minister, taking out a pocket- 
knife, showed it to Silas, and asked him if he knew where he 
had left that knife ? Silas said, he did not know that lie had 
left it anywhere out of his own pocket — but he was trem- 
bling at this strange interrogation. He -was then exhorted not 
to bide his sin, but to confess and repent. The knife had 
been found in the bureau hy the departed deacon’s bedside — 
found in the place where the little bag of church money had 
lain, 'which the minister himself had seen the day before. 
Borne hand had removed that bag ; and whose hand could it 
be, if not that of the man to whom the knife belonged ? Eor 
some time Silas was mute with astonishment : then he said, 
“ God will clear me : I know nothing about the knife being 
there, or the money being gone. Search me and my dwelling ; 
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you will find nothing but three pound five of my own sav- 
ings, which William Dane knows I have had these six 
months/^ At this William groaned, but the minister said, 
“ The proof is heavy against you, brother Marner. The money 
was taken in the night last past, and no man was with our 
departed brother but you, for William Dane declares to us 
that he was hindered by sudden sickness from going to take 
his place as usual, and you yourself said that he had not 
come ; and, moreover, you neglected the dead body.” 

“I must have slept,” said Silas. Then after a pause, he 
added, “Or I must have had another visitation like that 
which you have all seen me under, so that the thief must 
have come and gone while I was not in the body, but out of 
the body. But, I say again, search me and my dwelling, for 
I have been nowhere else.” 

The search was made, and it ended — in William Dane’s 
finding the well-known bag, empty, tucked behind the chest 
of drawers in Silas’s chamber ! On this William exhoi-ted his 
friend to confess, and not to hide his sin any longer. Silas 
turned a look of keen reproach on him, and said, “William, 
for nine years that we have gone in and out together, have 
you ever known me to tell a lie ? But God will clear me.” 

“Brother,” said William, “how do I know what you may 
have done in the secret chambers of your heart, to give 
Satan an advantage over you ? ” 

Silas was still looking at his friend. Suddenly a deep flush 
came over his face, and he was about to speak impetuously, 
when he seemed checked again by some inward shock, that 
sent the flush back and made him tremble. But at last he 
spoke feebly, looking at William. 

“I remember now — the knife wasn't in my pocket.” 

William said, “I know nothing of what you mean.” The 
other persons present, however, began to inquire where Silas 
meant to say that the knife was, but he would give no further 
explanation : he only said, “ I am sore stricken j I can say 
nothing. God will clear me.” 

On their return to the vestry there was further deliberation. 
Any resort to legal measures for ascertaining the culprit was 
contrary to the principles of the church in Lantern Yard, 
according to which prosecution was forbidden to Christians, 
even had the case held less scandal to the community. But 
the members were bound to take other measures for finding 
out the truth, and they resolved on praying and drawing lots. 
This resolution can be a ground of surprise only to those 
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who are unacquainted with that obscure religious life wiiich 
has gone on in the alleys of our towns. Sihis knell with Ins 
brethren, relying on his own innocence being certified by nr- 
mediate divine interference, but feeling that there was sorrow 
and mourning behind for him even then — that his trust m 
man had been cruelly bruised. The lots declared thot SUos 
Marner ivas guilty. He was solemnly suspended from chun’h- 
membership, and called upon to render up the stolen nione} ; 
only on confession, as the sign of repentance, could he bt- 
received ouce more within tlie folds of the church. Marner 
listened in silence. At last, when every one rose to depart, 
he went towards William Dane and said, in a voice shaken by 
agitation, — 

The last time I remember using my knife, M^as when I 
took it out to cut a strap for you. 1 don’t remember putting 
it in my pocket again. You stole the money, and you have 
woven a plot to lay the sin at my door. But you may prosper, 
for all that: there is no just God that governs the eartli 
righteously, but a God of lies, that bears witness against the 
innocent.” 

Tliere was a general shudder at this blasphemy. 

William said meekly, “I leave our brethren to judge 
whether this is tlie voice of Satan or not. I can do nothing 
but pray for you, Silas.” 

Poor Marner went out with that despair in his soul — that 
shaken trust in God and man, which is little short of madness 
to a loving nature. In the bitterness of his wounded spirit, 
he said to himself, “ She will cast me off too.” And he 
reflected that, if she did not believe the testimony against 
him, her whole faith must be upset as his was. To people 
accustomed to reason about the forms in wliich their religious 
feeling has incorporated itself, it is difficult to enter into that 
simple, untaught state of mind in wdiich the form and tlie 
feeling have never been severed by an act of reflection. We 
are apt to think it inevitable that a man in 3kLarner’s position 
should have hegun to question the validit}'" of an appeal to 
the divine judgment by drawing lots; but to him this would 
have been an effort of independent thought such as he had 
never known ; and he must have made the effort at a moment 
when all his energies were turned into the anguish of disap- 
pointed faith. If tliere is an angel w'ho records the sorrows 
of men as well as their sins, he knows how many and deep 
are the sorrows that spring from false ideas for which no man 
is culpable. 
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Maraer went home, and for a whole day sat alone, stunned 
by despair, without any impulse to go to Sarah and attempt 
to win her belief in his innocence. The second day he took 
refuge from benumbing unbelief, by getting into his loom and 
working away as usual ; and before many hours were past, 
the minister and one of the deacons came to him with the 
message from Sarah, that she held her engagement to him at 
an end. Silas received the message mutely, and then turned 
away from the messengers to work at his loom again. In 
little more than a month from that time, Sarah was married 
to William Dane ; and not long afte]*\vards it was known to 
the brethren in Lantern Yard that Silas Marner had departed 
from the town. 


CHAPTER II. 

Even people whose lives have been made various by learn- 
ing, sometimes find it hard to keep a fast hold on their habit- 
ual views of life, on their faith in the Invisible. na3^ on the 
sense tliat their past joys and sorrows are a real experience, 
when they are suddenly transported to a new land, where the 
beings around them know nothing of their history, and share 
none of their ideas — where their mother earth shows another 
lap, and human life has other forms than those on which their 
souls have been nourished. !Minds that have been unhinged 
from their old faith and love, have perhaps sought this 
Lethean influence of exile, in which the past becomes dreamy 
because its symbols have all vanished, and the present too 
is dreamy because it is linked with no memories. But even 
f/ieir experience may hardly enable them thorouglil}^ to 
imagine what was the effect on a simple weaver like Silas 
Marner. when he left his own country and people and came 
to settle ill Raveloe. Nothing could be more unlike his 
native town, set within sight of the widespread hillsides, than 
this low, wooded region, where he felt hidden even from tbe 
heavens by the screening trees and hedgerows. There was 
nothing here, when he rose in the deep morning quiet and 
looked out on the dewi" brambles and rank tufted gra'^s, that 
seemed to have any relation with that life centring in Lan- 
tern Yard, which had once been to him the altar-place of 
high dispensations. The whitewashed walls ; the little pews 
where well-known figures entered with a subdued rustling, 
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and where first one well-known voice and then another, 
pitched in a peculiar key of petition, uttered phrases at once 
occult and familiar, like the amulet worn on the heai't ; the 
pulpit where the minister delivered unquestioned doctrine, 
and swayed to and fro, and handled the book in a long- 
accustomed manner 5 the very pauses between the couplets 
of the hymn, as it was given out, and the recurrent swell of 
voices in song : these things had been the channel of divine 
influences to Marner — they were the fostering of his religious 
emotions — they were Christianity and God's kingdom upon 
earth. A weaver who finds hard words in his hymn-book 
knows nothing of abstractions; as the little child knows 
nothing of parental love, but only knows one face and one lap 
towards which it stretches its arms for refuge and nurture. 

And what could be more unlike that Lantern Yard world 
than the world in Kaveloe ? — orchards looking lazy with 
neglected plenty; the large church in the wide cliurcbyard, 
which men gazed at loungiiig at tlieir own doors in serviee- 
time; the purple-faced farmers jogging along the lanes or 
turning in at the Kainbow; homesteads, where men supped 
heavily and slept in the light of the evening hearth, and 
where women seemed to be laying up a stock of linen for the 
life to come. There were no lips in Eaveloe from which a 
word could fall that would stir Silas Marner’s benumbed faith 
to a sense of pain. In the early ages of the world, we know, 
it was believed that each territory was inhabited and ruled 
by its own divinities, so that a man could cross the bordering 
heights and be out of the reach of his native gods, whose 
presence was confined to the streams and the groves and the 
hills among which he had lived from his birth. And poor 
Silas was vaguely conscious of something not unlike the feel- 
ing of primitive men, when they fled thus, in fear or in sulleii- 
ness, from the face of an unpropitious deity. It seemed to 
him that the Power he had vainly trusted in among the 
streets and at the prayer-meetings, was very tar away from 
this land in which he had taken refuge, where men lived iu 
careless abundance, knowing and neediug nothing of that 
trust, which, for him, liad been turned to bitterness. The 
little light he possessed spread its beams so narrowly, that 
frustrated belief was a curtain broad enough to create for him 
the blackness of night. 

His first movement after the shock had been to work in his 
loom; and he went on with this unremittingly, never asking 
himself why, now he was come to Raveloe, he worked far ou 
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into the night to finish the tale of Mrs. Osgood^s table-linen 
sooner than she expected — without contemplating beforehand 
the money she would put into his hand for the work. He 
seemed to weave, like the spider, from pure impulse, without 
reflection. Every man^s work, pursued steadily, tends in this 
way to become an end in itself, and so to bridge over the love- 
less chasms of his life. Silas's hand satisfied itself with 
throwing the shuttle, and his eye with seeing the little squares 
in the cloth complete themselves under his effort. Then 
there were the calls of hunger 5 and Silas, in his solitude, had 
to provide his own breakfast, dinner, and supper, to fetch his 
own water from the well, and put his own kettle on the firej 
and all these immediate promptings helped, along with the 
weaving, to reduce his life to the unquestioning activity of a 
spinning insect. He hated the thought of the past; there 
was nothing that called out his love and fellowship toward 
the strangers he had come amongst; and the future was all 
dark, for there was no Unseen Love that cared for him. 
Thought was arrested by utter bewilderment, now its old 
narrow pathway was closed, and affection seemed to have died 
under the bruise that had fallen on its keenest nerves. 

But at last Mrs. Osgood's table-linen was finished, and Silas 
was paid in gold. His earnings in his native town, where he 
worked for a wholesale dealer, had been after a lower rate ; he 
had been paid weekly, and of his weekly earnings a large pro- 
portion gone to objects of piety and charity, How, for 
the first time in his life, he had five briglit guineas put into 
his hand ; no man expected a share of them, and he loved no 
man that he should offer him a share. But what were the 
guineas to him who saw no vista beyond countless days of 
weaving? It was needless for him to ask that, for it was 
pleasant to him to feel them in his palm, and look at their 
bright faces, which were all his own : it was another element 
of life, like the weaving and the satisfaction of hunger, sub- 
sisting quite aloof from the life of belief and love from which 
he had been cut off. The weaver's hand had known the touch 
of hard-won money even before the palm had grown to its full 
breadth; for twenty years, mysterious money had stood to 
him as the symbol of earthly good, and the immediate object 
of toil. He had seemed to love it little in the years when 
every penny had its purpose for him ; for he loved the purpose 
then. But now, when all purpose was gone, that habit of look- 
ing towards the money and grasping it with a sense of ful- 
filled effort made a loam that was deep enough for the seeds 
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of desire; and as Silas walked homeward across the fields 
ill the twilight, be drew out the money and thought it wad 
brighter in the gathering gloom. 

About this time an incident liappencd which seemed to open 
a possibility of some fellowship with his neighbors. One day, 
taking a pair of shoes to be mended, he saw the cobbler s vviie 
seated by the fire, suffering from the terrible symptoms of 
heart-disease and dropsy, which he liud witnessed as the pre- 
cursors of his mother's death. He felfc a rush of pity at the 
mingled sight and reinenibrauce, and, recalling the relief his 
mother had found from a simple i>reparation of foxglove, he 
promised Sail} Oates co bring her something that would ease 
her, since the doctor did her no good. In this office of chanty, 
Silas felt, for the first tiino since he had come to Eaveloe, a 
sense of unity between his past and present life, which might 
have been the beginning of his rescue from the insect-likc 
existence into ^yhich his nature hatl shrunk. But Sally Oate&'s 
disease had raised her into a persf)nage of mindi interest and 
importance among the neigh\>ors, and the f‘,\c,t of her having 
found relief from drinking Silas Marner’s ** stuff ’’ became a 
matter of general discourse. When Doctor Kimble gave 
physic, it was natural that it slmuhl have an effect; but 
a weaver, who came from ncibodv knew where, worked won- 
ders Avith a bottle of brown Avaters, the occult cljaracter of the 
process was evident. Such a sort oi thing had not been knoAvn 
since the Wise Woman at Tarley died; and slie had charms as 
Aivell as ■■ stuff : everybody a\ cut to her wiieu their children 
had fits, Silas Jfarner mn.st be a person of the same sort, for 
how did he know what Avould bring back Sally Oates’s breath, 
if he didn't knoAV a fine sight moie tliuii that? The Wise 
Woman had words that she rn uttered to horsclt. so that you 
couldn’t hear what they were, and if she lied a bit of red 
thread round the clnld\ toe the while, it Avould keep off the 
Avater in the head. There Avere wouicn in Ravel oe, at thiit 
present time, who havl Avorn one of the Wise Woman’s little 
bags round their necks, and. in consequeiiec, had never had 
an idiot child, as Ann Coiuut had. Silas IM-avuer could very 
likely do as much, and more; and now it was all clear hoAv he 
should have come from unkuoAvn parts, and be so coinical- 
look.ing.’' But Sally Oates must mind and not tell the doctor, 
for he would be sure to s^t his face against !^[a^ner : he Avas 
alway's angry aiiout the AVise Woiiian, and used to threaten 
those w ho Aveiii to her that they should haA'e none of his help 
any more. 
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Silas now found himself and lus cottage suddenly beset by 
mothers who wanted liim to cliarm away the whooping-cough, 
or bring back the milk, and by men who wanted stuff against 
the rheumatics or the knots in the hands; and, to secure 
themselves against a refusal, ihe apjdicanbs brought silver 
in their palms. Silas might Jiave driven a profitable trade in 
charms as well as in his small list of drugs; but ii}one3" on this 
condition was no temptation to him : he had never known an 
impulse towards falsity, and he drove one after another away 
with growing irritntion, lor the news of Idm as a wise man 
had spread even to Tarley, and it uas long before people 
ceased to take long walks for the sake of asking his aid. But 
the hope in his wisdom was at length changed into dread, for 
no one believed him when he said lie knew no charms ana 
could work no cures, and every man and woman wlio had an 
accident or a new attack after applying to him, set the mis- 
foruiuc down to Master jMarnor's ill-will and irritated glances. 
Thus it came to pass that his movement of pity towards Sally 
Oates, which, had given him a transient sense of brotherhood, 
heightened the repulsion between him and his neighbors, and 
made his isolation more complete. 

Gradually the guineas, the crowns, and the half-ci’owns, grew 
to a heap, and Marner drew less and less for his own wants, 
trjdng to solve the problem of keeping himself strong enough 
to work sixteen hours a day on as small an outlay as possible. 
Have not men, shut up in solitary im])risonment, found an in- 
terest in marking the moments by straiglit strokes of a cer- 
tain length on the wall, until the growth of the sum of straight 
strokes, arranged, in triangles, has become a mastering pur- 
pose ? Do we not wile away moments of iuanit}^ or fatigued 
waiting by repeating some trivial movement or sound, until 
the repetition has bred a want, which is inci}iient habit ? That 
will help us to understand how the love of accumulating money 
grows an absorbing passion in men whose imaginations, even 
in the very beginning of their hoard, showed them no i)urpose 
beyond it. 3^Iarner wanted the heaps of ten to grow into a 
square, and then into a larger square ; and every added guinea, 
while it was itself a satisfaction, bred a new desire. In this 
strange world, made a hopeless riddle to him, he might, if he 
had had a less intense nature, have sat weaving, weaving — 
looking towards the end of his pattern, or towards the end of 
his web, till he forgot the riddle, and everything else but his 
immediate sensations ; but the money had come to mark off 
his weaving into periods, and the money not only grew, but 
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it remained with him. He began to think it was conscious of 
him, as his loom was, and he would on no account have ex- 
changed those coins, which had become his familiars, for other 
coins with unknown faces. He handled them, he counted them, 
till their form and color were like the satisfaction of a thirst 
to him ; but it was only in the night, when his w^ork was done, 
that he drew them out to enjoy their companionship. He had 
taken up some bricks in his floor underneath his loom* and 
here he had made a hole in which he set the iron pot that 
contained his guineas and silver coins, covering the bricks 
with sand whenever he replaced them. Not that the id*»aot 
being robbed presented itself often or strongly to his mind: 
boarding was common in country districts in those days ; ther»‘ 
were old laborers in the parish of Raveloe wdio w'ere known 
to have their savings by them, probably inside tlieir dock- 
beds; but their mstic neighbors, though not all of tliera as 
honest as their ancestors in tlie days of King Alfred, had not 
imaginations bold enough to lay a plan oi burglary. How 
could they have spent t)ie money in their own village without 
betraying themselves ? They would be obliged to ‘‘ run away 
— a course as dark and dubious as a balloon journey. 

So, year after year, Silas ^ilarner had lived in this solitude, 
his guineas rising in the iron pot, and bis life narrowing and 
hardening itself more and more into a mere pulsation of de«iirp 
and satisfaction that had no relation to any other being. His 
life had reduced itself to the functions of weaving and hoard- 
ing, without any contemplation of an end towards which the 
functions tended. The same sort of process has perhaps been 
undergone by wiser men, when they have been cut off from 
faith and love — only, instead of a loom and a heap of guineas, 
they have Imd some erudite research, some ingenious project, 
or some well-knit theory. Strangely IHarner^s face and figure 
shrank and bent themselves into a constant mechanical rela- 
tion to the objects of his life, so that he produced the same 
sort of iinpression as a handle or a crooked tube, which has 
no meaning standing apart. The prominent eyes that used 
to look trusting and dreamy, now looked as if they liad been 
made to see only one kind of thing tiiat was very small, like 
tiny grain, for which the}" hunted everywhere : and he was so 
withered and yellow, that, though he was not yet forty, the 
children always called him ‘‘ Old Master Mavner.” 

Yet even in this stage of withering a little incident hap- 
pened, which showed that the sap of affection was not all 
gone. It was one of his daily tasks to fetch his water from 
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a well a couple of fields off, and for this pui^pose, ever since 
he came to Raveloe, he had had a brown earthenware pot, 
which he held as his most precious utensil among the very 
few conveniences he bad granted luinself. It had been his 
companion for twelve years, alw'ays standing on the same spot, 
always lending its handle to him in the early morning, so that 
its form had an expression for him of willing helpfulness, and 
the impress of its handle on Lis palm gave a satisfaction min- 
gled with that of having the fresh clear water. One day as 
he was returning from the well, he stumbled against the step 
of the style, and his brown pot, falling with force against tlie 
stones that overarched the diteh below him, was broken in 
three pieces. Silas picked up the pieces and carried them 
home with grief in his lieart. The brown pot could never be 
of use to him any more, hut he stuck the bits together and 
propped the ruin in its old place for a memorial. 

This is the history of Silas Marne r, until the fifteenth year 
after he came to Raveloe. The livelong day he sat in his 
loom, his ear filled with its monotony, his eyes bent close down 
on the slow growth of sameness in the brownish web, his mus- 
cles moving with such even repetition that their pause seemed 
almost as much a constiaint as the holding of his breath. 
But at night came his revelry : at night he closed his shutters, 
and made fast his doors, and drew forth his gold. Long ago 
the heap of coins had become too large for the iron pot to 
hold them, and he had made for them two thick leather bags, 
which wasted no room in their resting-place, but lent them- 
selves flexibly to every corner. How the guineas shone as 
they came pouring out of the dark leather mouths ! The 
silver bore no large ])roportion in amount to the gold, because 
the long pieces of linen wliich formed his chief work were 
always partly paid for in gold, and out of the silver he supplied 
his own bodily wants, choosing always the shillings and six- 
pences to spend in this way. He loved the guineas best, but 
ne would not change the silver — the crowns and half-crowns 
that were his own earnings, begotten by his labor ; he loved 
them all. He spread them out in heaps and bathed his hands 
in them ; then he counted them and set them up in regular 
piles, and felt their rounded outline between his thumb and 
fingers, and thought fondly of the guineas that w'ere only half 
earned by the work in his loom, as if they had been unborn 
children — thought of the guineas that were coming slowly 
through the coming years, through all liis life, which spread 
far away before him, the end quite hidden by countless days 
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of weaving. No wonder his thoughts were still with his 
loom and his money w'hen he made his journeys through the 
fields and the lanes to fetch and cavrv home his ^vork, bu tlun 
his steps never wandered to tlje hedge-banks and the lain- 
side in search of the once familiar herbs ; these too belongo 1 
to the past, from whicli his life had shrunk away, like a ri\u^ 
let that has sunk far down from the grassy fringe of its <ihl 
breadth into a little shivering thread, that cuts a groove fur 
Itself ill the barren sand. 

But about the Christmas of that fifteenth year, a second 
great change came ovei* Marner’s life, and his liistoiy became 
blent in a singular manner with the life of his neighbors. 


CHAPTEK III. 

The greatest man in Eaveloe was Squire Cass, who lived 
in the large red house with the handsome flight of stone steph 
in front and the high stables behind it, nearly opposite tin* 
church. Ho was only one among fit*voral lande<l panshionoYS, 
but he alone was honored willi the tith' of Squire; ior though 
Mr. Osgood’s family was also inulerstood to be of timeless 
origin — the Raveloe imagination having never ventured kick 
to that fearful blank when there 'were no Osgoods — still, lie 
merely ow'iicd the farm he oecupieil ; wdiereas Squire Cirss had 
a tenant or two, wdio complained of the game to liim quite as 
if he had been a lord. 

It was still that glorious war-time wdiich w'as felt to be a 
peculiar favor of Providence towards the landed interest, and 
the fall of prices had not 3‘et come to cany the rare of small 
squires and \’ocmcii down that road to ruin for wdiich extrava- 
gant habits and bad hu:sbandry w'ere plenti fully anointing their 
w'heels. I am speaking now in relation to Ravcloe and the 
parishes that resembled it ; for our old-fashioned country life 
had many diilerent a.spects, as all life must liave when it is 
spread over a various burface, and breathe*! on variously by 
multi tudiiiouis currents, from the wdiuls of heaven to the 
thoughts of men, w’hicli are forever moving and crossing each 
other with incalculable results. Raveloe lay low among the 
bushy trees and the rutted lanes, Jiloof tioiu the currents of in- 
dustrial energy and Puritan earnestness : the rich ate and ilrauk 
freely, accepting gout and ax^oplexy as things that ran my&te- 
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riously in respectable families, and the poor thought that the 
rich were entirely iu the right of it to lead a jolly life ; besides, 
their feasting caused a multiplication of orts, which were 
the heirlooms of the poor. Betty Jay scented the boiling of 
Squire Cass^o hams, but her loijgijig w'as arrested by the unctu-* 
ous liquor in which they were boiled ; and udiea the seasons 
brought round the great inerry-mtakings, the}' were regarded 
on all hands as fine tiling for the poor. Bor the Ilaveloe feasts 
were like the rouiuLs of beef and the barrels of ale — they were 
on a large scale, and lasted a good while, esjiecially in the winter- 
time. After ladies had packed up their best gowns and top- 
knots iu bandboxes, and had incurred the risk of fording 
streams on pillions with the precious burden iu rainy or snowy 
weather, when there was no knowing how liigh the water 
would rise, it was not to be supposed that they looked forward 
to a brief pleasure. On this ground it was always contrived in 
the dark seasons, when there was little work to be done, and 
the hours w-ere long, that several neighbors should keep open 
house ill succession. So soon as Squire Casses standing dishes 
(linnuished iu plenty and freshness, his guests had nothing to 
do but to walk a little higher up the village to Mr. Osgood’s, 
at the Orcliarcls, and they found hams and chines uncut, pork- 
pies with tlie scent of the fire in them, spun butter in all its 
freshness — everything, iu fact, that appetites at leisure could 
desire, in perluijis greater iierfeotion, though not in greater 
abundance, tlian at Squire Gass’s. 

Bor the Squire's wife had died long ago, and the Eed House 
was without that presence of the wife and mother which is the 
fountain of wholesome love and fear in parlor and kitchen ; 
and this helped to account not only for there being more pro- 
fusion than finished excellence in the holiday provisions, but 
also for the frequency with which the proud Squire conde- 
scended to preside in the parlor of the Rainbow rather than 
under the shadow of his own dark w’aiiiscot ; perhaps, also, for 
ilie fact that his sons had turned out rather ill. Eaveloe was 
not a place where moral censure was severe, but it was tliougbt 
a weakness in the Squire that he had kept all his sons at home 
in idleness ; and though some license was to be allowed to 
young men whose fathers could afford it, ])eople shook their 
heads at the courses of the second son, Dunstan, commonly 
called Dunsey Cass, wliose taste for swopping and betting 
might turn out to be a sowing of something worse than wild 
oats. To be sure, the neighbors said, it w'as no matter what 
became of Dunsey — a spiteful jeering fellow, who seemed to 
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enjoy hie drink tlie more when other people went dry — alwavs 
provided that his doings did not bring trouble on a family like 
Squire Cass’s, with a monument in the church, and tankards 
older than King George. But it would be a thousand pities if 
Mr. Godfrey, the eldest, a tine open-faced good-natured young 
man who was to come into the land some day, should take to 
going along the same road witli his brother, as he had seemed 
to do of late. If he went on in that way, he would lose Miss 
Nancy Lam meter ; for it was well known that she had looked 
very shyly on him ever since last Whitsuntide twelvenaontli, 
when there was so much talk about his being away from home 
days and days together. There was something wrong, more 
than common — that was quite clear; for Mr, Godfrey didn't 
look half so fresh-colored and open as he used to do. At one 
lime everybody’’ was saying, What a handsome couple he and 
Miss Nancy Lam meter would make ! and if she could come to 
be mistress at the Red House, there Avould be a fine change, 
for the Lammeters had been brought up in that way, that 
they never suffered a pinch of salt to be wasted, and yet every- 
bod}" in their household had of the best, according to his place. 
Such a daughter-in-law would be a saving to the old Squire, if 
she never brought a penny to her fortune ; for it was to be 
feared that, notwithstanding his incomings, there were more 
holes in his pocket than the one where he put his own hand 
in. But if Mr. Godfrey didn't turn over a new leaf, he might 
say “ Good-by to l\Iiss Nancy Laninieter. 

It was the once hopeful Godfrey who was standing, with 
his hands in his side-pockets and his back to the fire, in tlie 
dark wainscoted parlor, one late November afternoon in that 
fifteenth j^ear of Silas Marner’s life at Raveloe. The fading 
gray light fell dimly on the walls decorated with guns, whips, 
and foxes’ brushes, on coats and hats fiung on the chairs, on 
tankards sending forth a scent of flat ale, and on a half-choked 
fire, with pipes propped up in the chimney-corners : signs of a 
domestic life destitute of any hallowing charm, with which the 
look of gloomy vexation on Godfrey’s blond face was in sad 
accordance. He seemed to be waiting and listening for some 
one’s approach, and presently the sound of a heavy step, with 
an accompan3dng whistle, was heard across the large empty 
entrance-hall. 

The door opened, and a thick-set, heavy-looking young man 
entered, with the flushed face and the gratuitously elated 
bearing which mark the first stage of intoxication. It was 
Ihinsey, and at the sight of him Godfrey's face parted with 
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some of its gloom to take on the more active expression of 
hatred. The handsome brown spaniel that lay on the hearth 
retreated under the chair in the chimney-corner. 

“Well, Master Godfrey, what do you want with me ? ” said 
Dunsey, in a mocking tone. “ Yo«*re my elders and betters, 
you know j I was obliged to come when you sent for me," 

“Why, this is what I want — and just shake yourself sober 
and listen, will you ? said Godfrey, savagely. He had him- 
self been drinking more than was good for him, trying to turn 
his gloom into uncalculating anger. “ I want to tell you, I 
must hand over that rent of Fowler’s to the Squire, or else 
tell him I gave it you j for he’s threatening to distrain for 
it, and it’ll all be out soon, whether I tell him or not. He 
said, just now, before he went out, he should send word to 
Cox to distrain, if Fowler didn’t come and pay up his arrears 
this week. The Squire’s short o’ cash, and in^ no humor to 
stand any nonsense ; and you know what he threatened, if 
ever he found you making away with his money again. So, 
see and get the money, and pretty quickly, w'ill you ? ’’ 

“ Oh ! " said Dunsey, sneeringly, coming nearer to his 
brother and looking in his face. “ Suppose, now, you get the 
money yourself, and save me the trouble, eh ? Since you 
was so kind as to hand it over to me, you'll not refuse me the 
kindness to pay it back for me: it was your brotherly love 
made you do it, you know.” 

Godfrey bit his lips and clinched his fist. “Don’t come 
near me with that look, else I'll knock you down.” 

“ Oh no, you won’t,” said Diinse}', turning away on his heel, 
however. “Because I’m such a good-natured brother, you 
know. I might get you turned out of house and home, and 
cut off with a shilling any day. I might tell the Squire how 
his handsome son was married to that nice young woman, 
Molly Farren, and was very unhappy because he couldn’t live 
with his drunken wife, and I should slip into your place as 
comfortable as could be. But you see, 1 don’t do it — I’m 
80 easy and good-natured. You’ll take any trouble for me. 
You’ll get the hundred pounds for me — I know you will.” 

“ How can I get the money ? ” said Godfrey, quivering. 
“I haven’t a shilling to bless myself with. And it’s a lie that 
you’d slip into my place : you’d get yourself turned out too, 
that’s all. For if you begin telling tales, I'll follow. Bob’s 
my father’s favorite — you know that very well. He’d only 
think himself well rid of you.” 

“Never mind,” said Dutusey, nodding bis head sideways as 



22 


SILAS MARNEM. 


he looked out of the window. It Vd be very pleasant to me 
to go in your company — you're such a handsome brother, 
and weVe always been so fond of quarrelling with one an- 
other, I shouldn’t know what to do \vithout }ou. But you’d 
like better for us both to stay at home together; I know you 
would. So you'll manage to get that little sum o' money, and 
Pll bid you good-by, though Ihu sorry to part/' 

Dunstau was moving off, but Godfrey rushed after him and 
seized him by the arm, saying, with an oatli, — 

“ I tell you, I have no money ; I can get no money.” 

« Borrow of old Kimble." 

I tell you, he won’t lend me any more, and I sha’n't ask 
him.” 

« Well, then, sell Wildhre.” 

Yes, that's easy talking. I must have the money directly ” 

Well, j'ou’ve only got to ri<le him to the hunt to-morrow. 
There'll be Bryce and Keating there, for sure. You'll gee 
more bids than one.” 

1 dare say, and get back home at eiglit o'clock, splashed 
up to the chin, I'm going to Mrs. Osgood's birthday dance.*' 
‘‘ Oho ! ” said Bimsey, turning liis head on one side, and try- 
ing to speak in a small mincing treble. “And there's sweet 
Miss Nancy coming ; and we shall dunce with her, and prom- 
ise never to be naughty again, and be taken into favor, and — 
“Hold 3''our tongue about Miss Nancy, you fool,” said God- 
frey, turning red, “else I'll throttle you.” 

“ Wliat for ? ” said Duiisey, still iu an artificial tone, but 
taking a whip from the table and beating the but-end of it 
on his palm. “ You've a very good chance. I'd advise you 
fco creep up her sleeve again : it 'nd be saving time, if Molly 
should happen to take a drop too much laudanum some day, 
and make a widower of you. Miss Nancy wouldn't mind 
being a second, if she didn't know it. And you've got a good- 
natured brother, who’ll keep your secret well, because you'll 
be so very obliging to him.” 

“ I'll tell you what it is,'* said Godfre}’’, quivering, and pale 
again, “ uiy patience is pretty ui»ar at augend. If you’d a little 
more sharpness in you, you might know that 5'ou may urge a 
man a bit too far, and make one leap as easy as another. I 
don't know but what it is so now : J may as well tell the 
Squire every tiling m^’&elf — I should get you off my back, if 
I got nothing else. And, after all, he'll know some time. 
She's been threatening to come herself and tell him. So, 
don't flatter yourself that your secrecy's worth any price you 
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choose to ask. You drain me of money till I have got nothing 
to pacify her with, and she'll do as she threatens some day. 
It's all one. I'll tell my father everything myself, and you 
may go to the devil," 

Dunsey perceived that he had overshot his mark, and that 
there was a point at which even the hesitating Godfrey might 
be driven into decision. But he said, with an air of uncon- 
cern, — 

“ As you please j but I'll have a draught of ale first.” And 
ringing the bell, he threw liimself across two chairs, and 
began to rap the window-seat with the handle of his whip. 

Godfrey stood, still with his back to the lire, uneasily mov- 
ing his fingers among the contents of his side-pockets, and 
looking at the floor. That big muscular frame of his held 
plenty of animal courage, but helped him to no decision when 
the dangers to be braved were sueh as could neither be knocked 
down nor throttled. His natural irresolution and moral cow- 
ardice were exaggerated by a position in which dreaded 
consequences seemed to press equally on all sides, and his 
irritation had no sooner provoked him to defy Dunstan and 
anticipate all possible betrayals, than tlie miseries he must 
bring on himself by such a step seemed more unendurable to 
him than the present evil. The results of confession were 
not contingent, they were certain ; whereas betrayal was not 
certain. From the near vision of that certainty he fell back 
on suspense and vacillation with a sense of repose. The dis- 
inherited son of a small squire equally disinclined to dig and 
to beg, was almost as helpless as an uprooted tree, which, by 
the favor of earth and sky, has grown to a handsome bulk on 
the spot where it first shot upward. Perhaps it nould have 
been possible to think of digging with some cheerfulness if 
Nancy Lammeter were to be won on those terms j but, since 
he must irrevocably lose her as well as the inheritance, and 
must break every tie but the one that degraded him and left 
him without motive for trying to recover his better self, he 
could imagine no future for himself on the other side of con- 
fession but that of “ 'listing for a soldier — the most desper- 
ate step, short of suicide, in the eyes of respectable families. 
No ! he would rather trust to casualties than to his own re- 
solve — rather go on sitting at the feast, and sipping the wine 
he loved, though with the swoi^ hanging over him and terror 
in his heart, than rush away into the cold darkness where 
there was no pleasure left. The utmost concession to Dun- 
Stan about the horse began to seem easy, compared with the 



SILAS MARKER. 


fulfilment of his own threat. But his pride would not let him 
recommence the conversation otherwise than by contimung 
the quarrel. Dunstan was waiting for this, and took his ale 
in shorter draughts than usual. 

“ It^s just like you,” Godfrey burst out, in a bitter tone, 'Ho 
talk about my selling Wildfire in that cool way — the Iasi; 
thing Tve got to call my own, and the best bit of horse-flesh 
1 ever had in my life. And if you'd got a spark of pride in 
you, you'd be ashamed to see the stables emptied, and every- 
body sneering about it. But it's my belief you'd sell yourself, 
if it was only for the pleasure of making somebody feel he'd 
got a bad bargain.” 

"Ay, ay,” said Dunstan, very placably, "you do me justice, 
I see. You know I’m a jewel for 'ticing people into bargains, 
Bor which reason I advise you to let me sell Wildfire. Td 
ride him to the hunt to-morrow for y'ou, Avith pleasure. I 
shouldn't look so handsome as yon in the saddle, but it’s the 
horse they'll bid for, and not the rider.” 

" Yes, 1 dare say — trust my horse to you I ” 

"As you please,” said Dunstan, rapping the window-seat 
again with an air of great unconcern. " It’s you have got to 
pay Fowler’s money ; it's none of my business. Yon received 
the money from him when you went to Ilramcote, and you told 
the Squire it wasn't paid. I‘d nothing to do with that ; you 
chose to be so obliging as to give it me, that was all. If you 
don’t want to pay tlie money, let it alone ; it’s all one to me. 
But I was willing to accommodate you by undertaking to sell 
the horse, seeing it’s not convenient to you to go so far to- 
morrow.” 

Godfrey was silent for some moments. He would have 
liked to spring on Dunstan, wrench the whip from his hand, 
and flog him to within an inch of his life; and no bodily fear 
could have deterred him ; but lie was mastered by another sort 
of fear, which was fed by feelings stronger even, than his re- 
sentment. When he spoke again it was in a half-conciliatory 
tone. 

"Well, you mean no nonsense about the horse, eh ? You'll 
sell him all fair, and hand over the monej' ? If you don’t, 
you know, everything 'ull go to smasli, for I've got nothing 
else to trust to. And ^"ou'll have less ])leasure in pulling the 
house over my head, when your own skull's to be broken too.” 

" Ay, ay,” said Dunstan, rising ; " all right. I thought you'd 
come round. I'm the fellow to bring old Bryce up to the 
scratch. I'll get you a hundred and twenty for him, if I get 
you a penny,” 
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But it^ll perhaps rain oats and dogs to-morrow, as it did 
yesterday, and then you can’t go,” said Godfrey, hardly know- 
ing whether he wished for that obstacle or not. 

“ Not said Dunstan. “ Pm always lucky in my weather. 
It might rain if you wanted to go yourself. You never hold 
trumps, you know — I always do. You’ve got the beauty, you 
see, and I’ve got the luck, so you must keep me by you for 
your crooked sixpence ; you’ll ne-vev get along without me,” 

“ Confound you, hold your tongue ! ” said Godfrey, impetu- 
ously. “ And take care to keep sober to-morrow, else you’ll 
get pitched on your head coming home, and Wildfire might be 
the worse for it.” 

“ Make your tender heart easy,” said Dunstan, opening the 
door. You never kuew me see double when I’d got a 
bargain to make ; it ’ud spoil the fun. Besides, whenever I 
fall, I’m warranted to fall on my legs.” 

With that, Dunstan slammed the door behind him, and left 
Godfrey to that bitter rumination on his personal circum- 
stances which was now unbroken from day to day save by the 
excitement of sporting, drinking, card-playing, or the raver and 
less oblivious pleasui-e of seeing Miss Nancy Lammeter. The 
subtle and varied pains springing from the higher sensibility 
that accompanies higher culture, are perhaps less pitiable than 
that dreary absence of impersonal enjoyment and consolation 
which leaves ruder minds to the perpetual urgent companion- 
ship of their own griefs and discontents. The lives of those 
rural forefathers, whom we are apt to think very prosaic fig- 
ures — men whose only work was to ride round their land, 
getting heavier and heavier in their saddles, and who passed 
the rest of their days in the half-listless gratification of senses 
dulled by monotony — had a certain pathos in them neverthe- 
less. Calamities came to them too, and their early errors 
carried hard consequences : perhaps the love of some sweet 
maiden, the image of purity, order, and calm, had opened 
their eyes to the vision of a life in which the days would not 
sGcfiu too long, even without rioting ; but the maiden was lost, 
and the vision passed away, and then what was left to them, 
especially when they had become too heavy for the hunt, or 
for carrying a gun over the furrows, but to drink and get 
merry, or to drink and get angry, so that they might be in- 
dependent of variety, and say over again with eager emphasis 
the things they had said already any time that twelvemonth? 
Assuredly, among these flushed and dull-eyeJ men there were 
some whom — thanks to their native human-kindness — even 
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not could never diive into brutality ; men who, when 
cheeks were fresh, had felt the keen point of soiiow or n 
morse, had been pieiced by the reeds the} leaned on, oi hid 
liglitl}^ put then limbs m fetteis from ^vhlch no btni^glf» 
could lo*>&e them, and under these sad cucumstances, (om- 
laon to us all, then tliouglits could find no lestuig place out 
side the evei-tiodden lound of their own pett\ histor} 

1 hat, at leabt, the condition of Godhe) Oiss iii this 
SIX and tweimetli yedi oi his life A movement of compum, 
tioiK helped by those small iiidefauable influences which 
personal leUtion e\Pits (mi a plunt nituie, bad niged lain 
into a secret m'liiiAge \»huh was a Might on his hte it 
was an ugl\ stoi} of low passion delusion, and w ikmg fiom 
delusion, which needs not to be dragged fiom the pri\ac} of 
Gkiafrej 's Littei memoi} . He had long know n that the de 
lusion wat> piith due to a tia]j Ixid for lain by Dunstin, who 
saw m his biothei 's degiading maiiuge the meau 2 > of gratitj- 
ing at QTice h's ]ealo is hate and ms cupidit} A-iid ii God 
hey coma ha\e ItH himself snnp'*)f aAntirn, the non bit that 
destiu} had put mto his mouth would ha»e chafed him k s 
intoleiabh li the cuiscs he mutteied half aloud when he 
was alone had ha I no other object thin DuiistinS diiboli il 
cunning, he might ha\e shiiink Itss tioin the consequenceij 
of avowal But he had somt thing else to cuise — hia own 
VICIOUS fol]\, which iiow sceiin d la m id and unaccountaMe to 
him as almost all cm follits and Mces Uo when then pioin^t- 
mgs hsve lo"g psssed ew \\ Foi font \eT.is ue hid thoujjlit 
of Nanev Limmeter, and wooed hti With taut patient woiship, 
as the woman who made him think of the lutuie Mth ■jo\ 
she woull be his wife, and would make home lovelv to him as 
hib fathers home h id n^^^ei been and it would be eas' wluw 
she was always ncai to shake oif those loolish habits thir 
weie no ]dtasmps, but onl} a fe\ensli wav of annulling m 
cancy Godfic^ s was an fssenti ilh domestic nxtuie bied up 
lu a home wheie the health hid no sunk s, and wlieie the 
daily habits weie not chistisid b\ the oie-vence of household 
oidei Ills easy aispO‘-ition made hnn fall in uniesistingly 
with the family rouist'^, but the need of some tendei peima 
uent affeition, longing foi some influence that would 
make the good he p’eleiied eisv to pm sue caused the neatr 
ness, purity , and liberal oidcihntss of the Lanimeter house- 
hold, sunned b} the smile ot N incv, to seem like those fiesh 
bright hours of the inornn g when temptations go to sleep and 
leave the eax open to the voic e of the good angel, inviting to 
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industry, sobriety, and peace. And yet the hope of this para- 
dise had not been enough to save him from a course which 
shut him out of it forever. Instead of keeping fast hold of 
the strong silken rope by which Nancy would have drawn 
him safe to the green banks where it was easy to step firmly, 
he had let himself be dragged back into mud and slime, in 
which it was useless to struggle. He had made ties for him- 
self which robbed him of all wholesome motive and were a 
constant exasperation. 

Still, there was one position worse than the present ; it was 
the position he would be in when the ugly secret was dis- 
closed; and the desire that continually triumphed over every 
other was that of warding off the evil day, when he would 
have to bear the consequences of his father’s violent resent- 
ment for the wound inflicted on his family pride — would 
have, perhaps, to turn his back on that hereditary ease and 
dignity which, after all, was a sort of reason for living, and 
would carry with liim the certainty that he was banished for- 
ever from the sight and esteem of Nancy Lammeter. The 
longer the interval, the more chance there was of deliverance 
from some, at least, of the hateful consequences to Avhich he 
had sold himself; the more opi^ortunities remained for him 
to snatch the strange gratification of seeing Nancy, and gath- 
ering some faint indications of her lingering regard. Towards 
this gratification he was impelled, fitfully, every now and then, 
after having passed weeks in wliich he had avoided her as the 
far-off bright-winged prize that only made him spring forward 
and find his chain all the more galling. One of those fits of 
yearning was on him now, and it would have been strong 
enough to have persuaded him to trust AYildfire to Dunstan 
rather than disappoint the yearning, even if lie had not had 
another reason for his disinclination towards the morrow’s 
hunt. That other reason was the fact that the morning’s 
meet was near Batherley, the market-town where the un- 
happy woman lived, whose image became more odious to him 
every day ; and to his thought the whole vicinage was haunted 
by her. The yoke a man creates for himself by wrong-doing 
will breed hate in the kindliest nature ; and the good-hu- 
mored, affectionate-hearted Grodfrey Cass was fast becoming 
a bitter man, visited by cruel wishes, that seemed to enter, 
and depart, and enter again, like demons who had found in 
him a ready-garnished home. 

What was he to do this evening to pass the time ? 
He might as well go to the Kainbow, and hear the talk about 
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the cock-fighting : everybody was there, and what else was 
there to be done ? Though, for his own part, he did not care 
a button for cock-fighting. Snuff, the brown spaniel, who had 
placed herself in front of him, and had been watching him 
for some time, now jumped up in impatience for the expected 
caress. But Godfrey thrust her away without looking at 
her, and left the room, followed humbly by the unresentiucr 
Snuff — perhaps because she saw no other career open to heiv 


CHAPTER IV. 

DuNSTAir Cass, setting off in the raw morning, at the judi- 
ciously quiet pace of a man who is obliged to ride to cover 
on his hunter, bad to take his way along the lane which, at 
its farther extremity, passed by the piece of unenclosed ground 
called the Stone-pit, where stood the cottage, once a stone- 
cutter’s shed, now for fifteen years inhabited by Silas Manier. 
The spot looked very dreary at this season, with the moist 
trodden clay about it, and the red, muddy water high up in 
the deserted quarry. That was Duustan’s first thought as he 
approached it ; the second was, that the old fool of a weaver, 
whose loom he heard rattling already, had a great deal of 
money hidden somewhere. How was it that he, Dunstan 
Cass, who had often heard talk of Marner’s miserliness, had 
never thought of suggesting to Godfrey that he should frighten 
or persuade the old fellow into lending the money on the 
excellent security of the young Squire’s prospects ? The re- 
source occurred to him now as so easy and agreeable, especially 
as Marner* s hoard was likely to be large enoiigli to leave 
Godfrey a handsome surplus beyond his immediate needs, and 
enable him to accommodate his faithful brother, that he had 
almost turned the horse’s head to\s'ards home again, Godfrey 
would be ready enough to accept the suggestion: he would 
snatch eagerly at a plan that might save him from parting 
with Wildfire. But when Dunstan’s meditation reached this 
point, the inclination to go on grew strong and prevailed. He 
didn’t want to give Godfrey that pleasure : he preferred that 
Master Godfrey should be vexed. Moreover, Dunstan enjoyed 
the self-important consciousness of having a horse to sell, and 
the opportunity of driving a bargain, swaggering, and possibly 
taking somebody in. He might liave all the satisfaction at- 
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tendant on selling his brother's horse, and not the less have 
the further satisfaction of setting Godfrey to borrow Marner^s 
money. So he rode on to cover. 

Bryce and Keating were there, as Dunstan was quite sure 
they would be — he was such a lucky fellow. 

Heyday ! ” said Bryce, who had long had his eye on Wild- 
fire, ^‘you^re on your brother's horse to-day : how's that ?” 

^^Oh, IVe swopped with him," said Dunstan, whose delight 
in lying, grandly independent of utility, was not to be dimin- 
ished by the likelihood that his hearer would not believe 
him — Wildfire's mine now." 

“ What ! has he swopped with you for that big-boned hack 
of yours ? " said Bryce, quite aware that he should get another 
lie in answer. 

“ Oh, there was a little account between us," said Dunsey, 
carelessly, “ and Wildfire made it even. I accommodated him 
by taking the horse, though it was against my will, for I'd 
got an itch for a mare o' Jortin's — as rare a bit o' blood as 
ever you threw your leg across. But I shall keep Wildfire, 
now I've got him, though I'd a bid of a hundred and fifty for 
him the other day, from a man over at Flitton — he's buying 
for Lord Cromleck — a fellow with a cast in his eye, and a 
green waistcoat. But I mean to stick to Wildfire ; I sha'n't 
get a better at a fence in a hurry. The mare's got more 
blood, but she's a bit too weak in the hind-quarters." 

Bryce of course divined that Dunstan wanted to sell the 
horse, and Dunstan knew that he divined it (horse-dealing is 
only one of many human transactions carried on in this ingen- 
ious manner) ; and they both considered that the bargain was 
in its first stage, when Bryce replied, ironically, — 

1 wonder at that now ; I wonder you mean to keep him ; 
for I never heard of a man who didn't want to sell his horse 
getting a bid of half as much again as the horse was worth. 
You'll be lucky if you get a hundred." 

Keating rode up now, and the transaction became more 
complicated. It ended in the purchase of the horse by Bryce 
for a hundred and twenty, to be paid on the delivery of Wild- 
fire, safe and sound, at the Batherley stables. It did occur 
to Dunsey that it might be wise for him to give up the day's 
hunting, proceed at once to Batherley, and, having waited for 
Bryce's return, hire a horse to cany him home with the money 
in his pocket. But the inclination for a run, encouraged by 
confidence in his luck, and by a draught of brandy from his 
pocket-pistol at the conclusion of the bargain, was not easy to 
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overcome, especially witli a horse under him that would take 
the fences to the admiration of the field. Dunstan, however 
took one fence too many, and got his horse pierced with a 
hedge-stake. His own ill-favored person, which was (juite 
unmarketable, escaped without injury ; but poor 'Wildfire, un- 
conscious of his price, turned on his flank and paiiifulh 
panted his labt. It happened that Dunstan, a short tiinV 
before, having had to get down to an*ange his stirrup, liad 
muttered a good many curses at this interraption, which had 
thrown him in the rear of the hunt near the moment of glor}, 
and under this exasperation had taken the fences more bhudly. 
He would soon have been up with the hounds again, when the 
fatal accident happened ; and hence he was betiveen eager 
riders in advance, not troubling themselves about what hap- 
pened behind them, and far-off stragglers, wlio were as likely 
as not to pass quite aloof from the line of road in which ATi Id- 
fire had fallen. Dunstan, ivhose nature it was to care more 
for immediate annoyances than for remote consequences, no 
sooner recovered his legs, and eaw that it was all over with 
Wildfire, than he felt a satisfaction at the absence of wi^ 
nesses to a position which no swaggering could make envi- 
able. Re-enforcing himself, after his shake, with a little 
brandy and much swearing, he walked as fast as he could to a 
coppice on his right hand, through which it occurred to him 
that he could make his way to Batherley without danger of en- 
countering any member of the hunt. His first intentiou was 
to hire a horse there and ride home forthwith, for to walk 
many miles without a gun in his hand and along an ordinary 
load, was as much out of the question to him as to other 
spirited young men of his kind. He did not much mind about 
taking the bad news to Godfrey, for he Lad to offer him at 
the same time the resource of Manier’s money 5 and if God- 
frey kicked, as he always did. at the notion of making a fresh 
debt from which he hiIn^elt got the smallest share of advan- 
tage, why, he wouldn't kick long : Dunstan felt sure he could 
worry Godfrey into anything. The idea of Manier’s money 
kept growing in vividness, now the w'aiit of it had become 
immediate ; the prospect of having to make his appearance 
with the muddy boots of a pedestrian at Batherley, and to 
encounter the grinning queries of stablemen, stood unpleas- 
antly in the way of his impatience to be back at Raveloe and 
carry out his felicitous plan ; and a casual visitation of his 
waistcoat-pocket, as he was ruminating, awakened his memory 
to the fact that the two or three small coins his forefinger 
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encountered there, were of too pale a color to cover that small 
debt, without payment of which the stable-keeper had declared 
he would never do any more business with Duusey Cass. 
After all, according to the direction in which the run had 
brought him, he was not so very much farther from home than 
he was from Babherleyj but Dunsey, not being remarkable 
for clearness of head, was only led to this conclusion by the 
gradual perception that thei’e were other reasons for choos- 
ing Uie unprecedented course of walking home. It was now 
nearly four o’clock, and a mist was gathering ; the sooner he 
got into the road the better. He romembered having crossed 
the road and seen the finger-post only a little while before 
Wildfire broke down; so, buttoning bis coat, twisting the lash 
of his hunting-whip compactly round the handle, and rapping 
the tops of Jiis boots with a self-possessed air, as if to assure 
himself that he was not at all taken by surprise, he set ofE 
with the sense that he was undertaking a remarkable feat of 
bodily exertion, which somehow and at some time he should 
be able to dress up and magnif}' to the admiration of a select 
circle at the Rainbow. When a young gentleman like Dun- 
sey is reduced to so exceptional a mode of locomotion as walk- 
ing, a whip in his hand is a desirable corrective to a too 
bewildering dream j' sense of un'won ted ness in his position ; 
and Dunstan, as he went along through the gath^^ring mist, 
was always rapping his whip somewliere. It was Godfrey’s 
whip, which lie had cliosen to take witliout leave because it 
had a gold handle; of course no one could see, wlien Dunstan 
held it, that the name Godfrey C^iss was cut in deep letters on 
that gold handle — they could only see that it was a very 
handsome wdiip. Dunsey was not without fear that he might 
meet some acquaintance in whose eyes he would cut a pitiable 
figure, for mist is no screen when people get close to each 
other ; but when he at last found himself in the well-known 
Raveloe lanes without having met a soul, he silently re- 
marked that that was part of liis usual good-luck. But now 
the mist, helped by the evening darkness, was more of a screen 
than he desired, for it hid the ruts into which his feet were 
liable to slip — hid everything, so that he had to guide his 
steps by dragging his wliip along the low bashes in advance 
of the hedgerow. He must soon, he thought, be getting near 
the opening at the Stone-pits : he should find it out by the 
break in the hedgerow. He found it out, liowevei, by another 
circumstance which he had not expected — namely, by certain 
gleams of light, which he presently guessed to proceed from 



32 


SILAS MARIIER. 


Silas Maraer’s cottage. The cottage and the money hidden 
within it had been in his mind continually during his walk 
and he had been imagining ways of cajoling and tempting the 
weaver to part with the immediate possession of his money 
for the sake of receiving interest. Dunstan felt as if there 
must be a little frightening added to the cajolery, for his own 
arithmetical convictions were not clear enough to afford him 
any forcible demonstration as to the advantages of interest; 
and as for security, he regarded it vaguely as a means of cheat- 
ing a man by making him believe that he would be paid. Al- 
together, the operation on the miser’s mind was a task that 
Godfrey would be sure to hand over to his more daring and 
cunning brother ; Dunstan had made up his mind to that ; and 
by the time he saw the light gleaming through the chinks of 
Mamer’s shutters, the idea of a dialogue with the weaver had 
become so familiar to him, that it occurred to him as quite a 
natural thing to make the acquaintance forthwith. There 
might be several conveniences attending this course; the 
weaver had possibly got a lantern, and Dunstan was tired of 
feeling his way. He was still nearly three-quarters of a mile 
from home, and the lane was becoming unpleasantly slippery, 
for the mist was passing into rain. He turned up the bank, 
not without some fear least he might miss the right way, 
since he was not certain whether the light were in front or 
on the side of the cottage. But he felt the ground before him 
cautiously with his whip-handle, and at last arrived safely at 
the door. He knocked loudly, rather enjoying the idea that 
the old fellow would be frightened at the sudden noise. He 
heard no movement in reply : all was silence in the cottage. 
Was the weaver gone to bed, then ? If so, why had he left 
a light ? That was a strange forgetfulness in a miser. Dun- 
stan knocked still more loudly, and, without pausing for a 
reply, pushed his fingers through the latch-hole, intending to 
shake the door and pull the latch-string up and down, not 
doubting that the door was fastened. But, to his surprise, at 
this double motion the door opened, and he found himself in 
front of a bright fire which lit up every comer of the cottage 
— the bed, the loom, the three chairs, and the table — and 
showed him that Marner was not there. 

Nothing at that moment could be much more inviting to 
Dunsey than the bright fire on the brick hearth : he walked 
in and seated himself by it at once. There was something 
in front of the fire, too, that would have beeu inviting to a 
hungry man, if it had been in a different stage of cooking. 
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It was a small bit of pork suspended from the kettle-hanger 
by a string passed through a large door-key, in a way known 
to primitive housekeepers unpossessed of Jacks, But the 
pork had been hung at the farthest extremity of the hanger, 
apparently to prevent the roasting from proceeding too rapidly 
during the owner^s absence. The old staring simpleton had 
hot meat for his supper, then? thought Dunstan. People 
had always said he lived on mouldy bread, on purpose to 
check his appetite. But where could he be at this time, and 
on such an evening, leaving his supper in this stage of prepa- 
ration, and his door unfastened ? Dunstan’s own recent diffi- 
culty in making his way suggested to him that the weaver 
had perhaps gone outside his cottage to fetch in fuel, or for 
some such brief purpose, and had slipped into the Stone-pit. 
That was an interesting idea to Dunstan, carrying conse- 
quences of entire novelty. Tf the w^eaver was dead, who had 
a right to his money ? Who would know where his money 
was hidden ? Who would know that anybody had come to 
take it away ? He went no farther into the subtleties of evi- 
dence : the pressing question, Where is the money ? now 
took such entire possession of him as to make him quite for- 
get that the weaver’s death was not a certainty. A dull mind, 
once arriving at an inference that flatters a desire, is rarely 
able to retain the impression that the notion from which the 
inference started was purely problematic. And Dunstan^s 
mind was as dull as the mind of a possible felon usually is. 
There were only three hiding-places where he had ever heard 
of cottagers' hoards being found : the thatch, the bed, and a 
hole in the floor, Marner's cottage had no thatch ; and Dun- 
stan's first act, after a train of thought made rapid by the 
stimulus of cupidity, was to go up to the bed; but while he 
did so, his eyes travelled eagerly over the floor, where the 
bricks, distinct in the firelight, were discernible under the 
sprinkling of sand. But not everywhere ; for there was one 
spot, and one only, which was quite covered with sand, and 
sand showing the marks of Angers, which had apparently been 
careful to spread it over a given space. It was near the tred- 
dles of the loom. In an instant Dunstan darted to that spot, 
swept away the sand with his whip, and, inserting the thin 
end of the hook between the bricks, found that they were 
loose. In haste he lifted up two bricks, and saw what he had 
no doubt was the object of his search ; for what could there 
be but money in those two leathern bags ? And, from their 
weight, they must be filled with guineas. Dunstan felt round 
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the hole, to he certain that it held no more ; then hastil^^ 
replaced the bricks, and sprea<l the sand over them. HaiN^v 
more than five minutes had pas'^ed since lie entered the cot- 
tage, but it seemed to Dunstaii like a long while ; and tliou<rh 
he was without any distinct recognition of the possibility that. 
Maruer might be alive, and might re-enter the cottage at ain 
moment, he felt an undo finable dread laying hold on him. 
he rose to his feet with tiie bags in Ins hand, lie wor.hl 
hasten out into the darkness, and then consider what he 
should do with the bag'?. He closed the door btdnnd him 
immediately, that he might shut lu the stream of light: a few 
steps would be enough to cany him beyond betrayal by the 
gleams from the sliutW-chiiik:' and ihe latch-hole. The rain 
and darkness had got thicker, and he was glad of it ; though 
it was awkward ivalking wdth botli hands filled, so that ic Avas 
as much as he could do to grasp his wlii]* along ivitli one of 
the bags. But when he h.ad gone a yard or two, lie might 
take his time. So he stepped forward into the darkness. 


CHAPTER Y. 

Whex Dunstan Cass turned his back on the Cf>ttag»*. Si^as 
Marner Aras not more than a linndred a aids iiA'vay iiom it, 
plodding along from the village nith a f-ack thrown round his 
shoulders as an overcoat, and with a horn lantern in his hand. 
His legs Avere v eary, but lii'^ mind was at ea-^c, free from the 
presentiment of change. TJie sense of seenrity more frequently 
springs from habit than from conviction, and for this reason 
it often subsists after such acliange in the conditions as might 
have been expected to suggest alarm. The lapse ot time dur- 
ing which a given event has not happened, is, in this logic of 
habit, constantly allegeil a? a reason v/liy the event should 
never happen, even wh^it the laps'* of time is precisely the 
added condition Avliieh makes the CA’-ent imminent A man 
Avili tell 3’'ou tliat lie has A\orked in a mine for fortv' A^ears, un- 
hurt by an a(*cident a.*- a leason wIia" he should appr'diend no 
danger, though the loof is b(>giuniiig to sink; and it is ofbui 
obrerA'^able, that the older a man gets, the more difficult it is 
to him to retain a believing conception of bis own death. Tins 
influence ot habit Avas nercRsaiily .>tiong in a man v\hose I’^e 
wa.s so monotonous as Maruer & — who saw no new people and 
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beard of no new eyents to keep alive in him the idea of the 
unexpected (!\,ud the changeful; and it explains simply enough^ 
why his mind could be at ease, though he had left his house 
and his treasure more defenceless than usual, Silas was 
thinking with double complacency of his supper : first, because 
it would be hot and savory ; and secondly, because it would 
cost him nothing. For the little bit of pork was a present 
from that excellent housewife, Miss Priscilla Lam meter, to 
whom he had this day carried home a handsome i)iece of linen; 
and it was only on occasion of a present like this, that Silas 
indulged himself with roast-meat. Supper was his favorite 
meal, because it came at his time of revelry, when his heart 
wanned over his gold ; whenever he had roast-meat, he always 
chose to have it for supper. But this evening, he had no 
sooner ingeniously knotted his string fast round his bit of 
pork, twisted the string according to rale over liis door-key, 
passed it through the handle, and made it fast on the hanger, 
than he remembered that a piece of very tine twine was in- 
dispensable to his ‘‘ setting up ” a new piece of work in his 
loom early in the morning. It had slipped his inemory, be- 
cause, 111 coming from Mr. LammeteFs, he had not had to pass 
through the village ; but to lose time by going on errands in. 
the morning was out of the question. It was a nasty fog to 
turn out into, but there were things Silas loved better than 
his o\\ 11 comfort ; so, drawing his pork to the extremity of the 
hanger, and arming himself with his lantern and his old sack, 
he set out on what, in ordinary' weather, would have been a 
twenty minutes* errand. He could not have locked his door 
without undoing his well-knotted string and retarding his sup- 
per; it was not worth his while to make that sacrifice. 
What thief would find his w^v to the Stone-pits on such a 
night as this ? and why sho he come on this particular 
night when be had never com^ bhrough all the fifteen years 
before ? These questions were not distinctly present in Si- 
las’s mind ; they merely serve to represent the vaguely-felt 
foundation of his freedom from anxiety. 

He reached his door in much satisfaction that his errand 
was done : he o])ened it, and to his shortsighted eyes every- 
thing remained as he had left it, except that the fire sent out a 
welcome increase of heat. He trod about the floor while put- 
ting by bis lantern and throwing aside his hat and sack, so as 
to merge the marks of Dunstaii’s feet on the sand in the marks 
of his own nailed boots. Then he moved his pork nearer to 
the fire, and sat down to the agreeable business of tending 
the meat and warming himself at the same time. 
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Any one who had looked at him as the red light shone upon 
his pale face, strange straining eyes, and meagre form, would 
perlmps have understood the mixture of contemptuous pity 
dread, and suspicion with which he was regarded hy his neigh- 
bors in Baveloe. Yet few men could be more harmless than 
poor Mamer. In his truthful simple soul, not even the growing 
greed and worship of gold could beget any vice directly injurious 
to others* The light of his faith quite put out, and his affections 
made desolate, he had clung with all the force of his nature to 
his work and his money ; and like all objects to which a man 
devotes himself, they had fashioned him into correspondence 
with themselves. His loom, as be wrought in it without ceas- 
ing, had in its turn wrought on him, and confirmed more and 
more the monotonous craving for its monotonous response. 
His gold, as he hung over it and saw it grow, gathered Lis 
power of loving together into a hard isolation like its own. 

As soon as he was warm he began to think it would be a 
long while to wait till after supper before he drew out Lis 
guineas, and it would be pleasant to see them on the table before 
him as he ate his unwonted feast. For joy is the best of wine, 
and Silases guineas were a golden wine of that sort. 

He rose and placed his candle unsuspectingly on the floor 
near his loom, swept away the sand without noticing any 
change, and removed the bricks. The sight of the empty hole 
made his heart leap violently, but the belief that his gold was 
gone could not come at once — only terror, and the eager effort 
to put ail end to the terror. He passed his trembling baud all 
about the hole, trying to think it possible that his eyes had 
deceived him ; then he held the candle in the hole and examined 
it curiously, trembling more and more. At last he shook so 
violently that he let fall the candle, and lifted his hands to his 
head, trying to steady himself, that he might think. Hail he 
put his gold somewhere else, by a sudden resolution last night, 
and then forgotten it ? A man falling into dark waters seeks 
a momentary footing even on sliding stones ; and Silas, by act- 
ing as if he believed in false hopes, warded off the moment of 
despair. He searched in every corner, he turned his bed over, 
and shook it, and kneaded it; he looked in his brick oven 
where he laid his sticks. When there was no other place to 
be searched, he kneeled down again and felt once more all 
round the hole. There was no untried refuge left for a moment^s 
shelter from the terrible truth. 

Yes, there was a sort of refuge which always comes with the 
prostration of thought under an overpowering passion : it was 
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that expectation of impossibilities, that belief in contradictory 
images, which is still distinct from madness, because it is capa- 
ble of being dissipated by the external fact. Silas got up from 
his knees trembling, and looked round at the table : didn't the 
gold lie there after all ? The table was bare. Then he turned 
and looked behind liim — looked all round his dwelling, seem- 
ing to strain his brown eyes after some possible appearance of 
the bags where he had already sought them in vain. He 
could see every object in his cottage — and his gold was not 
there. 

Again he put his trembling hands to his head, and gave a 
wild ringing scream, the cry of desolation. For a few moments 
after, he stood motionless ; but the cry had relieved him from 
the first maddening pressure of the truth. He turned, and 
tottered towards his loom, and got into the seat where he 
worked, instinctively seeking this as the strongest assurance 
of reality. 

And now that all the false hopes had vanished, and the first 
shock of certainty was past, the idea of a thief began to pre- 
sent itself, and he entertained it eagerly, because a thief might 
be caught and made to le&tore the gold. The thought brought 
some new strength with it, and he started from his loom to the 
door. As he opened it the rain beat in upon him, for it was 
falling more and more heavily There were no footsteps to be 
tracked on such a night — footsteps ? When had the thief 
come ? During Silas’s absence in the daytime the door had 
been locked, and there had been no marks of any inroad on his 
return by daylight. And in the evening, too, he said to him- 
self, everything was the same as when he had left it. The 
sand and bricks looked as if they had not been moved. Wets 
it a thief who had taken the bags ? or was it a cruel power 
that no hands could reach which had delighted iu making him 
a second time desolate ? He shrank from this vaguer dread, 
and fixed his mind with straggling effort on the robber with 
hands, who could be reciched by hands. His thoughts glanced 
at all the neighbors who had made any remarks, or asked any 
questions which he might now regard as a ground of suspi- 
cion. There was Jem Rodney, a known poacher, and other- 
wise disreputable : he had often met Marner in his journeys 
across the fields, and had said something jestingly about the 
weaver’s money ; nay, he had once irritated Marner, by linger- 
ing at the fire when he called to light his pipe, instead of 
going about his business. Jem Rodney was the man — there 
was ease in the thought. Jem could be found and made to 
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restore the money : Marner did not want to punish him, but 
only to get back his gold which had gone from him, and left 
his soul like a forlorn traveller on an unknown desert. The 
robber must be laid hold of, Marnei*^s ideas of legal author- 
ity were confused, but he felt that he must go and proclaim 
his loss; and the great people in the village — the clergyman, 
the constable, and Squire Cass — would make Jem Rodney, or 
somebody else, deliver up the stolen money. He rushed out 
in the rain, under the stimulus of this hope, forgetting to cover 
Lis head, not caring to fasten his door ; for he felt as if be had 
nothing left to lose. He ran swiftly, till want of breath com- 
pelled him to slacken his pace as he was entering the village 
at the turning close to the Rainbow. 

The Rainbow, in Mariier's view, was a place of luxurious 
resort for rich and stout husbands, whose wives had superflu- 
ous stores of linen ; it was the place where lie was likely to 
find the powers and dignities of Raveloe, and where he could 
most speedily make his loss public. He lifted the latch, and 
turned into the bright bar or kitchen on the right hand, where 
the less lofty customers of the house were in the habit of 
assembling, the parlor on the left being reserved for the more 
select society in which Squire Cass frequently enjoyed the 
double pleasure of convivaility and condescension. But the 
parlor was dark to-night, the chief personages who ornamented 
its circle being all at ^Irs. Osgood^s birthday dance, as God- 
frey Cass was. And in consequence of this, the party on the 
high-screened seats in the kitchen was more numerous than 
usual ; several personages, who would otherwise have been 
admitted into the parlor and eiilarged the oiqjortunity of hec- 
toring and condescension for their betters, being content this 
evening to vary their eiijoyinejit by taking their spirits-and- 
water where they could themselves hector and condescend in 
company that called for beer. 


CHAPTER VL 

Thb conversation, which was at a high pitch of animation 
when Silas approached the door of the Rainbow, had, as usual, 
been slow and intermittent when the company first assembled. 
The |)ipes began to be puffed in a silence which had an air of 
severity j the more important customers, who drank spirits 
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and sat nearest the fire, staring at each other as if a bet 
were depending on the first man who winked ; while the beer- 
drinkers, chiefly men in fustian jackets and smock-frocks, kept 
their eyelids down and rubbed their hands across their mouths, 
as if their draughts of beer were a funereal duty attended with 
embarrassing sadness. At last, jVfr. Snell, the landlord, a man 
of a neutral disposition, accustomed to stand aloof from human 
differences as those of beings who were all alike in need of 
liquor, broke silence, by saying in a doubtful tone to his 
cousin the butclier, — 

Some folks hid say that was a fine beast you druv in yes- 
terday, Bob ? 

The butcher, a jolly, smiling, red-haired man, was not dis- 
posed to answer rashly. He gave a few puffs before he spat, 
and replied, “And they wouldiih be fur wrong, John,” 

After this feeble delusive thaw, the silence set in as 
severely as before. 

“ Was it a red Durham ? ” said the farrier, taking up the 
bread of discourse after the lapse of a few minutes. 

The farrier looked at the landlord, and the landlord looked 
at the butcher, as the person who must take the responsibility 
of answering. 

Ked it was,” said the butcher, in his good-humored husky 
treble — and a J^uvham it was,” 

“ Then you needn’t tell vie wlio you bought it of,” said the 
farrier, looking round with some tnuiuph ; I know who it is 
has got the red Durhaius o' this countr^’-siae. And she'd a 
white star on her brow. I'll bet a penny ? ” The farrier leaned 
forward with Ins hands on Ins knees as he put this question, 
and his eyes twinkled knowingly. 

“Well ; yes — she might,” said the butcher, slowly, consid- 
ering that he was giving a decided affirmative. I don’t say 
contrairy.” 

I knew that very well,” said the farrier, throwing himself 
backward again, and speaking defiantly ; ‘‘if 7 don’t know Mr. 
Lainmeter’s cows, 1 should like to know who does — that’s all. 
And as for the cow you’ve bought, bargain or no bargain, I’ve 
been at the drenching of her — contradick me who will.” 

The farrier looked fierce, and the mild butcher’s conversa- 
tional spirit was roused a little.” 

“ I’m not for contradicking no man,” he said ; “ I’m for peace 
and quietness. Some are for cutting long ribs — I’m for cut- 
ting ’em sliort m 3 'self ; but I don’t quarrel with ’em. All I 
say is, it’s a lovely carkiss — and anybody as was reasonable, 
it 'ud bring tears into their eyes to look at it.” 
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Well, ifc^s the cow as I drenched, whatever it is,'’ pursued 
the farrier, angrily; ‘‘and it was Mr. Lammeter’s cow, else 
you told a lie when you said it was a red Durham.” 

" I tell no lies,” said the butcher, with the same mild huski- 
ness as before, and I contradick none — not if a man was to 
swear himself black : he’s no meat o’ mine, nor none o’ my 
bargains. All I say is, it’s a lovely carkiss. And what I say 
I’ll stick to ; but I’ll quarrel wi’ no man.” 

“No,” said the farner, with bitter sarcasm, looking at the 
company generally ; “ and p’rhaps you arn't pig-headed ; and 
p’rhaps you didn’t say the cow was a red Durham; and 
p’rhaps you didn’t say she'd got a star on her brow — stick to 
that, now you’re at it,” 

“Come, come,” said the landlord ; “let the cow alone. The 
truth lies at ween you : you're both right and both wrong, as 
I allays say. And as for the cow’s being Mr. Lararaeter’s. 1 
say nothing to that ; but this I say, the Raiuboiv’s the Rain- 
bow. And for the matter o’ that, if the talk is to be o’ the 
Lammeters, you know the most upo’ that liead, eh, Mr, 
Macey ? You remember when first ^fr. Lammeter’s father 
come into these parts, and took the Warrens ? ” 

Mr. Macey, tailor and parish-clerk, llie latter of which 
functions rheiimatisin had of late obliged him to share with a 
small-featured young man who sat opposite him, held his 
white head on one side, anJ twirled his thumbs with an air 
of complacency, slightly seasoned with criticism. He smiled 
pityingly, in answer to the landlord’s appeal, and said, — 

“ Ay, ay ; T know, I know ; but I let other folks talk. I’ve 
laid by now, and gev up to the young uns. Ask them as have 
been to school at Tarley : they’ve learnt pernouncing ; that’s 
come up since my day.” 

“If you’re pointing at me, Mr. Macey,” said the deputy- 
clerk, with an air of anxious propriety, “I’m nowise a man to 
speak out of my place. As the psalm says, — 


‘ I know righfi nor onlv so. 

But albO practiae wbac 1 know.* ** 

“Well, then, I wish you’d keep hold o’ the tune, when it’s 
set for you ; if you’re for practising. I wish you’d practisa that,” 
said a large jocose-looking man, an excellent wheelwright 
in his week-day capacity, but on Sundays leader of the choir. 
He winked, as he spoke, at two of the company, who were 
known officially as the “ bassoon ” and the “ key-bugle,” in the 
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confidence that he ivas expressing the sense of the musical 
profession in Ravcloe. 

Mr. Tookey, the deputy-clerk, who shared the unpopularity 
coratnon to deputies, turned very red, but replied, with careful 
moderation — “Mr. Winthrop, if you’ll bring me any proof as 
I’m in the wrong, i’ln not the man to say I won’t alter. But 
there’s people set up their own ears for a standard, and expect 
the whole choir to follow ’em. There inav be two opinions, I 
hope.” 

Ay, ay,” said Mr. Macey, who felt very well satisfied with 
this attack on youthful presumption ; “ you’re right there, 
Tookey ; there’s allays two ’pinions ; there’s the ’pinion a man 
has of himsen, and there’s the ’pinion other folks have on him. 
There’d be two ’pinions about a cracked bell, if the bell could 
hear itself.” 

“ Well, Mr. Macey,” said poor Tookey, serious amidst the 
general laughter, “ I undertook to partially fill up the office of 
parish-clerk by Mr. Craeken thorp’s desire, whenever your in- 
firmities should make you unfitting ; and it’s one of the rights 
thereof to sing in the choir — else why have you done the 
same yourself ? ” 

“Ah! but the old gentleman and you are two folks,” said 
Ben Winthrop. “ The old gentleman’s got a gift. Why, the 
Squire used to invite him to take a glass, only to hear him sing 
the ‘Red Rovier;’ didn’t he, Mr. Macey ? It’s a uat’ral gift. 
There’s my little lad Aaron, he’s got a gift — he can sing a 
tune off straight, like a throstle. But as for you, Master 
Tookey, you’d better stick to your ‘ Amens : ’ your voice is 
well enough when you keep it up in your nose. It’s your in- 
side as isn’t right madie for music : it's no better nor a hollow 
stalk.” 

This kind of unflinching frankness was the most piquant 
form of joke to the company at the Rainbow, and Ben Win- 
throp’s insult was felt by everybody to have capped Mr. 
Macey’s epigram. 

“ I see what it is plain enough,” said Mr. Tookey, unable 
to keep cool au 3 ' longer. “ There’s a consperacy to turn me 
out o’ the choir, as I shouldn’t share the Christmas money — 
that’s where it is. But I shall speak to Mr. Orackenthorp ; 
I’ll not be put upon by no man.” 

“Nay, nay, Tookey,” said Ben Winthrop. “We’ll pay you 
your share to keep out of it — that's what we’ll do. Tnere’s 
things folks ’ud pay to be rid on, besides varmin.” 

“ Come, come,” said the landlord, who felt that paying peo- 
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pie for their absence was a principle dangerous to society j ‘‘ a 
joke’s a joke. We’re all good friends here, T hope. We must 
give and take. You’re both right and 5 " 0 u're both wrong, as I 
say. 1 agree wi’ Mr, Macey here, as there’s two opinions ; and 
if mine was asked, 1 should say they’re both riglit. Tookey’s 
right and Wiiithrop's right, and they’ve only got to split the 
difference and make themselves even,” 

The farrier was puffing his pipe rather fiercely, in some 
contempt at this trivial discussion. He had no ear for music 
himself, and never went to church, as being of the medical 
profession, and likely' to be in requisition for delicate cows. 
But the butcher, having music in his soul, had listened with 
a divided desire for Tookey’s defeat and for the preservation 
of the peace. 

“To be sure,” he said, following up the landlord's concili 
atory view, “ we’re Eond of our old clerk ; it’s nat'ral, and him 
used to be such a singer, and got a brother as is known for 
the first fiddler in this couiitr\ -side, Eli, it’s a pity but what 
Solomon lived in our village, and could give us a tune wlicn 
we liked; eh, Mr. Macey ? I'd keep him in liver and lights 
for nothing — that I w'ould.'’ 

“Ay, ay,” said Mr. Macey', in the height of complacency; 
“'our family’s been known for inusicianers as far back as 
anybody can tell. But them tilings are <lyiiig out, as I tell 
Solomon eveiy time he comes round; there’s no voices like 
what there used to be, and there's nobody remembers what 
we remember, if it isn't the old crows.” 

‘•A}', y'ou remember 'when first !Mr Laiumeter’s father come 
into these jiarts, don't you, Mr. Macey' said the landlord. 

“1 should think 1 did,” said the old man, who had now 
gone through that complimentary process necessary' to bring 
him up to the point of narration: “and a fine old gentlciuau 
he was — as fine, and finer nor the Mr. Lam meter as now is. 
He came from a bit novtli’ard, so far I could ever make out. 
But there's nobody rightly knows about those parts : only it 
couldn’t be far iiorth'aid, nor much different from this coun- 
try', for he brought a fine breed o’ sheep with him, so there 
must be pastures there, and everything reasonable. We beared 
tell as he'd sold his own land to come and take the Warrens, 
and that seemed odd for a man as had land of his own, to 
come and rent a farm in a strange place. But they said it 
was along of his wife’s dying ; though there’s reasons in 
things as nobody knows on — that’s pretty much what I’ve 
made out ; yet some folks are so w'ise, they’ll find you fifty 
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reasons straight off. and all the while the real reason’s wink* 
ing at ’em in the corner, and they niver see’t. Howsomever, 
it was soon seen as we’d got a new parish’ner as know’d the 
rights and customs o’ things, and kep a good house, and was 
well looked on by everybody. And the young man — that’s 
the Mr. Lammeter as now is, for he’d niver a sister — soon 
begun to court Miss Osgood, that’s the sister o’ the Mr. Osgood 
as now is, and a fine handsome lass she was — eh, you can’t 
think — they pretend this }oung lass is like her, but that’s 
the way wi’ people as don’t know what come before ’em, i 
should know, for I helped the old rector, Mr, Drumlow as was, 
I helped Iiiui marry 'em.’’ 

Here Mr. Macey paused ; he always gave his narrative in 
instalments, expecting to be questioned according to prece- 
dent. 

Ay, and a particular thing happened, didn’t it, Mr. Macey, 
so as you were likely to remember that marriage ? ” said the 
landlord, in a congratulatory tone. 

I should think there did — a ycry partic’lar thing,” said 
Mr. Macey, nodding sideways. “For Mr. Drumlow — poor 
old gentleman, I was fond on him, though he’d got a bit con- 
fused in Ills head, what wi’ age and wi’ taking a drop o’ sum- 
mat warm when the service come of a cold morning. And 
young Mr. Lammeter he’d have no waj* but he must be married 
in Janiwary. which, to be sure, ’s a unreasonable time to be 
married iii, for it isn’t like a christening or a burying, as you 
can’t help ; and so Mr. Drumlow — poor old gentleman, I was 
fond on him — bat when he come to put the questions, he put 
’em by the rule o’ contrairy, like, and he says, * Wilt thou have 
this man to thy wedded wife ? says he, and then he says, 
‘Wilt thou have this woman to thy wedded husband?’ says 
he. But the parti c'larest thing of all is, as nobody took any 
notice on it but me, and they answered straight off ‘ yes,’ like 
as if it had been me saying ‘ Amen’ i’ the right place, without 
listening to what went before.” 

“But i/ou knew what was going on well enough, didn’t you, 
Mr. Macey ? You were live enough, eh ? ” said the butcher. 

“ Lor bless you 1 ” said Mr. Macey, pausing, and smiling in 
pity at the impotence of his hearer’s imagination — “ why, I 
was all of a tremble : it was as if I’d been a coat pulled by 
the two tails, like ; for I couldn’t stop the parson, 1 couldn’t 
take upon me to do that; and yet I said to myself, I says, 

‘ Suppose they shouldn’t be fast married, ’cause the w'ords are 
contrairy ? ’ and my head went working like a mill, for I was 
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allays uncommon for turning things over and seeing all round 
^em ; and I says to myself, ‘ Is't the meanin’ or the T\'ords as 
makes folks fast i^ wedlock ? * For the parson meant right, 
and the bride and bridegroom meant right. But then, when I 
come to think on it, meaiiin* goes but a little way most 
things, for you may mean to stick things together and ^our 
glue may be bad, and then where are you ? And so 1 sa\ b tf; 
mysen, ‘ It isn't the meanin', it’s the glue.' And I was ^ oi 
reted as if I'd got three bells to pull at once, w'hen we went 
into the vestry, and they begun to sign their names. B'\t 
“ where’s the use o' talking? — you can't think what goes ou 
in a 'cute man’s inside.” 

“But you held in for all that, didn't you, Mr. Macey ? 
said the landlord. 

“ Ay, I held in tight till I was by mysen wi' Jfr. Drum low, 
and then 1 out wi' everything, but respectful, as I alla\s did. 
And he made light on it, and he says, ‘Pooh, pooh. Mace\, 
make yourself easy,' he says ; ‘ it's neither the meaning nor 
the words — it's the reyester does it — that’s the glue. JSo 50 u 
see he settled it easy: for parsons and doctors know* every 
thing by heart, like, so as they aren't 'worreted wi’ thinking 
what's the rights and wTongs o' things, as I'n been many and 
many's the time. And sure enough the wedding turned out 
all right, on'y poor Mrs. Lammeter — that’s Miss Osgood as 
was — died afore the lasses was growed up ; but for prosperity 
and everything respectable, there’s no family more looked 
on.” 

Every one of Mr. INIacey ’s audience had heard this story many 
times, but it was listened to as if it had been a favorite tunc, 
and at certain points the puffing ol the pipes was momentarily 
suspended, that the listeners might give their whole minds to 
the expected words. But there was more to come ; and Mr. 
Snell, the landlord, duly put the leading question. 

“ Why, old ^Ir. Liuu meter had a pretty fortin, didn’t they 
say, when he come into these parts ?” 

“ Well, yes,” said Mr. !>[acey ; “ but I dare say it’s as much as 
this Mr. Lainineter’s done to keep it wdiole. For there was 
allays a talk as nobody could get ricli on the Warrens: though 
he holds it cheap, for it’s what they call Charity Land.” 

“Ay, and there’s few folks know so well as you how it come 
to be Charity Land, eh, Mr. Macey ? ” said the butcher. 

“ How should they ? ” said the old clerk, with some contempt. 
“ Why, my grandfather made the grooms’ livery for that Mr. 
Cliff as came and built the big stables at the W’arrens. Why, 



SILAS MARNER. 


45 


they’re stables four times as big as Squire Cass’s, for he thought 
o’ nothing but bosses and hunting, Cliff didn’t — a Lunnon 
tailor, some folks said, as had gone mad wi’ cheating. For he 
couldn’t ride j lor bless you ! they said he’d got no more grip o’ 
the boss than if his legs had been cross-stioks : my grandfather 
beared old Squire Cass say so many and many a time. But 
ride he would as if Old Harry had been a-driving him ; and he’d 
a son, a lad o’ sixteen ; and nothing would his father have him 
do, but he must ride and ride — though the lad was frightened, 
they said. And it was a common saying as the father wanted 
to ride the tailor out o’ the lad, and make a gentleman on him 
— not but what I’m a tailor myself, but in respect as God made 
me such, I’m proud on it, for ‘Macey. tailor,’ ’s been wrote up 
over our door since afore the Queen’s heads went out on the 
shillings. But Cliff, he was ashamed o’ being called a tailor, 
and he was sore vexed as his riding was laughed at, and nobody 
o’ the gentlefoks here about could abide him, Howsomever, 
the poor lad got sickly and died, and the father didn’t live long 
after him, for he got queerer nor ever, and they said he used 
to go out i’ the dead o’ the night, wi’ a lantern in his hand, to 
the stables, and set a lot o’ lights burning, for he got as he 
couldn’t sleep ; and there he’d stand, cracking his whip and 
looking at his bosses j and they said it was a mercy as the 
stables didn’t get burnt down wi’ the poor dumb creaturs in 
’em. But at last he died raving, and they found as he’d left 
all his property, Warrens and all, to a Lunnon Charity, and 
that’s how the Warrens come to be Charity Land; though, as 
for the stables, Mr. Lammeter never uses ’em — they’re ont’o 
all charicfcer — lor bless you! if you was to set the doors 
a-banging in ’em, it ’ud sound like thunder half o’er the par- 
ish.” 

“ Ay, but there’s more going on in the stables than what folks 
see by daylight, eh, Mr. Macey ? ” said the landlord. 

"Ay, ay; go that way of a dark night, that’s all,” said Mr. 
Macey, winking mysteriously, " and then make believe, if you 
like, as you didn’t see lights i’ the stables, nor hear the stamp- 
ing ’o the bosses, nor the cracking o’ tlie whips, and howling, 
too, if it’s tow’rt daybreak. ‘Cliff’s Holiday’ has been the 
n<5me of it ever sin’ T were a boy ; that’s to say, some said as it 
was the holiday Old Harry gev him from roasting, like. That’s 
what my father told me, and he was a reasonable man, though 
there’s folks nowadays know what happened afore they were 
born better nor they know their own business.” 

" What do you say to that, eh, Dowlas ? ” said the landlord, 
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turuing to the farrier, who was swelling with impatience for 
his cue. “There’s a nut for yo7i to crack.” 

Mr. Dowlas was the negative spirit in rhe company, and was 
proud of his position. 

“ Say ? I say what a man should say as doesn't shut his eye 3 
to look at a finger-post. I say, as I’m ready to wager any man 
ten pound, if he’ll stand out \vi’ me any dry night in the pasture 
before the Warren stables, as we shall neither see lights nor 
hear noises, if it isn’t the blowing of our own noses. That's 
what I say, and I've said it many a time ; but there’s nobody ’ull 
ventur a ten-pun’ note on their gbos’es as they make so sure 
of.” 

“ Why, Dowlas, that’s easj" betting, that is,” said Ben Win- 
throp. “ You might as well bet a man as he wouldn't catch the 
rheum atise if he stood up to's neck in the pool of a frosty night. 
It ’ud be fine fun for a man to win his bet as he’d catch the 
rheum atise. Folks as believe in Cliif's Holiday aren’t a-going 
to ventur near it lor a matter o' ton pound.” 

“ If Master Dowlas wants to know the truth on it,” said ^Ir. 
Macey, with a sarcastic smile, tapping his thumbs together, 
“he’s no call to laj' any bet — let him go and stan’ by himself 
— there's nobody ’ull hinder him ; and then he can let the par- 
ish’iiers know if they’re wrong.'’ 

“Thank you! I’m obliged to you,” said the farrier, with 
a snort of scorn, “if folks are fools, it's no business o’ 
mine. I don’t want to make out the truth about ghos’es : I 
know it a’ ready. But I’m not against a bet — everything fair 
and open. Let anj' man bet me ten pound as I shall see Cliff’s 
Holiday, and I’ll go and stand by myself. I want no company. 
I’d as lief do it as I’d fill tliis pipe.” 

“ Ah, but who’s to watch you. Dowlas, and see you do it ? 
That’s no fair bet ? ” said the butcher. 

“ No fair bet ? ” replied Mr. Dowlas, angrily. “ I should 
like to hear any man stand up and say I want to bet unfair. 
Come now. Master Lun»ly, I should like to hear you say it.” 

“Very like you would,” said the butcher. “But it’s no 
business o’ mine. You’re none o’ my bargains, and I aren't 
a-going to tiy and 'bate your price. If anybody'll bid for you 
at your own vallying. let him. I'm for peace and quietness, 
I am.'’ 

“ Yes, that's what every yapping cur is, when you hold a 
stick up at him,” said the farrier. “ Bui I’m afraid o’ neither 
man nor ghost, and I’m ready to lay a fait bet, 1 aren’t a 
turn-tail cur,” 
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“Ay, but there’s this in it, Dowlas,” said the landlord, 
speaking in a tone of much candor and tolerance. “ There’s 
folks, i’ my opinion, they can’t see ghos’es, not if they stood 
as plain as a pike-staff before ’em. And there’s reason i’ that. 
For there’s my wife, now, can’t smell, not if she’d the strong- 
est o’ cheese under her nose. I never see’d a ghost myself ; 
but then I says to myself, ‘ Very like I haven’t got the smell 
for ’em.’ T mean, putting a ghost for a smell, or else contrair- 
iways. And so, I’m for holding with both sides ; for, as I say, 
the truth lies between ’em. And if Dowlas was to go and 
stand, and say he’d never seen a wink o’ Cliff’s Holiday all 
the night through, I’d back him ; and if anybody said as 
Cliff’s Holiday was certain sure for all that, I’d back him too. 
For the smell’s what I go by.” 

The landlord’s analogical argument was not well received 
by the farrier — a man intensely opposed to compromise. 

Tut, uit,” he said, setting down his glass with refreshed 
irritation ; what’s the smell got to do with it ? Did ever a 
ghost give a man a black eye ? That’s what I should like to 
know. If ghos’es want me to believe in ’em, let ’em leave off 
skulking i’ the dark and i’ lone places — let ’em come where 
there’s company and candles.” 

“As if ghos’es ’ud want to be believed in by anybody so 
ignirant!” said Mr. Macey, in deep disgust at the farrier’s 
crass incompetence to apprehend the conditions of ghostly 
phenomena. 


CHAPTER VIL 

Yet the next moment there seemed to be some evidence 
that ghosts had a more condescending disposition than Mr. 
Macey attributed to tliem; for the pale tliin figure of Silas 
IVEarner was suddenly seen standing in the warm light, ut- 
tering no word, but looking round at the company with his 
strange unearthly eyes. The long pipes gave a simultaneous 
movement, like the antennae of startled insects, and every 
msin present, not excepting even the sceptical farrier, had an 
impression that he saw, not Silas Marner in the fiesh, but an 
apparition ; for the door by which Silas had entered was hid- 
den by the high-screened seats, and no one had noticed his 
approach. Mr. Macey, sitting a long way off the ghost, might 
be supposed to have felt an argumentative triumph, which 
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would tend to neutralize his share of the general alarm. 
Had he not always said that when Silas Marner was in that 
strange trance of his, his soul went loose from his body? 
Here was the deinonstratiou : nevertheless, on the whole, 
would have been as well contented without it. For a few 
moments there was a dead silence, hlarner’s want of breath 
and agitation not allowing him to speak. The landlord, 
under the habitual sense that he was bound to keep his house 
open to all company, and confident in the protection of Ins 
unbroken neutmlity, at last took on himself the task of adjiir- 
iug the ghost. 

‘•Master Marner,” he said, in a conciliatory tone, “what’s 
lacking to you ? What’s your business here ? ” 

Robbed !” said Silas, gaspingly. “ Pve been robbed! I 
want the constable — and the Justice — and Squire Casa — 
and Mr. Crackenthorp.” 

“Lay hold on him, Jem Rodney,” said the landlord, the 
idea of a ghost subsiding ; “ he^s off his head, I doubt. He’s 
wet through.” 

Jem Rodney was the outermost man, and sat conveniently 
near Marner’s standing-place ; but he declined to give his 
services. 

“ Come and lay hold on him 3’ ourself, !Mr. Snell, if you’ve a 
mind.” said Jem, rather sullenl}*. "He’s been robbed, and 
murdered too, for what I know,” he added, in a muttering 
tone. 

“Jem Rodney! ” said Silas, turning and fixing his strange 
eyes on tlm suspected man. 

“ A3^ Master Marner, what do ye want wi’ me?” said Jem, 
trembling a little, and seizing his drinking-can as a defensive 
weapon. 

“If it was you stole my money,” said Silas, clasping his 
hands entreatingly, and raibing his voice to a cry, “give it me 
back, — and I won’t meddle with 3’ou. I won’t set the con- 
stable on you. Give it me back, and I’ll let 3’'OU — I’ll let you 
have a guinea.” 

“ Me stole 3'our money ! ” said Jem, angrily, “ 1^1 pitch 
this can at your 036 if you talk o’ wy stealing 3"our money.” 

“ Come, come, Master IVlarner,” said the landlord, now rising 
resolutely, and seizing Marner by the shoulder, “if j’ou’ve got 
any information to lay, speak it out sensible, and show as 
you’re in your right mind, if you expect anybody to listen to 
you. You’re as wet as a drownded rat. Sit down and dry your- 
self, and speak straight forrard,” 
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to be sure, man,” said the farrier, who began to feel 
that he had not been quite on a par with himself and the 
occasion. “Let’s have no more staring and screaming, else 
we’ll have you strapped for a madman. That was why I 
didn’t speak at the first — thinks I. the man’s run mad.” 

“Ay, ay, make him sit down,” said several voices at once, 
well pleased that tlie reality of ghosts remained still an open 
question. 

The landlord forced Marner to take off his coat, and then 
to sit down on a chair aloof from every one else, in the centre 
of the circle and in the direct rays of the fire. The weaver, 
too feeble to have any distinct purpose beyond that of get- 
ting help to recover his money, submitted unresistingly. The 
transient fears of the company were now forgotteai in their 
strong curiosity, and all faces were turned towards Silas, 
when the landlord, having seated himself again, said, — 

“Now then, Hlaster Marner, what’s this you’ve got to say — 
as you’ve been robbed ? Speak out.” 

“ He’d better not say again as it was me robbed him,” cried 
Jem Rodney, hastily. “What could I ha’ done with his 
money ? I could as easy steal the parson’s surplice, and 
wear it.” 

“ Hold your tongue, Jem, and let’s hear what he’s got to 
say,” said the landlord. “ Now then. Master Iffanier.” 

Silas now told his story, under frequent questioning as the 
mysterious character of the robbery became evident. 

This strangely novel situation of opening his trouble to his 
Raveloe neighbors, of silting in the warmth of a hearth not 
his own, and feeling the presence of faces and voices which 
were his nearest promise of help, had doubtless its infl.uence 
on Marner, in spite of his passionate preoccupation with his 
loss. Our consciousness rarely registers the beginning of a 
growth within us any more than without us : there have been 
many circulations of the sap before we detect the smallest 
sign of the bud. 

The slight suspicion with which his hearers at first listened 
to him, gradually melted away before the convincing simpli- 
city of his distress : it was impossible for the neighbors to 
doubt that Marner was telling the truth, not because they 
were capable of arguing at once from the nature of his state- 
ments to the absence of any motive for making them falsely, 
but because, as Mr. Macey observed, “ Folks as had the devil 
to back ’em were not likely to be so mushed ” as poor Silas 
was. Rather, from the strange fact that the robber had left 
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no traces, and had happened to know the nick of time, utterly 
incalculable by mortal agents, when Silas would go away frojii 
home without locking his door, the more probable conclusion 
seemed to be, that his disreputable intimacy in that quarter, 
if it ever existed, had been broken up, and that, in conse- 
quence, this ill turn had beeu done to ISIarner by somebody il 
was quite in vain to set the constable after. Why this pre- 
ternatural felon should be obliged to wait till the door Avas 
left unlocked, was a question which did not present itself. 

“It isn’t Jem Rodney as has done this work. ]\[ascer tur- 
ner,” said the landlord. “You mustn't be a-casting your eje 
at poor Jem, There may be a bit ot reckoning against Jem 
for the matter of a hare or so, if anybody wils boTind to keep 
their eyes staring open, and iiiver to wink; hut Jems been 
a-slttiiig here drinking his can, like the decentest man i the 
parish, since before you left your house, Master Manier, by 
your own account.” 

“ Ay, ay,” said Mr. Macey ; “ let’s have no accusing o* the 
innicent. That isn't the law. There must be folks to swear 
again’ a man before he can be ta’en up. Let's have no accus- 
ing o’ the innicent. ^Master Maruer.” 

Memory was not so utterly torpid in Silas that it could not 
be wakened by these words. With a movement of compunc- 
tion as new and strange to him as everytliiiig else ivitliin the 
last hour, he started from his chair and went close up to Jem, 
looking at him as if he wanted to assure himself of the expres- 
sion in his face. 

“T was wrong,*’ he said — “yes, yes — I ought to have 
thought. There's nothing to witness against you, Jem. Only 
you’d been into my house oftenev than anybody else, and so 
you came into my head. I don't accuse you — I won’t accuse 
anybody — only,’* he added, lifting up his hands to his head, 
and turning away with bewildered misery, “I try — I tr} to 
think where my guineas can be.” 

“ Ay, ay, they’re gone where it’s hot enough to melt ’em, I 
doubt,” said Mr. Macey. 

“ Tcliiih ! ” said the farrier. And then he asked, with a 
cross-examining air, “ How much money might there be in 
the bags, ]\[aster Marner ? ” 

“Two hundred and seventy-two pounds, twelve and six- 
pence. last night when I counted it,” said Silas, seating him- 
self again, with a groan. 

“Pooh! AvUy, they’d be none so heavy to carry. Some 
tramp’s been in, that’s all j and as for the no footmarks, and 
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tiie bricks and the sand being all right — why, your eyes are 
pretty much like a insect^s, Master Marner ; they're obliged 
to look so close, you can^t see much at a time. It's my opin- 
ion as, if Pd been you, or you’d been me — for it comes to the 
same thing — you wouldn’t have thought you’d found every- 
thing as you left it. But what I vote is, as two of the sensi- 
blest o’ the company should go with you to Master Kench, the 
constable’s — he’s ill i’ bed, 1 know that much — and get him 
to appoint one of us his deppity ; for that's the law, and 1 
don’t think anybody ’ull take upon him to contradick me 
there. It isn’t much of a walk to Kench’s ; and then, if it’s 
me as is deppity, I’ll go back with you, Master Marner, and 
examine your premises; and if anybody’s got any fault to 
find with that, I’ll thank him to stand up and say it oat like a 
man.” 

By this pregnant speech the farrier had re-established his 
self-complacency, and waited with confidence to hear himself 
named as one of the superlatively sensible men. 

“Let us see how the night is, though,” said the landlord, 
who also considered himself personally concerned in this prop- 
osition. “ Why, it rains heavy still,” he said, returning from 
the door. 

“Well, l>in Jiot the man to be afraid o’ the rain,” said the 
farrier. “For it’ll look bad when Justice Malam hears as 
respectable men like us had a information laid before ’em and 
took no steps,” 

The landlord agreed with this view, and after taking the 
sense of the company, and duly rehearsing a small ceremony 
known in high ecclesiastical life as the nolo episcoparl^ he con- 
sented to take on himself the chill dignity of going to Kench’s. 
But to the farrier’s strong disgust, Mr. Macey now started an 
objection to his proposing himself as a deput 3 ’’-constable ; for 
that oracular old gentleman, claiming to know the law, stated, 
as a fact delivered to him by his father, that no doctor could 
be a constable. 

“ And you’re a doctor, I reckon, though you’re only a cow- 
doctor — for a fly’s a fly, though it may be a hoss-fly,” con- 
cluded Mr. Macey, wondering a little at his own “ ’cuteness.” 

There was a hot debate upon this, the farrier being of course 
indisposed to renounce the quality of doctor, but contending 
that a doctor could be a constable if he liked — the law meant, 
he needn’t be one if he didn’t like. Mr. Macey thought this 
was nonsense, since the law was not likely to be fonder of 
doctors than of other folks. Moreover, if it was in the nature 
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of doctors more than of other meuBOt to like being constables, 
how came ifr. Dowlas to be so eager to act in tljat capacity ? 

I don't want to act the constable,” said the farrier, driven 
into a corner by this merciless reasoning ; and there’s no 
can say it of me, if he'd tell the truth. But if there’s to be 
any jealousy and enrying about going to Keneh's in the rain, 
let them go as like it — you w'on't get me to go, I can tell 
you.” 

By the landlord's intervention, however, the dispute was 
accommodated. Dowlas consented to go as a second per- 
son disinclined to act ot&cially ; and so poor Silas, furnished 
with some old coverings, turned out wdtli liis two companions 
into the rain again, thinking of the long night-hours before 
him, not as those do wlio long to rest, bat as those who expect 
to watch for the moruing.” 


CHAFTEK VIII. 

When Godfrey Ca^s returned from Mrs. Osgood's party at 
midnight, he was not much surprised to learn that Dunsey 
had not come home. Perhaps he had not sold Wildfire, and 
was waiting for another chance — perhaps, on that foggy 
afternoon, lie had preferred housing himself at the Red Lion 
at. Batherley for the night, if the run had kept him in that 
neighborhood ; for he was not likely to feel much concern 
about leaving his brother in suspense, Godfrey's mind was 
too full of Nancy Lam meter’s looks and behavior, too full 
of the exasperation against himself and his lot, which the 
sight of her alwa^’s produced iu him, for him to give much 
thought to Wildfire, or to the probabilities of Dunstan's 
conduct. 

The next morning the whole village was excited by the 
story of the robbery, and Godfrey, like every one else, was oc^ 
cupied in gatheuiig and discussing news about it, and invisilr 
iug the Stone-pits. The rain had washed away all possibility 
of distinguishing foot-marks, but a close investigation of the 
spot had disclosed, in the direction opposite to the village, a 
tinder-box, with a flint and steel, half sunk in the mud. It 
was not Silas's tinder-box, for the only one he had overbad was 
still standing on his shelf ; and the inference generally ac^ 
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cepted was, that the tinder-box in the ditch was somehow 
connected with the robbery, A small minority shook their 
heads, and intimated their opinion that it was not a robbery 
to have much light thrown on it by tinder-boxes, that Master 
Marner's tale had a queer look with it, and that such things 
had been known as a raaii^s doing himself a mischief, and then 
setting the justice to look foi‘ the doer. But when questioned 
close] 3 ^ as to their grounds for this opinion, and what Master 
Manier had to gain by such false pretences, they only shook 
their heads as before, and observed that tlipre Avas no knowing 
what some folks counted gain ; moreover, that everybody had 
a right to their own opinions, grounds or no grounds, and tliat 
the weaver, as everybodj" knew, was partly crazy. Mr. Macey, 
though he joined in the defence of Marner against all suspi- 
cions of deceit, also pooh-poohed the tinder-box ; indeed, repu- 
diated it as a rather impious suggestion, tending to imply 
that eveiything must be done by human hands, and that there 
was no power which could make away with the guineas with- 
out moving the bricks. Nevertheless, he turned round rather 
sharply on Mr. Tookey, when the zealous deputy, feeling that 
this was a view of the case peculiarly suited to a parish-clerk, 
carried it still further, and doubted whether it was right to 
inquire into a robber}’ at all when the circumstances were so 
mysterious. 

As if,'^ concluded Mr. Tookey — “ as if there was nothing 
but what could be made out by justice and constables.^^ 

“ Now, don’t you be for overshooting the mark, Tookey,” 
said Mr. Macey, nodding his bead aside admonishingly. 
“That’s what you’re allays at ; if I throw a stone and hit, you 
think there’s summat better than hitting, and you try to 
throw a stone beyond. What 1 said was against the tinder- 
box: I said nothing against justices and constables^ for 
they’re o’ King George’s making, and it ’ud be ill-becoming a 
man in a parish office to fly out again’ King George.” 

While these discussions were going on amongst the group 
outside the Rainbow, a liigher consultation was being carried 
on within, under the presidency of Mr. Cracken thorp, the 
rector, assisted by Squire Cass and other substantial parish- 
ioners. It had just occurred to Mr. Snell, the landlord — he 
being, as he observed, a man accustomed to put two and two 
together — to connect with the tinder-box, which, as deputy- 
constable, he himself had had the honorable distinction of 
finding, certain recollections of a pedler who had called to 
drink at the house about a month before, and had actually 
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stated that he carried a tinder-box about with him to light 
his pipe. Here, surely, was a clew to be followed out. And 
as memory, when duly impregnated with ascertained facts, i$ 
sometimes surprisingly fertile, Mr. Snell gradually recovered 
a vivid impression of the effect produced oii him by the ped- 
ler’s countenance and conversation. He had a look with his 
eye ” which fell unpleasantly on Mr. Snell’s sensitive organ- 
ism. To be sure, he didn't say anything particulai — no, 
except that about the tinder-box — but it isn't what a man 
says, it's the way he says it. Moreover, he had a swarthy 
foreignness of complexion whicli boded little honesty. 

‘‘Did he wear ear-rings?” Mr. Crackenthorp wished to 
know, having some acquaintance with foreign customs. 

“Well — stay — let me see,” said Mr. Snell, like a docile 
clairvoyant, who would really not make a mistake if she 
could help it. After stretcliing the corners of his mouth and 
contracting his eyes, as if he were trying to see the ear-rings, 
he appeared to give up the effort, and said, “Well, he*d got 
ear-rings in his box to sell, so it's nat'ral to suppose he might 
wear 'em. But he called at every house, a'most, in the 
village ; there's somebody else, mayhap, saw 'em in his ears, 
though I can't take upon me rightly to say.” 

Mr. Snell was correct in his surmise, that somebody else 
would remember the pedler's ear-rings. For on the spread of 
inquiry among the villagers it was stated with gathering 
emphasis, that the parson had wanted to know whether the 
pedler wore ear-rings in his ears, and an impression was 
created that a great deal depended on the eliciting of this 
fact. Of course, every one who heard the question, not hav- 
ing any distinct image of the pedler as without ear-rings, 
immediately had an image of bun tvitk ear-rings, larger or 
smaller, as the case might be; and the image was presently 
taken for a vivid recollection, so that the glazier's wife, a 
w^ell-inteutioned woman, not given to lying, and whose 
house was among the cleanest in tlie village, was ready to 
declare, as sure as ever she meant to take the sacrament the 
very next Christmas that was ever coming, that she had seen 
big ear-rings, in the shape of the young moon, in the pedler's 
two ears; while Jinny Oates, the cobbler's daughter, being a 
more imaginative person, stated not only that she had seen 
them too, but that they had made her blood creep, as it did 
at that very moment wliiie there she stood. 

Also, by way of throwing further light on this clew of the 
tinder-box, a collection was made of all the articles purchased 
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from the pedler at various houses, and carried to the Rain- 
bow to be exhibited there. In fact, there was a general feel- 
ing in the village, that for the clearing-up of this robbery 
there must be a great deal done at the Rainbow, and that no 
man need offer his wife an excuse for going there while it 
was the scene of severe public duties. 

Some disappointment was felt, and perhaps a little indignar 
tion also, when it became known that Silas Marner, on being 
questioned by the Squire and the parson, had retained no 
other recollection of the pedler than that he had called at his 
door, but had not entered his house, having turned away at once 
when Silas, holding the door ajar, had said that he wanted 
nothing. This had been Silas’s testimony, though he clutched 
strongly at the idea of the pedler’s being the culprit, if only 
because it gave him a definite image of a whereabout for his 
gold after it had been taken away from its hiding-place : he 
could see it now in the petller’s box. But it was observed 
with some irritation in the village, that anybody but a ‘‘ blind 
creatur” like Marner would have seen the man prowling 
about, for how came he to leave his tinder-box in the ditch 
close by, if he hadn’t been lingering there ? Doubtless, he 
had made liis observations when he saw Marner at the door. 
Anybody might know — and only look at him — that the 
weaver was a half-crazy miser. It was a wonder the pedler 
hadn’t murdered him ; men of that sort, with rings in their 
ears, had been known for murderers often and often ; there 
had been one tried at the ’sizes, not so long ago but what 
there were people living who remembered it. 

Godfrey Gass, indeed, entering the Rainbow during one of 
Mr. Snell’s frequently repeated recitals of his testimony, had 
treated it lightly, stating that he himself had bought a pen- 
knife of the pedler, and thought him a merry grinning fellow 
enough; it was all nonsense, he said, about the man’s evil 
looks. But this was spoken of in the village as the random 
talk of youth, if it was only Sir. Snell who had seen 
something odd about the pedler ! ” On the contrary, there 
were at least half a dozen who were ready to go before Justice 
Malam, and give in much more striking testimony than any 
the landlord could furnish. It was to be hoped Me. God£^ 
would not go to Tarley and throw cold water on wJiafr 
Snell said there, and so prevent the justice from draw^g^ 
a warrant. He was suspected of intending this, when, 
mid-day, he was seen setting off ou horseback in th&^dlc^oti^ 
of Tarley. 
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But by this time Godfrey’s interest in the robbery had 
faded before his growing anxiety about Dunstan and lYi Id- 
fire, and he was going, not to Tarley, but to Batherley, unable 
to rest in uncertainty about tlieiu any longer. The i^ossi- 
bllity that Dunstan had played him the ugly tnck of ridm./' 
away with Wildfire, to return at the end ot a mouth, when h 
had gambled away or otherwise squandered the price of tii 
horse, was a fear that urged itself upon liim more, even, tliau 
the thought of an accidental injury j and now that the dance a 
Mrs. Osgood's was past, he was irritated with himself that 
had trusted his horse to Dunstan. Instead of trying to bn 1 
his fears he encouraged them, with that sujierstitious iinprf^'i 
sion which clings to us all, that if we expect evil very scrough 
it is the less likely to come ; and w'hen he heard a horse approach 
ing at a trot, and saw a hat rising above a hedge beyond an 
angle of the lane, he felt if his conjuration liad fuiccceded. 
But no sooner did the horse come within siglit, than his iiemt 
sank again. It was not Wildfire ; and in a few inonients more 
he discerned that the rider was not Dunstan, but Bryce, who 
pulled up to speak, with a face that implied something dis- 
agreeable. 

Well. Mr. Godfrey, that’s a lucky brother of yours, that 
Master Dunsey, isn't he ? ” 

“What do you mean ? ” said Godfrey, hastily. 

“ Why, hasn't he been home yet ? " said Bryce, 

“ Home ? no. What has ha]>pened ? Be quick. What has 
he done with my horse ? ” 

“ Ah, I thought it was yours, though he pretended you had 
parted with it to him,” 

“ Has he tlirown him down and broken his knees ? ” said 
Godfrey, flushed with exasperation. 

*' Worse than that," said Brj ce. You see, I’d made a bar- 
gain with him to buj" the horse for a hundred and twenty — a 
swinging price, but I always liked the horse. And what does 
he do but go and stake him — fly at a hedge with stakes in it, 
atop of a bank wdth a ditch before it. The horse had been 
dead a pretty good while when he was found. So he liasu t 
been home since, has he ? ” 

“ Home ? no,” said Godfrey, “ and he’d better keep away. 
Confound me for a fool ! I might have known this would be 
the end of it.” 

“Well, to tell you the truth,” said Bryce, “after I'd bar- 
gained for the horse, it did come into my head that he might 
be riding and selling the horse ivithout your knowledge, for I 
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didn’t believe it was his own. 1 knew Master Dunsey was up 
to his tricks sometimes. But where can he be gone ? He’s 
never been seen at Batherley. He couldn’t have been hurt, 
for he must have walked ofP.” 

“ H urt ? ” said Godfrey, bitterly. He’ll never be hurt — 
he’s made to hurt other people.’’ 

“ And so you did give him leave to sell the horse, eh ? ” 
said Bryce. 

Yes ; I wanted to part with the horse — he w'as always a 
little too hard in ihe mouth for me,” said Godfrey ; his pride 
making him wince under the idea that Brj’ce guessed the sale 
to be a matter of necessity. “ I was going to see after him 
— I thought some mischief had happened. I’ll go back 
now,” he added, turning the horse’s head, and wishing he 
could get rid of Bryce ; for lie felt that the long-dreaded crisis 
in his life w^as close upon him. “You’re coming on to Eave- 
loe, aren’t you ? ” 

“ Well, no, not now,” said Bryce, “ I was coming round 
there, for I had to go to Flitton, and I thought I might as 
well take you in my way, and just let you know all I knew 
myself about the horse. I suppose blaster Dunsey didn’t like 
to show Jiimself till the ill news had blown over a bit. He’s 
perhaps gone to pay a visit at the Three Crowns, by Whit- 
bridge — I know he's fond of the house.” 

“Peihaps he is,” said Godfrey, rather absently’. Then 
rousing himself, he said, with an effort at carelessness, “We 
shall hear of him soon enough, I’ll be bound.” 

“ Well, here’s my turning,” said Bryce, not surprised to 
perceive that Godfrej- was rather “ down ; ” “ so I’ll bid you 
good-day, and wish I may bring }ou better news another 
time.” 

Godfrey" rode along slowly, representing to himself the 
scene of confession to his father from w hich he felt that there 
was now no longer any escape. The revelation about the 
money must be made the very next morning; and if lie with- 
held the rest, Dinistan would be sure to come back shortly, 
and, finding that he must bear the brunt of his father’s anger, 
would tell the whole story out of spite, even though he had 
nothing to gain hy it. There was one step, perhaps, by which 
he might still win Duns tan’s silence and put off the evil day : 
he might tell his father that he had himself spent the money 
paid to him by Fowler; and as he had never been guilty of 
such an offence before, the affair would blow over after a 
little storming. But Godfrey could not bend himself to this. 
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He felt that in letting Hunstaii have the money, he ha. 
already been guilty of a breach of trust hardly less culpable 
than that of spending the money directly for his own behoof; 
and yet there was a distinction between the two acts which 
made him feel that the one was so much more blackening th^iv 
the other as to be intolerable to him. 

''I don't pretend to be a good fellow/' he said to himself; 
“but I’m not a scoundrel — at least, I'll stop short some- 
where. I'll bear the consequences of what I Aavedone sooner 
than make believe I’ve done what I never would have done. 
I'd never have spent the money for my own pleasure — I was 
tortured into it.” 

Through the remainder of this day Godfrey, with only oc- 
casional ^actuations, kept his will bent in the direction of a 
complete avowal to his father, and lie withheld the story of 
Wildfire's loss till the next morning, that it might serve liim 
as an introduction to heavier matter. The old Squire was ac- 
customed to his son’s frequent absence from home, and thought 
neither Dunstan’s nor Wildfire's non-appearance a matter 
calling for remark. Godfrey said to him&eif again and again, 
that if he let slip this one opportunity of confession, he might 
never have another ; the revelation might be made even in 
a more odious way than b,y Dunstan's nnilignit3’’: site might 
come as she had threatened to do. And then he tried to make 
the scene easier to himself by rehearsal : be made up his mind 
how he would pass from the admission of his weakness in let- 
ting Dunstan have the money to the fact that Dunstan had a 
hold on him which he had been unable to shake off, and how 
he would work up his father to expect something very bad 
before he told him the fact. The old Squire was an implacable 
man; he made resolutions in violent anger, and he was not to 
be moved from them after his anger had subsided — as fiery 
volcanic matters cool and harden into rock. Like many vio- 
lent and implacable men, he allowed evils to grow under favor 
of his own heedless ness, till they pressed upon him with ex- 
asperating force, and then he turned round with fierce seventy 
and became unrelentingly hard. This was liis system with his 
tenants : he allowed them to get into arrears, neglect theii 
fences, reduce their stock, sell their straw, and otherwise go 
the wrong way, — and then, when he became short of money in 
consequence of this indulgence, he took the hardest measures 
and would listen to no appeal. Godfrey knew all this, and felt 
it with the greater force because he had constantly suffered an- 
noyance from witnessing his father’s sudden fits of un relent- 
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*iigness, for which his own habitual irresolution deprived him 
of all sympathy, (He was not critical on the faulty indul- 
gence which preceded these fits ; that seemed to him natural 
enough.) Still there was just the chance, Godfrey thought, 
that his father's pride might see this marriage in a light that 
would induce him to hush it up, rather than turn his son out 
and make the family the talk of the country for ten miles 
round. 

This was the view of the case that Godfrey mauaged to 
keep before him pretty closely till midnight, and he went to 
sleep thinking that he had done with inward debating. But 
when he awoke in the still morning darkness he found it 
itnpossible to reawaken his evening thoughts; it was as if 
they had been tired out and were not to be roused to further 
work. Instead of arguments for confession, he could now 
feel the presence of nothing but its evil oonseq\iences : the 
old dread of disgrace came back — the old shrinking from the 
thought of raising a hopeless barrier between himself and 
Nancy — the old disposition to rely on chances whicli might 
be favorable to him, and save him f j^m betrayal. Why, after 
all, should he cut off the hope of them by his own act? 
He had seen the matter in a wrong light yesterday. He had 
been in a rage with Dunstan, and had thought of nothing but 
a thorough break-up of their mutual understanding ; but what 
it would be really wisest for him to do, was to ti*y and soften 
his father's anger against Diinsey, and keep things as nearly 
as possible in their old condition. If Dunsey did not come 
back for a few days (and Godfre}^ did not know but that the 
rascal had enough money in his pocket to enable him to keep 
away still longer), everything might blow over. 


CHAPTER IX. 

Godfrey rose and took his own breakfast earlier than 
usual, but lingered in the wainscoted parlor till his younger 
brothers had finished their meal and gone out ; awaiting his 
father, who always took a walk with his managing-man before 
breakfast. Every one breakfasted at a different hour in the 
Red House, and the Squire was always the latest, giving a 
long chance to a rather feeble morning appetite before he 
tried it, The table had been spread with substantial eatables 
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nearly tiFo hours before he presented himself — a tall, stout 
man of sixty, with a face in which the knit brow and rath#>r 
hard glance seemed contradicted by the slack and feeble 
mouth. His person showed marks of habitual neglect, Ins 
dress was slorenly ; and yet there was something in the pres- 
ence of the old Squire distinguishable from that of the ordi- 
nary fanners in the parish, who were perhaps every whit as 
refined as he, but, having slouched their way throngJi life with 
a consciousness of being in the vicinity of their ‘•betteis,*’ 
wanted that self-possession and authoritativeness ot voice and 
carriage which belonged to a man who thought of superiors as 
remote existences with whom be had jjei’sonally little more 
to do than with America or the stars. The Squire had hcf^n 
used to parish homage all his life, used to the presupposition 
that his family, his tankards, and everything that was liis, 
were the oldest and best ; and as he never associated with 
a^ny gentry higher than himself, his opinion was not disturbed 
by comparison. 

He glanced at his son as he entered the room, and said, 
“What, sir! haven’t yoit had your Ineakfast yet?^' but tL»n’e 
was no pleasant morning greeting betw’eeu them ; not becau'ie 
of any unfriendliness, but because the sweet flow'er of couitesy 
is not a growth of such homes as the Eed House. 

‘‘Yes, sir,” said Godfrey, “I’ve had my breakfast, but I 
was waiting to speak to you.” 

“ Ah ? well,” said the inquire, throwing himself indiffer- 
ently into liis chair, and sj tea king in a ponderous coughing 
fashion, which was in liaveloe to be a sort of privilege of 
his rank, while he cut a piece of beet, and held it up before 
the deer-hound tliat had come in with him. "Eing the bell 
for m}' ale, will you ? You youngsters’ business your own 
pleasure, mostly. There’s no hurry about it for any body but 
yourselves.” 

The Squire’s life was quite as idle as his sons’, but it 
was A fiction kept up by himself and his contemporaries iu 
Kavcloe that youth was exclusively the period of folly, and 
that their aged wisdom was constantly in a state of endur- 
ance mitisralcd by*- sarcasm. Go«lfrey waited, before he spoke 
again, until the ale had been brouglit and the door closed — 
an interval during wliieh Fleet, the deer-hound, had consumed 
enough bits of beef to make a ])Oor man’s lioliday dinner. 

“There's been a cnised piece of ill-luck with Wildfire,” he 
began ; “ liappened the day before yesterday.” 

“ What ! broke his knees ? ” said the Squire, after taking a 
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draught of ale. I thought you knew how to ride better than 
that, sir. I never threw a horse down in ray life. If I had, 
I might ha' whistled for another, for my father wasn't quite 
so ready to unstring as some other fathers I know of. But 
they must turn over a new leaf — they must. What with 
mortgages and arrears, I'm as short o' cash as a roadside 
pauper. And that fool Kimble says the neAvspaper's talking 
about peace. Why, the country wouldn't have a leg to stand 
on. Prices 'ud run down like a jack, and I sliould never get 
my arrears, not if 1 sold all the fellows up. And there's that 
damned Powler, I won't put up with luin any longer; I've 
told Winthrop to go to Cox this very day. The lying scoun- 
drel told me he'd be sure to pay me a hundred last month. 
He takes advantage because he s on that outlying farm, and 
thinks I shall forget him.” 

The Squire had delivered this speech in a coughing and 
interrupted manner, but with no pause long enough for God- 
frey to make it a pretext for taking up the word again. Ho 
felt that his father meant to ward off any request for money 
on the ground of the misfortune with Wildtii*e, and that the 
emphasis he had thus been led to lay on his shortness of cash 
and his arrears was likely to produce an attitude of mind the 
utmost unfavorable for his own disclosure. But he must go 
on, now lie had begun. 

‘'It's worse than breaking the horse's knees — he’s been 
staked and killed,” he said, as soon as liis father was silent, 
and had begun to cut his meat. But I wasn’t thinking of 
asking 3*^0 u to buy me another horse ; I was only thinking I'd 
lost the means of paying you with the price of Wildfire, as 
I'd meant to do. Dunsey took him to the hunt to sell him for 
me the other day, and after he'd made a bargain for a liundred 
and twenty with Bryce, he went after the hounds, and took 
some fool's leap or other that did for the horse at once. If 
it hadn't been for that, I sliould have paid you a hundred 
pounds this morning.” 

The Squire had laid down his knife and fork, and was star- 
ing at his son in amazement, not being sufficiently quick of 
brain to form a probable guess as to what could have caused 
so strange an inversion of the paternal and filial relations as 
this proposition of his son to pay him a hundred pounds. 

“ The truth is, sir — l*m very sorr3r — I was quite to blame, 
said Godfrey. “Fowler did pay that hundred pounds. He 
paid it to me, when I was over there one day last month. 
And Dunsey bothered me for the money, and I let him have 
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it, because I hoped I should be able to pay it you before 
this.” 

The Squire was purple with anger before his son had done 
speaking, and found utterance difficult. “ You let DunsejcJiave 
it, sir ? And how long have you been so thick with Dunsey 
that you must collogue with him to embezzle my money ? Are 
you turning out a scamp? I tell you I won*fc have it. Til turn 
the whole pack of you out of the house togetlier, and marry 
again. I'd have j'ou to remember, sir, my property's got no 
entail on it ; — since iny grandfather’s time the Casses can 
do as they like with their land. Remember that, sir*. Let 
Dunsey have the money I Why should you let Dunsey have 
the money ? 'J’liere’s some lie at the bottom of it.” 

There’s no lie, sir,” said Godfrey. “ I wouldn’t have 
spent the money myself, but Dunsey bothered me, and I was 
a fool, and let him have it. But I meant to pay it, whether 
he did or not. Tliat's the wliole story, T never meant to em- 
bezzle money, and I’m not the man to do it. You never knew 
me do a dishonest trick, sir,*’ 

Where's Dunsey, then ? What do you stand talking there 
for? Go and fetch Dunsey, as I tell j’oii, and let him give 
account of what he wanted tlie money for. and what he’s 
done with it. He shall repent it. I’ll turn him out. I said 
I would, and I'll do it. He sha’u't brave me. Go and fetch 
him.” 

“ Dunsey isn’t come back, sir.” 

“ What ! did he break his own neck, then ? ” said the Squire, 
with some disgust at the idea that, in that case, he could not 
fuliil his threat. 

“No, he wasn’t hurt, I believe, for the horse was found 
dead, and Dunsej* must have walked off. I dare say we shall 
see him again by and by. I don’t know where he is.” 

“ And what must you be ^tting liiin have my money for ? 
Answer me that,” said the Squire, attacking Godfrey again, 
since Dunsey was not witliin reach, 

“Well, sir, I don’t know,” said Godfrey, hesitatingly. That 
was a feeble evasion, but Godfrey was not fond of lying, and, 
not being sufficiently aware that no sort of duplicity can long 
flourish without the help of vocal falsehoods, he was quite 
unprepared with invented motives. 

“You don’t know ? I tell you what it is, sir. You’ve been 
up^ bo some trick, and you've been bribing him not to tell,’^ 
said the Squire, with a sudden acuteness which startled God- 
frey, who felt his heart beat violently at the nearness of his 
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father’s guess. The sudden alarm pushed him on to take the 
next step — a very slight impulse suffices for that on a down- 
ward ro^. 

“Why, sir,” he said, trying to speak with careless ease, “it 
was a little affair between me and Dunsey ; it's no matter to 
anybody else. It’s hardly woi-th while to pry into young men’s 
fooleries : it wouldn’t have made any difference to you, sir, if 
I’d not had the bad luck to lose Wildfire. I should have paid 
you the money.” 

“ Fooleries ! Pshaw ! it's time you’d done with fooleries. 
And I’d have you know, sir, you miist ha’ done with ’em,” said 
the Squire, frowning and casting an angry glance at l)is son, 
“Your goings-oii are not what I shall find money for any 
longer. “There’s my grandfather had his stables full o’ 
horses, and kept a good house, too, and in worse times, by 
what I can make out ; and so might I, if I hadn’t four good- 
for-nothing fellows to hang on me like horse-leeches. I’ve 
been too good a father to you all — that's what it is. But 1 
shall pull up, sir.” 

Godfrey was silent. He was not likely to be very pene- 
trating in his judgments, but he had always had a sense 
that his father’s indulgence had not been kindness, and had 
had a vague longing for some dibciplme that would have 
checked his own errant weakness and helped his better will. 
The Squire ate his bread and meat hastily, took a deep draught 
of ale, then turned his chair from the table, and began to 
speak again. 

“ It’ll be all the worse for yon. you know — you’d need try 
and help me keep things together.” 

“Well, sir, I’ve often offered to take the management of 
things, but you know you’ve taken it ill alwa^'s. and seemed 
to think I wanted to push you out of your place."’ 

“ I know nothing o’ your offering or o’ iny taking it ill,” 
said the Squire, whose memory consisted in ceitain strong 
impressions unmodified by detail; “but T know, one while 
you seemed to be thinking o’ marrying, and I didn’t offer to 
put an}' obstacles in your way, as some fathers would. Fd as 
lieve you married Lanniieter’s daughter as anybody. I sup- 
pose, if I’d said yon nay, you’d ha’ kept on with it ; but, for 
want o’ contradiction, you’ve changed your mind. You’re a 
shilly-shally fellow : you take after your poor mother. She 
never had a will of her own ; a woman has no call for one, if 
she’s got a proper man for her husband. But your wife had 
need have one, for you hardly know your own mind enough 
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to make both yotir legs walk one war. The lass hasn\ 
said downright she won’t hare you, has she ? 

“!No,” said G^xifre}, feeling verj’ hot and uncomfortable; 
*^but I don't think she will.” ^ 

“Think! why haven’t you the courage to askheTf^'iJ)^ 
you stick to it, you want to have htr — that's the thing ? " 

“ There’s no other woman I want to many/' said GotUrp^ , 
evasively. 

“ Well, then, let me make tlie offer for you, that's all. it 
you haven't the pluck to do it yourself. Laiumeter isn't 
likely to be loath ior his daughter to marry into 7/;y famih, i 
should think. And as for the pretty lass, she wouldn't ba^p 
her cousin — and there's nobody else, as I see, could ha’ stood 
lu your way.” 

“ I’d rather let it be, please sir, at present,” said Godfrey, 
in alarm. “I think she's a little offended with me just no^\, 
and I should like to speak for mjseif. A man must manage 
these things for himself.” 

“ Well, speak, then, and manage it and see if you cau c 
turn over a new leaf. That’s what a man must do when he 
thinks o* marrying.” 

“ I don’t see how I cau think of it at present, sir. You 
wouldn't hke to settle me on one of the farms, I suppose, and 
I don't think she'd come to live in this house with all my 
brothers, it's a different sort of life to what she's been used 
to,” 

“i^'ot come to live hi this house ? Don't tell me. Yon ask 
her, that's all/' said the Squire, with a short, scornful laugh. 

“i’d rutlier let the thing be, at present, sir,” said Godfrey. 
“ I hope you won’t try to Imny it on by saying anything ” 

“ 1 shall do what I choose/’ said the Squire, “and I shall 
let you know I’m master; else you may turn out, and find 
an estate to droj) into Somewhere else. Go out and tell \Vin- 
throp not to go to Cox's, hut wait for me. And tell ’m to get 
my horse saddled. And stop : look out and get that hack 
o’^ Dunsey’s sold, and hand me the money, w’ill you ? He’ll 
keep no more hacks at my expense. And if you know where 
he’s sneaking — 1 dare say you do — you may tell him to 
spare himself the journey o’ coming back home. Let him 
turn ostler, and keep himself. He sha’n't hang on me any 
more.” 

“I don’t know where he is : and if I did. it isn’t my place 
to tell him to keep away,” said Godfrey, moving towards the 
door. 
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“ Confound it, sir, don't stay arguing, l:iut go and order my 
horse,” said the Squire, taking up a pipe. 

Godfrey left the room, hardly knowing whether he were 
more relieved by the sense that the interview was ended with- 
out having made any change in his position, or more uneasy 
that he had entangled hiinself still further in prevarication 
and deceit. What had passed about his proposing to Nancy 
had raised a new alarm, lest by some after-dinner words of 
his father’s to Lammeter he should be thrown into the 
embarrassment of being obliged absolutely to decline her when 
she seemed to be within his reach. He tied to his usual refuge, 
that of hoping for some unforeseen turn of fortune, some 
favorable chance which would save him from unpleasant con- 
sequences — perhaps even iustify his insincerity by manifest- 
ing its prudence. 

Ill this point of trusting to some throw of fortune’s dice, 
Godfrey can hardly be called old-fashioned. Favorable Chance 
is the god of all men who follow their own devices instead of 
obeying a law they believe in. Let even a polished man of 
these days get into a position he is ashamed to avow, and his 
mind will be bent on all the possible issues that may deliver 
him from the calculable results of that position. Let him live 
outside his income, or sliirk tlie resolute honest work that 
brings wages, and he Avill presently lind himself dreaming of 
a possible benefactor, a possible simpleton who may be cajoled 
into using his interest, a possible state of mind in some pos- 
sible person not yet forthcoming. Let him neglect the respon- 
sibilities of his office, and he will inevitably anchor himself 
on the chance, that the thing left undone may turn out not to 
be of the .supposed importance. Let him betray his friend’s 
confidence, and he will adore that same cunning com]dexity 
called Chance, which gives him the hope that his friend will 
never know. Let him forsake a decent craft that he ma}" 
pursue the gentilities of a profession to wliich nature never 
called him, and his religion will infallibly be the worship of 
blessed Chance, which he will believe in as the mightv creator 
of success. The evil principle deprecated in that religion, is 
the orderly sequence by which the seed brings forth a crop 
after its kind. 
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CHAPTER X, 

JuflTirE was natural^ regarded in Tarley and 

Raveioe as a man of capacious minil, seeing that he could 
draw much wider conclusions without evidence than could lie 
expected of his neighbors who were not on tlie Commission 
of the Peace. Such a man was not likely to neglect the clew 
of the tinder-box, and an inquiry was set on foot concerning a 
pedler. name unknown, with curly black hair <ind a foreign 
complexion, canyiug a box of cutlerj' and jewelleiy. ami wear- 
ing large rings in his ears. But either because inquiry was 
too slow-footed to overtake him. or because tlie description 
applied to so many pf^dlers that inquiry did not know how to 
choose among them, weeks ]:>assed away, and there wan no 
other result concerning the robbery than a gradual cessation 
of the excitement it hail cauaied in Raveioe. Dunstan Cass’s 
absence was hardly a hubject of remark: he had once befoie 
had a quarrel with hi& father, and had gone off, nobody knew 
whither, to return at the end of six weeks, take up his old 
quarters iin forbidden and swagger a** iisuaL His own famih, 
who equally expected this issue, with the sole difference that 
the Squire was determined this time to forbid him tlie old 
quarters, never mentioned his absence ; and when his uncle 
Kimble or Mr. Osgood noticed it, the story of his having killed 
Wildfire and committed some offence against his father was 
enough to prevent surprise. To connect the fact of Dunsey’s 
disappearance with that of the robbery occurring on the same 
day, lay ipiite away from the track of every one’s thought — 
even Godfrey^'s, wlio had better reason than any one else to 
know what bis brother w'as capable of. Tie remembei‘ed no 
mention of the weaver between them since the time, twelve 
years ago, when it was their boyisli sport to deride him ; and, 
be.sides, his imagination constantly created an alibi for Dun- 
stan : he saw him continually in some congenial haunt, to 
which he had walked off on leaving Wildfire — saw him 
sponging on chance acquaintances, and meditating a return 
home to the old amusement of tormenting his elder brother. 
Even if any brain in Raveioe had put the said two facts to- 
gether, I doubt whether a combination so injurious to the pre- 
scriptive respectability of a family with a mural monument 
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and venerable tankards, would not have been suppressed as 
of unsouud tendency. But Christmas puddings, brawn, and 
abundance of spirituous liquors, throwing the mental origi- 
nality into the channel of nightmare, are great preservatives 
against a dangerous spontaneity of waking thought. 

When the robbery was talked of at the Rainbow and else- 
where, in good company, the balance continued to waver be- 
tween the rational explanation founded on the tinder-box, and 
the theory of an impenetrable mystery that mocked investiga- 
tion. The advocates of the tiuder-box-and-pedler view con- 
sidered the other side a muddle-headed and credulous set, 
who, because they themselves were wall-eyed, supposed every- 
body else to have the same blank outlook ; and the adherents 
of the inexplicable more than hinted that their antagonists 
were animals inclined to crow before they had found any corn 
— mere skimming-dishes in point of depth — whose clear- 
sightedness consisted in supposing there was nothing behind 
a barn-door because they couldn't see through it ; so that, 
though their controversy did not serve to elicit the fact con- 
cerning the robbery, it elicited some true opinions of collateral 
importance. 

But while poor Silas’s loss served thus to brush the slow 
current of Raveloe conversation, Silas himself was feeling the 
withering desolation of that bei'eavement about which his 
neighbors were arguing at their ease. To any one who had 
observed him before he lost his gold, it might have seemed 
that so withered and shrunken a life as his could hardly be 
susceptible of a bruise, could hardly endure any subtraction 
but such as would put an end to it altogether. But in reality 
it had been an eager life, filled with immediate purpose which 
fenced liiin in from the wide, cheerless unknown. It had been 
a clinging life ; and though the object round which its fibres 
had clung was a dead disrupted tiling, it satisfied the need for 
clinging. But now the fence was broken down — the support 
was snatched away. Mariier’s thoughts could no longer move 
in their old round, and were baffled by a blank like that which 
meets a plodding ant when the earth has broken away on its 
homeward path. The loom was there, and the weaving, and 
the growing pattern in the cloth ; but the bright treasure in 
the hole under his feet was gone ; the prospect of handling 
and counting it was gone : the evening had no phantasm of 
delight to still the poor soul’s craving. The thought of the 
money he would get by his actual work could bring no joy, 
for its meagre image was only a fresh reminder of his losj? * 
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and hope Avas too heavily crushed by the sudden blow, for his 
imagination to dwell oa the growth of a new hoard from that 
small begiuniug. 

lie filled up the blank with grief. As he sat weaving, he 
every now and tlien moaned low. like one in ]>ain: it was the 
sign that his thoughts had come round again to the suthhii 
chasm — to tlie empty evening time. And all the emun», 
as he sat in his loneliness by his dull fire^ he leaned his elho^r^ 
on his knees, and clasped Ins head with his hands, and luoaiUMl 
very low — not as one who seeks to be heard. 

And yet he was not utterly forsaken in his trouble. Tiie 
repulsion flamer had always created in his neighiiors was 
partly dissipated by tlie new light in which this misfortiru’ 
had shown him. Instead of a man who had more cuuuiug 
than honest folks could come by. and, what was worse, had 
not the inclination to use that cunning in a neighborly way 
it was now apparent tliat Silas hud not cimning enough ro 
keep his own. He was generally spoken of as a poor mushed 
creator;'' and that avoidance of his neighbors, which hdd 
before been referred to his ill-will and to a probable addiction 
to "worse company, was now considered mere craziness. 

This change to a kindlier feeling was shown in various 
ways. The odor of Christmas cooking being on the wind, it 
was the season when superfluous pork and black puddings 
are suggestive of charity in well-to-do families ; and fcSilas's 
misfortune had brought him u})perinost in the memory nf 
housekeepers like ]Mrs. Osgood. Jfr. Craokenthorp. too, while 
he admonished Silas that his money had probably lieeii 
taken from him because he thought too much of it and never 
came to church, enforced the doctrine by a present of pigs’ 
pettitoes, -well ealculared to dissipate unfounded prejudices 
against the clerical character. Neighbors Avho had nothing 
but verbal consolation co give allowed a disposition not only 
to greet )5>ilas and discuss his misfortune at some length when 
they encountered him in llie village, but also to take the 
trouble of calling at his cottage and getting him to repeat 
all the details on the xptv spot ; and then they would try to 
cheer him by saying, “Well, Master Marner, you're no worse 
off nor other poor folks, after all ; and if you wiis to be crip- 
pled, the parish 'ud give yon a 'lowaiice."' 

I suppose one reason ■wh 5 ’' we are seldom able to comfort 
our neighbors with our words is that our good-will gets adul- 
terated, in spite of ourselves, before it can pass our lips. We 
can send black puddings and pettitoes without giving them a 
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flavor of our own egoism ; but language is a stream that is 
almost sure to smack of a mingled soil. There was a fair 
proportion of kindness in Raveloe ; but it was often of a beery 
and bungling sort, and took the shape least allied to the com- 
plimentary and hypocritical. 

Mr. Macey, for example, coming one evening expressly to 
let Silas know that recent events had given him the advan- 
tage of standing more favorably in the opiijion of a man 
whose judgment was not formed lightly, opened the conver- 
sation by saying, as soon as he had seated himself and 
adjusted his thumbs, — 

^‘Come, blaster Marner, wliy, youVe no call to sit a-raoaning. 
You’re a deal better off to ha’ lost your money, nor to ha’ kep 
it by foul means. I used to think, when you first come into 
these parts, as you were no better nor you should be; you 
were younger a deal than what you are now; but 3'ou were 
allays a staring, white-faced creatur, partly like a bald-faced 
calf, as I may sa3^ But there’s no knowing: it isn’t eveiy 
queer-looksed thing as Old Harry’s had the making of — I 
mean, speaking 0’ toads and such ; for they’re often harmless, 
and useful against varmin. And it’s prett}' much the same 
wi’ you, as fur as I can see. Though as to the yarbs and 
stuff to cure the breathing, if you brought that sort 0’ knowh 
edge from distant parts, j"ou might ha’ been a bit freer of it, 
And if the knowledge wasn’t well come by, why, you might 
ha’ made up for it by coming to church reg'lar ; for as for the 
children as the Wise Woman charmed, IVe been at the chris- 
tening of ’em again and again, and they took the water just 
as well. And that’s reasonable : for if Old Harry’s a mind to 
do a bit 0’ kindness for a holiday, like, who’s got anything 
against it? That’s my thinking; and I’ve been clerk o’ this 
parish forty year, and I know, when the parson and me does 
the cussing of a Ash Wednesday, there’s no cussing 0’ folks as 
have a mind to be cured without a doctor, let Kimble say what 
he will. And so, Master IkTarner, as I was saying — for there’s 
windings i’ things as they may carry you to the fur end 0’ the 
prayer-book afore you get back to ’em — my advice is, as you 
keep up your sperrits ; for as for thinking you’re a deep un, 
and ha’ got more inside y’on nor ’ll bear daylight, I’m not o’ 
that opinion at all, and so I tell the neighbors. For, says I, 
you talk o’ Master Marner making out a tale — why, it’s non- 
sense, that is : it ’ud take a ’cute man to make a tale like that; 
and, says I, he looked as scared as a rabbit.” 

During this discursive address Silas had continued motion- 
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less in his previous attitude, leaninp; his elbotrs ou his knceg, 
a«d pressing his hands against his head. Mr. Macey, nut 
doubting that he had been listened to, paused, in the expecta- 
tion of some appreciatory reply, but ^lariier remained silent. 
He had a sense that the old man meant to be good-natured 
and neigliboi’ly j but the kindness fell on him as sunshine 
falls on the wretched — he had no heart to taste it, and felt 
that it was veiy far off him. 

‘‘Come, Master ^farner, have you got nothing to say to 
that ? ” said Mr. ilacey at last, with a slight accent of impa- 
tience.” 

‘"Oh/’ said Marner, slowly, shaking his head between hia 
hands, I thank you — thank you — kindly.” 

“Ay, ay, to be sure: I thought you would,” said Mr. 
Macey ; “ and my advice is — have you got a Sunday Suit ? ” 
No,” said Marner. 

“I doubted it was so,” said Mr. Macey. “Now, let rae 
advise you to get a Sunday suit : there's Tookey, he*s a poor 
creatur, but he's got my tailoring business, and some o' my 
money iu it. and he shall make a suit at a low price, and give 
you tru.5t. and then you can come to church, and be a bis 
neighborly. AVliy, you've never beared me say ^ Amen ' siuco 
you come into these parts, and I recommend y'oii to lose no 
time, for it'll be poor work when Tookey has it all to himself, 
for I mayn't be equil to stand i' the desk at all, come another 
winter.” Here ilr, Stacey paused, perhaps expecting some 
sign of emotion in bis hearer; but not observing anj", he 
went on, And as for the money for the suit o’ clothes, why, 
you get a matter of a pound a w’eek at your weaving, Master 
Marner. and you're a young mjin, eh, for all you look so 
mushed. Why, you couldn't ha' been five and twenty when 
you come into these parts, eh ? 

Silas startetl a little at the change to a questioning tone, 
and answered mildly, “I don’t know; I can't rightly say — 
it's a long while since.” 

After receiving such an answer as this, it is not surprising 
that Mr. Macey observed, later on in the evening at the Rain- 
bow, that Marner’s head was “all of a muddle,” and that it 
was to be doubted if he ever knew wdien Sunday came round, 
which showed him a worse heathen than many a dog.” 

Another of Silas's comforters, besides Mr. Macey, came to 
him with a mind highly charged ou the same toxnc. This was 
Mrs. Win thro p, the wheelwright's wife. The inhabitants of 
Kavcloe were not severely regular in their church-going, and 
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perhaps there was hardly a person in the parish who would 
not have held that to go to church eveiy Sunday in the cal- 
endar would have shown a greedy desire to stand well with 
Heaven, and get an undue advantage over their neighbors •— 
a wish to be better than the “ common run,” that would have 
implied a reflection on those who had had godfathers and 
godmothers as well as themselves, and had an equal right to 
the burying-service. At the same time, it was understood 
to be requisite for all who were not household servants, or 
young men, to take the sacrament at one of the great festi- 
vals : Squire Cass himself took it on Christmas Day ; while 
those who were held to be “ good livers ” went to church with 
greater, though still with moderate, frequency. 

IMrs. AVinthrop was one of these : she was in all respects 
a woman of scrupulous conscience, so eager for duties that 
life seemed to offer them too scantily unless she rose at half- 
past four, though this threw a scarcity of work over the more 
advanced hours of the morning, which it was a constant prob- 
lem with her to remove. Yet she had not the vixenish tem- 
per which is sometimes supposed to be a necessary condition 
of such habits : she was a very mild, patient woman, whose 
nature it was to seek out all the sadder and more serious 
elements of life, and pasture her miud upon them. She was 
the person always first thought of in Raveloe when there was 
illness or death in a family, when leeches were to be applied, 
or there was a sudden disappointment in a monthly nurse. 
She was a “comfortable woman” — good looking, fresh-coin- 
plexioned, having her lips always slightly s^*rcwed, as if she 
felt herself in a sick-room with the doctor or the clergyman 
present. But she was never whimpering; no one had seen 
her shed tears ; she was simply grave and inclined to shake 
her head and sigh, almost imperceptibly, like a funereal 
mourner who is not a relation. It seemed surprising that Ben 
Winthrop, who loved his quart-pot and his joke, got along 
so well with Dolly; but she took her husband’s jokes and 
joviality as patiently as everything else, considering that 
“men would be so,” and viewing the stronger sex in the 
light of animals whom it had pleased Heaven to make nat- 
urally troublesome, like bulls and tuTke3’^-cocks. 

This good wholesome woman could hardly fail to have her 
mind drawn strongly towards Silas Marner, now that he ap- 
peared in the light of a sufferer; and one Sunday afternoon 
she took her little boy Aaron with her, and went to call 
on Silas, carrying in her hand some small lard cakes, flat 
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paste-like articles much esteemed in Haveloe. Aaron, an 
apple-cheeked 3’oungster of seven, with a clean starched frill 
which looked like a plate for the apples, needed all his ad- 
venturous curiosity to embolden him against the possibilitv 
that the big-eyed weaver might do him some bodily injiuy ; 
and his dubiety was much increased when, on arriving at the 
Stone-^jits, they heard the mysterious sound of the loom. 

Ah, it is as I thought,” said Mrs. Winthrop, sadly. 

They bad to knock loudly before Silas heard them ; but 
when he did come to the door he showed no imijaiience, as lu' 
would ouce have done, at a visit that had been unasked tor 
and unexpected. Formerly, his heart had been as a locked 
casket with its treasure inside; but now the casket 
empty’, and the lock was broken. Loft groping in darkneab, 
with his prop utterly gone, Silas had inevitably a seiist*, 
though a dull and half-despairing one, that if any help cauic 
to him it must come from without; and there wa.s a slicjljt 
stirring of expectation at the sight of his fellow-men, a taint 
consciousness of dependence ou their good-Avill. He oi)ened 
the door wide to admit Dully, but without otherwise return- 
ing her greeting than by moving the arm-chair a few inches 
as a sign that she was to sit down iii it. Dolly, as soon as 
she was seated, removed the white cloth tliat covered her 
lard-cakes, and said in her gravest way, — 

“ J^d a baking yisterday, blaster Marner, and the lard-cakes 
turned out better nor common, and I'd ha' asked you to acce]»t 
some, if you’d thought well, I don’t eat such things myself, 
for a bit o’ bread’s what I like from one year’s end to the 
other ; but men’s stomichs are made so comical, they want a 
change — they do, I know, God help ’em.” 

Dolly sighed gently as she held out tlie cakes to Silas, who 
thanked her kindly and looked very close at them, absently, 
being accustomed to look so at everything he took into his 
hand — eyed all the while by tlie wondering bright orbs of the 
small Aaron, who had made an outwork of his mother’s chair, 
and was peeping round from behind it. 

“There’s letters pricked on ’em,” said Dolly. “I can’t read 
’em myself, and there’s nobody, not Mr. Macey himself, rightly 
knows what they mean ; but they’ve a good meaning, for 
they’re the same as is on the pulpit-cloth at church. What 
are they, Aaron, my dear ? ” 

Aaron retreated completely behind his outwork. 

“ Oh go, that’s naughty,” said his mother mildly. “ Well, 
whativer the letters are, they’ve a good meaning ; and it’s a 
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stamp as has been in o\ir house, Ben says, ever since he was a 
little un, and his mother used to put it on the cakes, and IVe 
allays put it on too ; for if there’s any good, we’ve need of it 
i’ this world.” 

It’s I. H, S.,” said Silas, at which proof of learning Aaron 
peeped round the chair again. 

“ Well, to be sure, you can read ’em off,” said Dolly. Ben’s 
read ’em to me many and many a time, but they slip out o’ 
iny mind again ; the more’s the pity, for they’re good letters, 
else they wouldn’t be in the church ; and so I prick ’em on 
all the loaves and all the cakes, though sometimes they won’t 
hold, because o’ the rising — for, as I said, if there’s any good 
to be got we’ve need of it i’ this world — that we liave ; and I 
hope they’ll bring good to you, Master l^Iarner, for it’s wi’ 
that will I brought you the cakes ; and you see the letters 
have held better nor common.” 

Silas was as unable to interpret the letters as Dolly, but 
there was no possibility of misunderstanding the desire to 
give comfort that made itself heard in her qiiiet tones. He 
said, with more feeling than before — “Thank you — thank 
you kindly.” But he laid down the cakes and seated him- 
self absently — drearily unconscious of any distinct benefit 
towards which the cakes and the letters, or even Dolly’s 
kindness, could tend for him. 

“Ah, if there’s good anywhere, we’ve need of it,” re- 
peated Dolly, who did not lightly forsake a serviceable phrase. 
She looked at Silas pityingly as she went on. “But you 
didn’t hear the church-bells this morning, Master Marner ? I 
doubt you didn’t know it was Sunday. Living so lone here, 
you lose your count, I dare say : and then, when your loom 
makes a noise, you can’t hear the bells, more partic’lar now 
the frost kills the sound.” 

“ Yes, I did ; I heard ’em,” said Silas, to whom Sunday 
bells were a mere accident of the day, and not part of its 
sacredness. There Ijad been no bells in Lantern Yard. 

“ Dear heart ! ” said Dolly, pausing before she spoke again, 
“ But what a pity it is you should work of a Sunday, and not 
clean yourself — if you didnH go to church; for if you’d a 
roasting bit, it might be as you couldn’t leave it, being a lone 
man. But there’s the bakehus, if you could make up your 
mind to spend a twopence on the oven now and then, — not 
every week, in course — I shouldn’t like to do that myself, — 
you might carry your bit o’ dinner there, for it’s nothing but 
riglit to have a bit o’ summat hot of a Sunday, and not to 
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make it as you can’t know your dinner from Saturday , Hut 
now, npo’ Christmas Day, this blessed Christmas as is ever 
coming, if you was to take your dinner to the bakelius, aiul 
go to church, and see the holly anrl the yew, and hear tne 
anfchim, and then take the sacramen', you^d be a deal tIip 
better, and you’d know w'hich end you stood on, and you couLI 
put your trust i* Them as knows better nor we do, seein’ you'd 
ha’ done what it lies on us all to do,” 

Doll^'^s exhortation, which was an unusually long effort of 
speech for her, was uttered in the soothing persuasive tone 
with w'hich she would have tried to prevail on a sick man to 
take his medicine, or a basin of gruel for which he had no 
appetite. Silas had never before been closely urged on tlw 
point of his absence from church, wliicli had only been thought 
of as a part of las general (luecrness; and he was too direct 
and simple to evade Dolly’s appeal. 

Nay, nay,’’ he said, *^1 know nothing o’ church. Tve 
never been to church.’’ 

No ! said Dolly, in a low tone of wonderment. Then 
betliiiiking herself of Silas's advent from an unknown country, 
she said, “Could it ha’ been as they’d no church where you 
was born ? ’’ 

Oh yes,” said Silas, meditatively, sitting in his usual pos- 
ture of leaning on his knees, and supporting bisliead. “There 
was churches — a many — it was a big town. But I knew 
nothing of ’em — 1 went to chapel.” 

Dolly was much puzzled at this new word, but she w'a,$ 
rather afraid of inquiring further, lest “chapel” might mean 
some haunt of wickedness. After a little thought, she said, — 
“ Well, !Master ^Marner, it’s niver too late to turn over a 
neTv leaf, and if you’ve niver had no church, tliere’s no telling 
the good it 'll do you. For J feel so set u]) and comfortable 
as niver was. when I’ve been and heard the prayers, and the 
singing to the praise and glory o’ (iod, as Mr. Macey gives out 
— and ^Ir. Crackenthorp saying good words, and more partic’- 
laron Sacramen’ Day ; and if a bit o’ trouble comes, 1 feel as 
I can put up wi’ it, for I’ve looked for belpi' the right quarter, 
and gev myself up to Them as we must all give ourselves up 
to at the last ; and if we’ii done our part, it isn’t to be believed 
as Them as are above us ’ull be worse nor we are, and come 
short o’ Tlicir’n.” 

Poor Dolly’s exposition of her simple Eaveloe theology fell 
rather unmeaningly on Silas’s ears, for there was no word in 
it that could rouse a memory of wliat he had known as roli- 
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gion, and his comprehension was quite "baffled by the plural 
pronoun, which was no heresy of Dolly’s, but only her way of 
avoiding a presumptuous familiarity. He remained silent, 
not feeling inclined to assent to the part of Dolly’s speech 
which he fully understood — her recommendation that he 
should go to church. Indeed, Silas was so unaccustomed to 
talk beyond the brief questions and answers necessary for the 
transaction of his simple business, that words did not easily 
come to him without the urgency of a distinct purpose. 

But now, little Aaron, having become used to the weaver’s 
awful presence, had advanced to his mother’s side, and Silas, 
seeming to notice him for thefiret time, tried to return Dolly's 
signs of good-will by offering the lad a bit of lard-cake. Aaron 
shrank back a little, and rubbed his head against his mother’s 
shoulder, but still thought the piece of cake worth the risk of 
putting his hand out for it. 

“OIj, for shame, Aaron,” said his mother, taking him on 
her lap, however ; “ why, you don’t want cake again yet 
awhile. He’s wonderful hearty,” she vrent on, with a little 
sigh — “that he is, God knows. He’s my youngest, and we 
spoil him sadly, for either me or the father must allays hev 
him in our sight — that we must.” 

She stroked Aaron’s brown head, and thought it must do 
Master Marner good to see such a “ pictur of a child.” But 
Marner, on the other side of the hearth, saw the neat-featured 
rosy face as a mere dim round, with two dark spots in it. 

“ And he’s got a voice like a bird — you wouldn’t think.” 
Dolly went on ; “he can sing a Christmas carril as his father’s 
taught him ; and I take it for a token as he’ll come to good, 
as he can learn the good tunes so quick. Come, Aaron, stan’ 
up and sing the cariil to IVlaster Marner, come.” 

Aaron replied by rubbing his forehead against his mother’s 
shoulder. 

“ Oh, that’s naughty,” said Dolly, gently. “ Stan’ up, when 
mother tells you, and let me hold the cake till you’ve 
done.” 

Aaron was not indisposed to display his talents, even to an 
ogre, under protecting circumstances ; and after a few more 
signs of coyness, consisting chiefly in rubbing the backs of his 
hands over his eyes, and then peeping between them at Master 
Marner, to see if he looked anxious for the “carril,” he at 
length allowed his head to be duly adjusted, and standing be- 
hind the table, which let him appear above it only as far 
as his broad frill, so that he looked like a cherubic head un 
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troubled Tvitb a body, he began with a clear chirp, and in a 
melody that had the rhythm of an industrious hammer, — 


God rest 70 Q, merrv gentlemen, 
Let uotolng rou dismay, 
Jesus Cbrlst our Saviour 
Was born on Christmas Day.** 


Dolly listened with a devout look, glancing at Marner in 
some confidence that this strain would help to allure him to 
church. 

That’s Christmas music,” she said, when Aaron had emlnd, 
and had secured his piece of cake again. “There’s no other 
music equil to the Christmas music — ‘Hark the erol aiigile 
sing.’ And you may judge what it is at church, Master 
Marner, with the bassoon and the voices, as you can’t help 
thinking you’ve got to a better place a’ready — for 1 wouldn't 
speak ill o’ this world, seeing as Them pvit us in it as knovvs 
best — but what wi’ the drink, and the quarrelling, and the 
bad illnesses, and the hard dying, as I’ve seen times and 
times, one’s thankful to liear of a better. The boy sings 
pretty, don't he, Master Marner? ” 

“Yes,’- said Silas, absently, “ very pretty.” 

The Christmas carol, with its hammer-like rhythm, had 
fallen on his ears as strange music, quite unlike a hymn, and 
could have none of the effect Dolly contemplated. But he 
wanted to show her that he was grateful, and the only mode 
that occurred to him was to offer Aaron a bit more cake. 

“Oh no, tliank you, blaster ilaruer,” said Dolly, holding 
down Aaron’s willing hands. “We lnu^t be going home 
now. And so 1 wisli you good-by, Master Marner; and if 
you ever feel anyways bad in your inside, as you can’t fend 
for yourself, I'll come and clean up for yon, and get you a bit 
o’ victual, and willing. But I beg and pray of you to leave 
off weaving of a Sundaj’’, for it’s bad for soul and body — and 
the money as comOvS i’ that way ’ull be a bud bed to lie down 
on at the last, if it doesn’t fiy away, nobody knows where, like 
the white frost. And y^ou’ll excuse me being that free with 
you, Master Marner, for I wish you w'ell — I do. Make your 
bow, Aaron.” 

Silas said “ Good-by, and thank you kindly,” as lie opened 
the door for Dollj', but he couldn’t help feeling relieved when 
she was gone — relieved that he might weave again and moan 
at his ease. Her simple view of life and its comforts, by 
which she had tried to cheer him, was only like a report of 
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unknown objects^ which his imagination could not fashion. 
The fountains of human love and of faith in a divine love had 
not yet been unlocked, and his soul was still the shrunken 
rivulet, with only this difference, that its little groove of 
sand was blocked up, and it wandered confusedly against dark 
obstruction. 

And so, notwithstanding the honest persuasions of Mr. 
Macey and Dolly Wiullirop, Silas spent his Christmas Day in 
loneliness, eating his meat in sadness of heart, though the 
meat had come to him as a neighborly present. In the morn- 
ing he looked out on the black frost tliat seemed to press 
cruelly on every blade of grass, while the half-icy red pool 
shivered under the bitter wijul ; but towards evening the snow 
began to fall, and curtained from him even that dreary outlook, 
shutting him close up with his narrow grief. And he sat in 
his robbed home through the livelong evening, not caring to 
close his shutters or lock his door, pressing his head between 
his hands and moaning, till the cold grasped him and told 
him that his fire was gray. 

iNobody in this world but himself knew that he was the 
same Silas Marner who had once loved his fellow with tender 
love, and trusted in an unseen goodness. Even to himself that 
past experience had become dim. 

But in Eaveloe village the bells rang merrily, and tbe 
church was fuller than all through the rest of the year, with 
red faces among the abundant dark-green boughs — faces pre- 
pared for a longer service than usual by an odorous break- 
fast of toast and ale. Those green boughs, the hymn and 
anthem never heard but at Christmas — even the Athanasian 
Creed, which was discriminated from the others only as being 
longer and of exceptional virtue, since it was only read on 
rare occasions — brought a vague exulting sense, for which 
the grown men could as little have found words as the 
children, that something great and mysterious had been done 
for them in heaven above and in earth below, which they 
were appropriating by their presence. And then the red faces 
made their way through the black biting frost to their own 
homes, feeling themselves free for the rest of the day to eat, 
drink, and be merry, and using that Christian freedom with- 
out diffidence. 

At Squire Cass’s familj^ party that day nobody mentioned 
Dunstau — nobody was sorry for his absence, or feared it 
would be too long. The doctor and his wife, uncle and aunt 
Kimble, were there, and the annual Christmas talk was 
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carried througli without any omissions, rising to the climax 
of Mr. Kimble's experience when lie walked the London ]ios- 
pitals thirty years back, together with striking professional 
anecdotes then gathered. Whereupon cards followed, with 
aunt Kimble's annual failure to follow suit, and uncle Kim- 
ble’s irascibility concerning the odd trick ^vhich was rarely 
explicable to him, when it was not on his side, without a gen- 
eral visitation of tricks to see that the}'' were formed on sound 
principles : the whole lieing accompanied by a strong steaming 
odor of spirits-and-water. 

But the party on Christmas Day, being a strictly family 
party, was not the pre-eminently brilliant celebration of the 
season at the Red House. It was the great dance on New 
Year’s Eve that made the glory of Squire Cass's hospitality, 
as of his forefathers', time out of mind. This was the occii 
sion when all the society of Raveloe and Tarley, whether old 
acquaintances separated by long rutty distances, or cook'd 
acquaintances separated by luisuiulcrstandings concerning run- 
away calros, or acquaintances founded on iiitenaittent conde- 
scension, counted on meeting and on comporting themselves 
with mutual appropriateness. This was the occasion on which 
fair dames who came on pillions sent tlieir bandboxes before 
them, supplied with more than their evening costume ; for the 
feast was not to end with a single evening, like a paltry town 
entertainment, where the whole suiij)ly of eiitablos is put on 
the table at once, and bedding is scanty. The Red House was 
provisioned as if for a siege ; and as for the spare feather- 
beds ready to be laid on floors, they were as identiful as might 
naturally be expected iu a family that luid killed its own geese 
for many generations. 

Godfreys Cass was looking forward to this New Year’s Eve 
with a foolish reckless longing, that made him half deaf to 
his importunate companion. Anxiety. 

^^Dunsey will be coming home soon; there will be a great 
blow-up, and how will you bribe his sinte to silence ? said 
Anxiety. 

“ Oh, he won’t come home before New Year’s Eve, perhaps,” 
said Godfrey ; and I shall sit by Nancy then, dance with 
her, and get a kind look from her in sjjite of hei'self,’^ 

But money is wanted iu another quarter,” said Anxiety, 
iu a louder voice, “ and how %vill you get it without selling 
your mother’s diamond pin ? And if you don’t get it . . . 

“Well, but soinctljing may happen to make things easier. 
At any rate, there’s one pleasure for me close at hand ; Nancy 
is coming.” 
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Yes, and suppose your father should bring matters to a 
pass that will oblige you to decline marrying her — and to 
give your reasons ? ” 

Hold your tongue, and don^t worry me. T can see Hancv^s 
eyes, just as they will look at me, and feel her hand in mine 
already,^' 

But Anxiety went on, though in noisy Christmas company \ 
refusing to be utterly o[uieted even by much drinking. 


CHAPTER XL 

Some women, I grant, would not appear to advantage seated 
on a pillion, and attired in a drab Joseph and a drab beaver- 
bonnet, with a crown resembling a small stew-pan ; for a gar- 
ment suggesting a coachman’s greatcoat, cut out under au 
exiguity of cloth that would only allow of miniature capes, 
is not well adapted to conceal deficiencies of contour, nor is 
drab a color that will throw sallow cheeks into lively contrast. 
It was all the greater triumph to Hiss Haney Lammeter’s 
beauty that she looked thorouglily bewitching in that costume, 
as, seated on the pillion beliind her tall, erect father, she held 
one arm round him, and looked down, with open-eyed anxiety, 
at the treacherous snow-covered pools and puddles, which sent 
up formidable splashings of mud under the stamp of Dobbin’s 
foot. A painter would, perhaps, have preferred her in those 
moments when she was free from self-consciousness ; but cer» 
tainly the bloom on her cheeks was at its highest point of 
contrast with the surrounding drab when she arrived at the 
door of the Red House, and saw Mr. G-odfrey Cass ready to 
lift her trom tlie pillion. She wished her sister Priscilla had 
come up at the same time behind the servant, for then she 
would have contrived that Mr. Godfrey should have lifted off 
Priscilla first, and, iu the mean time, she would have persuaded 
her father to go round to the horse-block instead of alighting 
at the doorsteps. It was very painful, wdien you had made it 
quite clear to a young man that you were determined not to 
marry him, however much lie might wish it, that he would 
still continue to pay you marked attentions ; besides, why 
didn’t he always show the same attentions, if he meant them 
sincerely, instead of being so strange as Mr. Godfrey Cass 
was, sometimes behaving as if he didn't want to speak to her, 
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and taking no notice of her for weeks and weeks, and then, 
all on a sudden, almost making love again ? Moreover, it w^l^ 
quite plain he had no real love for her, else he would not 
let people have that to say of him which they did say. Did 
he suppose that Miss Nancy Lam meter was to be won by anj 
man, squire or no squire, who led a bad life ? That was not 
what she had been used to see in her own father, who was the 
soberest and best man in that country-side, only a little hot 
and hasty now and then, if things were not done to th^ 
minute. 

All these thoughts rushed through Miss Nancy's mind, lu 
their habiiual succession, in the moments between her fiist 
sight of Mr. Godfrey Cass standing at the door and her onmi 
ai rival there. Happiily. the JSquire came out too and gave d 
loud greeting to her lather, so that, somehow, under cover ol 
this noise she seemed to find concealment for her confu^lon 
and neglect of any suitably formal behavior, while she va^ 
being lifted from the pillion by strong arms which seemed to 
find her ridiculously small and light. And there was the 
best reason for hastening into the house at once, since Ih** 
snow was beginning to fall again, threatening an unpleasant 
journey for such guests as were still on the road. These were 
a small minority ; for already the afternoon was beginning to 
decline, and there would not be too much time for the ladies 
who came from a distance to attire themselves in readiness 
for the early tea which was to insjjirit them for tlie dance. 

There was a buzz of voices througli the house, as Mi*?s 
Nancy entered, mingled with the scrape of a fiddle preluding 
in the kitchen ; but the Lam meters were guests whose arrival 
had evidently been thougiit of so innch that it had been 
watched for from the windows, for Mrs. Kimble, who did the 
honors at the lied House on these great occasions, came for- 
ward to meet Miss !Nancy in the hall, and conduct her up- 
stairs. Mrs. Kimble was the Squire’s si.ster, as well as the 
doctor’s wife — a double dignity, with which lier diameter 
w'as in direct propoition ; so that, a journey up-staivs being 
ratlier fatiguing to her, .she did not o^'ipose 5lis.s Nanej-'s 
request Co be allowed to find her way alone to the Blue Room, 
where tlie Miss Lammett-rs* bandboxes had been deposited on 
their arrival in the morning. 

There w'as hardly a bedroom in the liouse where feminine 
compliments vrere not passing and feminine toilets going 
forward, in various stages, in s])ace made scanty by extra beds 
spread upon the floor; and Miss Nancy, as she entered the 
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Blue Koom, had to make her little formal courtesy to a group 
of six. On the one hand, there were ladies no less important 
than the two Miss Gunns, the wine merchant’s daughters from 
Lytherly, dressed in the height of fashion, with the tightest 
skirts and the shortest waists, and gazed at by Miss Lad brook 
(of the Old Pastures) with a shyness not unsustained by in- 
ward criticism. Partly, Miss Lad brook felt that her own skirt 
must be regarded as unduly lax by the Miss Gunns, and 
partly, that it was a pity the Miss Gunns did not show that 
judgment which she herself would show if she were in their 
place, by stopping a little on this side of the fashion. On the 
other hand, Mrs. Ladbrook was standing in skull-cap and 
front, with her turban in her hand, courtesying and smiling 
blandly and saying, After you, ma’am,” to another lady in 
similar circumstances, who had politely offered the precedence 
at the looking-glass. 

But Miss Kancy had no sooner made her courtesy than an 
elderly lady came forward, whose full white muslin kerchief, 
and mob-cap round her curls of smooth gray hair, were in 
daring contrast with the puffed yellow satins and top-knotted 
caps of her neighbors. She approaclied JtCiss Nancy with 
much primness, and said, with a slow, treble suavity, — 

Niece, I hope 1 see you well in health.” Miss Nancy 
kissed her aunt’s cheek dutifully, and answered, with the 
same sort of amiable primness, Quite well, I thank you, 
aunt ; and I hope I see yon the same.’^ 

Thank you, niece; I keep my health for the present. 
And how is my brother-in-law ? ” 

These dutiful questions and answers were continued until 
it was ascertained in detail that tlie Lammeters were all as 
well as usual, and the Osgoods likewise, also that niece Pris- 
cilla must certainly arrive shortly, and that travelling on 
pillions in snowj' weather was unpleasant, though a Joseph 
was a great protection. Then Nancy was formally intro- 
duced to her aunt’s visitors, tlie Miss Gunns, as being the 
daughters of a mother known to their mother, though now for 
the first time induced to make a journey into these parts ; and 
these ladies were so taken by surprise at finding such a lovely 
face and figure in an out-of-the-way country place, that they 
began to feel some curiosity about the dress she would put on 
when she took off her Joseph. Miss Nancy, whose thoughts 
were always conducted with the propriety and moderation 
conspicuous in her manners, remarked to herself that the Miss 
Gunns were rather hard-featured than otherwise, and that 
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such very low dresses as they wore mifjht have been altrih 
uted to vanity if their shoulders had been pretty, but that, 
being as they were, it was not reasonable to suppose that they 
showed their necks from a love of display, but rather from 
some obligation nob inconsistent with sense and modesty 
She felt convinced, as she opened her box. that this must 
her aunt Osgood's opinion, for Miss Nancy's mind resembkd 
her aunt’s to a decree that every botly said was surpris- 
ing 5 considering the kinship was on Mr. Osgood's side ; and 
though you might not have supposed it from the formality of 
their greeting, there was a devoted attachment and mutual 
admiration between aunt and niece. Even Miss Nance’s 
refusal of her cousin Gilbert Osgood (on the ground solely 
that he was her cousin), though it had grieved her aunt 
greatly, liad not in the least cooled the preference winch had 
determined her to leave Nancy several of her herediiary orna- 
ments, let Gilbert's future wife be whom slie miglit. 

Three of the ladies quickly retired, but the ^liss Gunns 
were quite content that Mrs.*^ Osgood’s inclination to remain 
with her niece gave them also a reason for staying to see the 
rustic beauty's toilet And it was really a pleasure — from 
the first opening of the bandbox, where everything smelt of 
lavender and ro'se-leaves, to the clasping of the small coral 
necklace that fitted closely round her little white neck. 
Everything belonging to Miss Nancy was of delicate purity 
and nattiness; not a crease was wdiere it had no business to 
be, not a bit of her linen professed whiteness without fulfilling 
its profession; the very pins on her j»incushion were stuck in 
after a pattern from which she wa-^ careful to allow no aber- 
ration; and as for her own person, it gave the same idea of 
perfect unvar\'ing neatness as the body of a little bird. It is 
true that her light-brown hair Avas cropped behind like a boy’s 
and was dressed in front in a number of flat rings, that lay 
quite away from her face ; but there was no sort of coiffure 
that could make Miss Nancy’s cheek and neck look otherwise 
than, pretty ; and when at last she stood complete in her 
silvery twilled silk, her lace tucker, her coral necklace, and 
coral ear-drops, the Miss Gunns could see nothing to criticise 
except her hands, which bore the traces of butter-making, 
cheese-crushing, and even still coarser Avork. But Miss Nancy 
was not ashamed of that, for AAhile she was dressing she 
narrated to her aunt how she and Priscilla had packed their 
boxes yesterday, because tliis morning was baking morning, 
and since they were leaving home, it Avas desirable to make 
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a good supply of meat>pies for the kitchen ; and as she con- 
cluded this judicious remark, she turned to the Miss Gunns 
that she might not commit the rudeness of not including them 
in the conversation. The Miss Gunns smiled stiffly, and 
thought what a pity it was that these rich country people, 
who could afford to buy such good clothes (really Miss Nancy’s 
lace and silk were very costlj'), should be brought up in utter 
ignorance and vulgarity. Slie actually said “mate” for 
“ meat/’ “ ’appen ” for perhaps/’ and “ oss ” for “ horse/’ 
which, to young ladies living in good Lytherly society, who 
habitually said ’orse, even in domestic privacy, and only said 
’appen on the right occasions, was necessarily shocking. Miss 
Nancy, indeed, had never been to any school higher than 
Dame Tedman’s : her acquaintance with profane literature 
hardly went beyond the rhymes she had worked in her large 
sampler under the lamb and the shepherdess; and in order to 
balance an account, she Avas obliged to effect her subtraction 
by removing visible metallic shillings and sixpences from a 
visible metallic total. There is hardly a servant-maid in 
these days who is not better informed than ]\[iss Nancy ; yet 
she had the essential attributes of a lady — high veracity, 
delicate honor in her dealings, deference to others, and refined 
personal habits, — and lest these should not suffice to convince 
grammatical fair ones that her feelings can at all resemble 
theirs, 1 will add that she was slightly proud and exacting, 
and as constant in her affection towards a baseless opinion as 
towards an erring lover. 

The anxiety about sister Priscilla, which had grown rather 
active by the time the coral necklace was clasped, was happily 
ended by the entrance of that cheerful-looking lady herself, 
with a face made blowsy by cold and damp. After the 
first questions and greetings, she turned to Nancy, and sur- 
veyed her from head to foot — then wheeled her round, to 
ascertain that the back view was equally faultless. 

“What do you think o’ these gowns, aunt Osgood?” said 
Priscilla, while Nancy helped her to unrobe. 

“ Very handsome indeed, niece,” said Mrs. Osgood, with a 
slight increase of formality. She always tliought niece Pris- 
cilla too rough. 

“ I'm obliged to have the same as Nancy, you know, for all 
I’m five years older, and it makes me look yallow ; for she 
never will have anything without I have mine just like it, 
because she wants us to look like sisters. And I tell her, 
folks ’ull think it’s my weakness makes me fancy as I shall 
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look pretty in what she looks ])retty in. For I am ugly^ 
there’s no denying that : I feature my father’s family. But, 
law ! I don’t mind, do yon ? Vriseilla here turned to the 
Miss Gunns, rattling on in too much preoccupation with the 
delight of talking, to notice that her candor was not appre- 
ciated. “ The pretty uns do for fly-catchers — they keep the 
men off ns. I've no opinion o' the men. Miss Gunn — I don't 
know' what you have. And as for fretting and stewing about 
what they'll think of you from morning till night, and making 
your life uneasy about what they’re doing wdieii they're out o’ 
your sight — as I tell Nancy, it's a folly no woman need be 
guilty of, if she's got a good father and a good home : let her 
leave it to tliem as have got no fortin, and can’t help them- 
selves. As I say, Mr. Ilave-^'our-owu-waj' is the best husband, 
and the only one I’d ever promise to obey. I know it isn't 
pleasant, w'hen you’ve been used to living in a big way, and 
managing hogsheads and ail that, to go and put your nose m 
by somebody else's fireside, or to sit down by yourself to a 
scrag or a knuckle 5 but, thank God ! niy father’s a sober man 
and likely to live ; and if you've got a man by the chimney- 
corner, it doesn't matter if he’s childish — the business needn't 
be broke up.” 

The delicate process of getting her narrow gown over her 
head without injury to her smooth curls, obliged Miss Pris- 
cilla to pause in this rapid survey of life, and Mrs. Osgood 
seized the opportunity of rising and saying, — 

“Well, niece, you’ll follow us. The Miss Gunns will like 
to go down." 

“Sister,” said Nancy, when they were alone, “you’ve 
offended the Miss Gunns. I’m sure.’’ 

“ What have I done, child ? ” said Priscilla, in some alarm. 

“Why, you asked them if they minded about being ugly — 
you’re so very blunt,” 

“Law, did T ? Well, it popped out : it’s a mercy I said no 
more, for I’m a bad un to live with folks when they don’t like 
the truth. But as for being ugly, look at me. child, in this 
silver-colorod silk — I told you how it ’ud be — I look as yal- 
low as a daffadil. Anybody ’ud say you wanted to make a 
mawkin of me.*’ 

“ No. Priscy, don’t say so. I begged and prayed of yow not 
to let us have this silk if you'd like another better. I 
willing to have your choice, yon know I was,” said Nancy, in 
anxious self-vindication. 

“Nonsense, child 1 you know you’d set your heart on this; 
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and reason good, for you^re the color o* cream. It ’ud be fine 
doings for you to dress yourself to suit mf/ skin. What I find 
fault with, is that notion o’ yours as I must dress myself just 
like you. But you do as you like with me — you always did, 
from when first you begun to walk. If you wanted to go the 
field’s length, you’d go; and there was no whipping you, for 
you looked as prim and innicent as a daisy all the while.” 

“ Priscy,” said Nancy, gently, as she fastened a coral neck- 
lace, exactly like her own, round Priscilla’s neck, which was 
very far from being like her own, “ I’m sure I’m willing to 
give way as far as is right, but who shouldn't dress alike if it 
isn’t sisters ? Would you have us go about looking as if we 
were no kin to one another — us that have got no mother and 
not another sister in the world ? I’d do what was right, if I 
dressed in a gown dyed with cheese-coloring ; and I’d rather 
you’d choose, and let me wear what pleases you.” 

“ There you go again ! You’d come round to the same thing 
if one talked to you from Saturday night till Saturday morn- 
ing. It will be fine fun to see how you'll master your husband 
and never raise your voice above the singing o’ the kettle all 
the while. I like to see the men mastered ! ” 

Don’t talk so, Priscy,” said Nancy, blushing. “You know 
I don’t mean ever to be married.” 

“Ob, you never mean a fiddlestick’s end!” said Priscilla, 
as she arranged her discarded dress, and closed her bandbox. 
“ Who shall I have to work for when father’s gone, if you are 
to and take notions in your head and be an old maid, be- 
cause some folks are no better than they should be ? T have- 
n’t a bit o’ patience with you — sitting on an addled egg for- 
ever, as if there was never a fresh un in the world. One old 
maid’s enough out o’ two sisters ; and I shall do credit to a 
single life, for God A’ mighty meant me for it. Come, we can 
go down now. I’m as ready as a mawkin can be — there’s 
nothing a-wanting to frighten the crows, now I’ve got my ear- 
droppers in.” 

As the two Miss Lammeters walked into the large parlor 
together, any one who did not know the character of both 
might certainly have supposed that the reasons why the square- 
shouldered, clumsy, high-featured Priscilla wore a dress the 
fac-simile of her pretty sister’s, was either the mistaken vanity 
of the one, or the malicious contrivance of the other in order 
to set off her own rare beauty. But the good-natured self-for- 
getful cheeriness and common-sense of Priscilla would soon 
h^e dissipated the one suspicion ; and the modest calm of 
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ISTancj’s speech and manners told clearly of a mind free from 
all disavowed devices. 

Places of honor had been kept for the Miss Lammeters 
near the head of the principal teartable in the wainscoted par- 
lor, now looking fresh and pleasant with handsome branches 
of holly, yew, and laurel, from the abundant growths of the 
old garden ; and Kancy felt an inward flutter, that no firm- 
ness of purpose could prevent, when she saw Mr. Godfrey 
Cass advancing to lead her to a seat between himself and Sir. 
Crackenthorp, while Priscilla was called to the opposite side 
between her father and the Squire. It certainly did make 
some difference to Nancy that the lover she had given up was 
the young man of quite the highest consequence in the parish 
— at home in a venerable and unique parlor, which was the 
extremity of grandeur in her experience, a parlor where she 
might one day have been mistress, with the consciousness 
that she was spoken of as “ Madam Cass,” the Squire’s wife. 
These circumstances exalted her inward drama in her own 
eyes, and deepened the emphasis with which she declared to 
herself that not the most dazzling rank should induce her to 
marr}' a man whose conduct showed him careless of his char- 
acter, but that, ‘‘ love once, love always,” was the motto of a 
true and pure woman, and no man should ever have any right 
over her which would be a call on her to destro}" the dried 
flowers that she treasured, and always would treasure, for 
Godfrey Oass^s sake. And Nancy was capable of keeping her 
word to herself under very trying conditions. Nothing but 
a becoming blush betrayed the moving thoughts that urged 
themselves upon her as she accepted the seat next to 5lr. 
Crackenthorp ; for she was so instinctively neat and adroit 
in all her actions, and her pretty lips met each other with 
such quiet firmness, that it would have been difficult for her 
to appear agitated. 

It was not the Rector^s practice to let a charming blush 

f )ass without an appropriate compliment. He was not in the 
east lofty or aristocratic, but simply a merr 3 "-eyed, small fea- 
tured, graj’^-haired inan, with his chin propped by an ample 
many-creased white neckcloth which seemed to predominate 
over every other point in his person, and somehow to impress 
its peculiar character on his remarks ; so that to have con- 
sidered his amenities apart from his cravat would have been a 
severe, and perhaps a dangerous, effort of abstraction. 

“Ha, Miss Nancy,” he said, turning his head within his 
cravat and smiling down pleasantly upon her, “when anybody 
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pretends this has been a severe winter, I shall tell them I saw 
the roses blooming on New Year’s Eve — eh, Godfrey, what 
do you say ? ’’ 

Godfrey made no reply, and avoided looking at Nancy very 
markedly } for tliough these complimentary personalities 
were held to be in excellent taste in old-fashioned Baveloe 
society, reverent love has a politeness of its own which it 
teaches to men otherwise of small schooling. But the Squire 
was rather impatient at Godfrey’s showing himself a dull 
spark in this way. By this advanced hour of the day, the 
Squire was always in higher spirits than we have seen him in 
at the breakfast-table, and felt it quite pleasant to fulfil the 
hereditary duty of being noisily jovial and pati*omzing: the 
large silver snuif-box was in active service and was offered 
without fail to all neighbox*s from time to time, however often 
they might have declined the favor. At present, the Squire 
had only given an express welcome to the heads of families 
as they appeared ; but always as the evening deepened. Ins 
hospit^ity rayed out more widely, till he had tapped the 
youngest guests on the back and shown a peculiar fondness 
for their presence, in the full belief that they must feel their 
lives made happy by their belonging to a parish where there 
was such a hearty man as Squire Cass to invite them and wish 
them well. Even in this early stage of the jovial mood, it 
was natural that he should wish to supply his son’s deficien- 
cies by looking and speaking for him. 

“ Ay, ay,” he began, offering his snuff-box to Lammeter, 
who for the second time bowed his head and waved his hand 
in stiff rejection of the offer, ‘‘ us old fellows may wish our- 
selves young to-night, when we see the mistletoe-bough in the 
White Parlor. It’s true, most things are gone back’aid in 
these last thirty years — the countiy ’s going down since the 
old king fell ill. But when I look at Miss Nancy here, I 
begin to think the lasses keep up their quality j — ding me if 
I remember a sample to match her, not when T was a fine 
young fellow, and thought a deal about my pigfcaiL No 
offence to you, madam,” he added, bending to Mrs. Cmcken- 
thorp, who sat by him, “ I didn’t know you when you were as 
young as Miss Nancy here.” 

Mrs. Crackenthorp — a small blinking woman, who fidgeted 
incessantly with her lace, ribbons, and gold chain, turning her 
head about and making subdued noises, very much like a 
guinea-pig that twitches its nose and soliloquizes in all com- 
pany indisoriiuiuatel}' — now blinked and fidgeted towards 
the Squire, and said, “ Oh no — no offence.” 
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This emphatic compliment of the Squire's to Nancy 'vvas 
felt by others besides Godfrey to have a diplomatic signifi- 
cance ; and her father gave a slight additional erectness to his 
back| as he looked aoross the table at her with complaceni 
gravity. That grave and orderly senior was not going to bats 
a jot of his dignity by seeming elated at the notion ot a 
match between his family and the Squire's : he was gratified 
by any honor paid to his daughter ; but he must see an altera- 
tion in several ways before his consent would be vouchsafed. 
His spare but healthy person, and high-featured firm face, that 
looked as if it had never been flushed by excess, was in 
strong contrast, not only with the Squire's, but with the 
appearance of the Raveloe farmers generally — in accordance 
with a favorite saying of his own, that breed was stronger 
than pasture.” 

“ Miss Nancy’s wonderful like what her mother was, though; 
isn't she, Kimble ? said the stout lady of that name, looking 
round for her husband. 

But Doctor Kimble (country apothecaries in old days en- 
joyed that title without authority of diploma), being a thin 
and agile man, was flitting about the room with his hands 
in his pockets, making himself agreeable to his feminine 
patients, with medical impartiality, and being welcomed every- 
where as a doctor by hereditary right — not one of those mis- 
erable apothecaries who canvass for practice in strange neigh- 
borhoods, and spend all their income in starving their one 
horse, but a man of substance, able to keep an extravagant 
table like the best of his patients. Time out of mind the 
Raveloe doctor had been a Kimble ; Kimble was inherently a 
doctor’s name ; and it was difficult to contemplate firmly the 
melancholy fact that the actual Kimble had no son, so that his 
practice might one day be handed over to a successor with the 
incongruous name of Ta3dor or Johnson. But in that case 
the wiser people in Raveloe would emplo}* Dr. Blick of Flit- 
ton — as less unnatural. 

*‘Did you speak to me, my dear ? ” said the authentic doctor, 
coming quickly to his wife’s side ; but, as if foreseeing that 
she would Ije too much out of breath to repeat her remark, he 
went on immediately — Ha, Miss Priscilla, the sight of you 
revives the taste of that super-excellent pork-pie. I hope the 
batch isn't near an end.” 

Yes, indeed, it is, doctor,” said Priscilla ; but I'll answer 
for it the next shall be as good. My pork-pies don’t turn out 
well by chance.” 
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**Not as your doctoriug does, eh, Kimble ? — because folks 
forget to take your physic, eh ? said the Squire, who re- 
garded physic and doctors as many loyal churchmen regard 
the church and the clergy — tasting a joke against them when 
he was in health, but impatiently eager for their aid when any* 
thing was the ifiatter with him. He tapped his box, and looked 
round with a triumphant laugh. 

“ Ah, she has a quick wit, my friend Priscilla has,^' said the 
doctor, choosing to attribute the epigram to a lady rather than 
allow a brother-in-law that advantage over him. She saves 
a little pepper to sprinkle over her talk — that's the reason 
why she never puts too much into her pies. There’s my wife, 
now, she never has an answer at her tongue's end; but if I 
offend her, she’s sure to scarify my throat with black pepper 
the next day, or else give me the colic with watery greens. 
That’s an awful tit-for-tat.” Here the vivacious doctor made 
a pathetic grimace. 

“ Did you ever hear the like ? ” said Mrs. Kimble, laughing 
above her double chin with much good humor, aside to Mrs. 
Grackenthorp, who blinked and nodded, and amiably intended 
to smile, but the intention lost itself in small twitchings and 
noises. 

“ I suppose that’s the sort of tit-for-tat adopted in your pro- 
fession, Kimble, if you’ve a grudge against a patient,” said 
the Rector. 

Never do have a grudge against our patients,” said Mr. 
Kimble, '^except when they leave us: and then, you see, we 
haven’t the chance of prescribing for ’em Ha, Miss Nancy,” 
he continued, suddenly skipping to Nancy’s side, you won’t 
forget your promise ? You’re to save a dance for me, you 
know.” 

“ Come, come, Kimble, don’t you be too for’ard,” said the 
Squire. ^‘Give the young uns fair-play. There’s my son 
Godfrey ’ll be wanting to have a round with you if you run off 
with Miss Nancy. He’s besx>oke her for the first dance, I’ll 
be bound. Eh, sir ! what do you say ? ” he continued, throw- 
ing himself backward, and looking at Godfrey. “ Haven't you 
asked Miss Nancy to open the dance with you ? ’’ 

Godfrey, sorely uncomfortable under this significant insist- 
ence about Nancy, and afraid to think where it would end by 
the time bis father had set his usual hospitable example of 
drinking before and after supper, saw no course open but to 
turn to Nancy and say, with as little awkwardness as pos- 
Bible, — 



90 


SILAS MAni^En. 


“No; Fve not asked her yet, but J hope she’ll consent — 
if somebody else hasn’t been before me.’’ 

“ No, I've not engaged myself,” said Naiic3% quietly, though 
blushingly, (If 3 ^[r. Gotlirey founded any hopes on her con- 
senting to dance with him, he would soon be undeceived ; but 
there was no need for her to be uncivil.) 

“ Then I hope you’ve no objections to dancing with me,” 
said Godfre3% beginning to lose the sense that there was 
anything uncomfortable in this ari'angement. 

“ No, no objections,” said Nancy, in a cold tone. 

“Ah, well, you’re a lucky fellow, Godfrey,” said uncle 
Kimble ; “ but you're my godson, so I won’t stand in your 
way. Else I’ln not so very^ old, eh, my dear ? ” he went on, 
skipping to his wife’s side again. “ You wouldn’t mind my 
having a second after you were gone — not if I cried a good 
deal first ? ” 

“ Come, come, take a cup o’ tea and stop your tongue, do,” 
said good-humored Mrs. Kimble, feeling some pride in a bus- 
band who must be regarded as so clever and amusing by the 
company generally. If he had only not been irritable at 
cards ! 

While safe, well-tested personalities were enlivening the 
tea in this way, the sound of the fiddle approaching within a 
distance at which it could be heard distinctlj', made the young 
people look at each other with sy in pathetic impatience for the 
end of the meal. 

“ Why, there’s Solomon in the hall,” said the Squire, “and 
playing my fav’rite tune, I believe — ‘ The flaxen-headed 
ploughboy ’ — he’s for giving us a hint as we aren’t enough in 
a hurry to hear him pla3\ Bob,” he called out to his third 
long-legged son, who was at the other end of the room, “open 
the door, and tell Solomon to come in. He shall give us a 
tune here.” 

Bob obeyed, and Solomon walked in, fiddling as he walked, 
for he would on no account break off in the middle of a tune. 

“ Here, Solomon,” said the Squire, with loud patronage. 
“ Round here, my man. Ah, I knew it was ‘ The flaxen-headed 
ploughboy : ’ there’s no finer tune.” 

Solomon Mace}^, a small hale old man, with an abundant 
crop of long white hair reaching nearly to his shoulders, 
advanced to the indicated spot, bowing reverently while he 
fiddled, as much as to say that he respected the company 
though be respected the key-note more. As soon as he had 
repeated the tune and lowered his fiddle, he bowed again to 
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the Squire and the Rector, and said, “ I hope I see your honor 
and your reverence well, and wishing you health and long life 
and a happy New Year. And wishing the same to you, Mr. 
Lainmeter, sir ; and to the other gentlemen, and the madams, 
and the young lasses.” 

As Solomon uttered the last words, he bowed in all directions 
solicitously, lest he should be wanting in due respect. But 
thereupon he immediately began to prelude, and fell into the 
tune which he knew would be taken as a special compliment 
by Mr. Lammeter. 

“ Thank ye, Solomon, thank ye,” said Mr. Lammeter when 
the fiddle paused again. “That’s ‘Over the hills and far 
away,’ that is. My father used to say to me, whenever we 
heard that tune, ‘ Ah, lad, I come from over the hills and far 
away.’ There’s a many tunes I don’t make head or tail of ; 
but that speaks to me like the blackbird’s whistle. I suppose 
it’s the name : there’s a deal in the name of a tune.” 

But Solomon was already impatient to prelude again, and 
presently broke with much spirit into “ Sir Roger de Coverley,” 
at which there was a sound of chairs pushed back, and laugh- 
ing voices. 

“Ay, ay, Solomon, we know what that means,” said the 
Squire, rising. “It’s time to begin the dance, eh? Lead 
the way, then, and we’ll all follow you.” 

So Solomon, holding his white head on one side, and play- 
ing vigorously, marched forward at the head of the gay pro- 
cession into the White Parlor, where the mistletoe-bough was 
hung, and multitudinous tallow candles made rather a brilliant 
effect, gleaming from among the berried holly-boughs, and 
reflected in the old-fashioned oval mirrors fastened in the 
panels of the white wainscot. A quaint procession ! Old 
Solomon, in his seedy clothes and long white locks, seemed to 
be luring that decent company by the magic scream of his 
fiddle — luring discreet matrons in turban-shaped caps, nay, 
Mrs. Crackenthorp herself, the summit of whose perpendicular 
feather was on a level with the Squire’s shoulder — luring fair 
lasses complacently conscious of very short waists and skirts 
blameless of front-folds — luring burly fathers in large varie- 
gated waistcoats, and ruddy sons, for the most part shy and 
sheepish, in short nether garments and very long coat-tails. 

Already Mr. Macey and a few other privileged villagers, 
who were allowed to be spectators on these great occasions, 
were seated on benches placed for them near the door ; and 
great was the admiration and satisfaction in that quarter when 
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the couples had formed themselves for the dance, and the 
Squire led off with Mrs. Crackenthorp, joining hands with 
the Eector and Mrs. Osgood. That was as it should be — that 
was what everybody Jiad been used to — and the charter of 
Eaveloe seemed to be renewed by the ceremony. It was not 
thought of as an unbecoming levity for the old and middle- 
aged people to dance a little before sitting down to cards, but 
rather as part of their social duties. For what were these if 
not to be merry at appropriate times, interchanging visits and 
poultry with due frequency, paying each other old-established 
compliments in sound traditional phrases, passing well-tried 
personal jokes, urging your guests to eat and drink too much 
out of hospitality, and eating and drinking too much in your 
neighbor's house to show that you liked your cheer? And 
the parson naturally set au example in these social duties. 
For it would not have been possible for the Eaveloe mind, 
without a peculiar revelation, to know that a clergyman should 
be a pale-faced memento of solemnities, instead of a reason- 
ably faulty man whose exclusive authority to read prayers 
and preach, to christen, marry, and bury you, necessarily coex- 
isted with the right to sell you the ground to be buried in and 
to take tithe in kind ; on which last point, of course, there was 
a little grumbling, but not to the extent of irreligion — not of 
deeper significance than the grumbling at the rain, which was 
by no means accompanied with a spirit of impious defiance, 
but with a desire that the prayer for fine weather might be 
read forthwith. 

There was no reason, then, why the Eector's dancing should 
not be received as part of the fitness of things quite as much 
as the Squire's, or why, on the other hand, Mr. Macey^s official 
respect should restrain him from subjecting the parson’s per- 
formance to that criticism with which minds of extraordinary 
acuteness must necessarily contemplate the doings of their 
fallible fellow-men. 

‘^The Squire’s pretty springe, considering his weight,’' said 
Mr. ]\Iacey, “ and he stamps uncommon well. But Mr. Lam- 
meter beats ’em all for shapes ; you see he holds his head like 
a sodger, and he isn’t so cushiony as most o’ the oldish gen- 
tle-folks — they run fat in general ; and he’s got a fine leg. 
The parson’s nimble enough, but he hasn't got much of a leg : 
it’s a bit too thick down’ard, and his knees might be a bib 
nearer wi’out damage ; but he might do worse, he might do 
worse. Though he hasn’t that grand way o’ waving his hand 
as the Squire has.” 
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Talk o’ nimbleness, look at Mrs. Osgood/’ said Ben Win- 
throp, who was holding his son Aaron between his knees. 

She trips along with her little steps, so as nobody can see 
how she goes — it’s like as if she had little wheels to her feet. 
She doesn’t look a day older nor last year : she’s the finest- 
made woman as is, let the next be where she will.” 

I don’t heed how the women are made,” said Mr, Macey, 
with some contempt. They wear nayther coat nor breeches : 
you can’t make much out o’ their shapes.” 

Fayder,” said Aaron, whose feet were busy beating out 
the tune, ^‘how does that big cock’s-feather stick in Mrs. 
Crackenthorp’s yead ? Is there a little hole for it, like in my 
shuttle-cock ? ” 

Hush, lad, hush; that’s the way the ladies dress their- 
selves, that is,” said the father, adding, however, in an under- 
tone to Mr. Macey, “ It does make her look funny, though — 
partly like a short-necked bottle wi’ a long quill in it. Hey, 
by jingo, there’s the young Squire leading off now, wi’ Miss 
Nancy for partners ! There’s a lass for you I — like a pink- 
and-white posy— there’s nobody ’ud think as anybody could 
be so pritty. I shouldn’t wonder if she*s Madam Cass some 
day, arter all — and nobody more rightfuller, for they’d make 
a fine match. You can find nothing against Master Godfrey’s 
shapes, Macey, J’ll bet a penny.” 

Mr. Macey screwed up his mouth, leaned his head further 
on one side, and twirled his thumbs with a presto move- 
ment as his eyes followed Godfrey up the dance. At last 
he summed up his opinion. 

" Pretty well down’ard, but a bit too round i’ the shoulder- 
blades. And as for them coats as he gets from the Flitton 
tailor, they’re a poor cut to pay double money for.” 

Mr. Macey, you and me are two folks,” said Ben, 
slightly indignant at this carping. ‘‘When I’ve got a pot 
o’ good ale, I like to swaller it, and do my inside good, i’stead 
o’ smelling and staring at it to see if I can’t find faut wi’ the 
brewing. I should like you to pick me out a finer-limbed 
young fellow nor Master Godfrey — one as ’ud knock you 
down easier, or ’s more pleasanter looksed when he’s piert 
and merry.” 

“ Tchuh ! ” said Mr. Macey, provoked to increased severity, 
*‘he isn’t come to his right color yet : he’s partly like a slack- 
baked pie. And I doubt he’s got a soft place in his head, else 
why should he be turned round the finger by that offal Dunsey 
as aobod3^’s seen o’ late, and let him kill that fine hunting boss 
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as was the talk o’ the country ? And one while he was allays 
after Miss Nancy, and then it all went ofE again, like a smell 
o’ hot porridge, as I may say. That wasn’t my way when I 
went a-coorting.” 

Ah, but mayhap Miss Nancy hung off like, and your lass 
didn’t,” said Ben. 

should say she didn’t,” said Mr. Macey, significantly. 
‘^Before I said 'sniff,’ I took care to know as she’d say 
' snaff,’ and pretty quick too. I wasn't argoing to open my 
mouth, like a dog at a fiy, and snap it to again, wi’ nothing 
to swalier.” 

“ Well, I think Miss Nancy’s a-coming round again,” said 
Ben, "for Master Godfrey doesn’t look so down-hearted to- 
night. And I see he’s for taking her away to sit down, now 
they’re at the end o’ the dance : that looks like sweethearting, 
that does.” 

The reason why Godfrey and Nancy had left the dance was 
not so tender as Ben imagined. In the close press of couples 
a slight accident had happened to Nancy’s dress, which, while 
it was short enough to .'?how her neat ankle in front, was 
long enough behind to be caught under the stately stamp of 
the Squire’s foot, so as to rend certain stitches at the waist, 
and cause much sisterly agitation in Priscilla’s mind, as well 
as serious concern in Nancy's. One’s thoughts may be much 
occupied with love-struggles, but hardly so as to be insensible 
to a disorder in the general framework of things. Nancy had 
no sooner completed her duty in the figure they were dancing 
than she said to Godfrey, with a deep blush, that she must go 
and sit down till Priscilla could come to her; for the sisters 
had already exchanged a short whisper and an open-eyed 
glance full of meaning. No reason less urgent than this could 
have prevailed on Nancy to give Godfrey this opportunity of 
sitting apart with her. As for Godfrey, he was feeling so 
happy and oblivious under the long charm of the country- 
dance with Nancy, that he got rather bold on the strength of 
her confusion, and was capable of leading her straight away, 
without leave asked, into the adjoining small parlor, where 
the card-tables were set. 

" O no, thank you,” said Nancy, coldly, as soon as she per- 
ceived where he was going, “ not in there. I’ll wait here till 
Priscilla’s ready to come to me. I’m sorry to bring you out 
of the dance and make myself troublesome.” 

" Why, you'll be more comfortable here by yourself,” said 
the artful Godfrey ; I’ll leave you here till your sister can 
come.” He spoke in an indifferent tone. 
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That was an agreeable proposition, and just wliat Nancy 
desired; why, then, was she a little hurt that Mr. Godfrey 
should make it ? They entered, and she seated herself on a 
chair against one of the card-tables, as the stiffest and most 
unapproachable position she could choose. 

Thank you, sir,” she said immediatel3^ “ I needn^t give 
you any more trouble. Ihn sorry you've had such an unlucky 
partner.” 

That's very ill-natured of you,” said Godfrey, standing by 
her without any sign of intended departure, ‘‘to be sorry 
you've danced with me.” 

‘‘ Oh no, sir, I don't mean to say what's ill-natured at all,” 
said Nancy, looking distractiiigly prim and pretty. When 
gentlemen have so many pleasures, one dance can matter but 
very little.” 

“ You know that isn't true. You know one dance with you 
matters more to me than all the other pleasures in the world.” 

It was a long, long w'hile since Godfrey had said anything so 
direct as that, and Nancy was startled. But her instinctive 
dignity and repugnance to any show of emotion made her sit 
perfectly still, and only throw a little more decision into her 
voice, as she said, — 

^‘No, indeed, Mr. Godfrey, that's not known to me, and I 
have very good reasons for thinking different. But if it's 
true, I don't wish to hear it.” 

‘‘Would you never forgive me, then, Nancy — never think 
well of me, let what would happen — would 3’ou never think 
the present made amends for the past ? Not if I turned a 
good fellow, and gave up everything you didn't like ? ” 

Godfrey was half couscious that this sudden opportunity of 
speaking to Nancy alone had driven him beside himself ; but 
blind feeling had got the mastery of his tongue. Nancy really 
felt much agitated by the possibility Godfrey's Avords sug- 
gested, but this very pressure of emotion that she was in 
danger of finding too strong for her roused all her powder of 
self-command. 

“ I should be glad to see a good change in anybody, Mr. 
Godfrey,” she answered, with the slightest discernible differ- 
ence of tone, “ but it 'ud be better if no change Avas Avanted.” 

“You're very hard-hearted, Nancy,'’ said Godfrey, jjettishly. 
“You might encourage me to be a better felloAv. I'm very 
miserable — but you've no feeling.” 

“ I think those have the least feeling that act wrong to 
begin with,” said Nancy, sending out a flash in spite of her- 
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self. Godfrey was delighted with that little flash, and would 
have liked to go on and make her quarrel with him ; Kancy 
was so exasperatingly quiet and Arm. But she was not iudif- 
ferent to him yet. 

The entrance of Priscilla, bustling forward and saying, 
“ Dear heart alive, child, let us look at this gown,” cut off 
Godfrey’s hopes of a quarrel. 

" I suppose I must go now,” he said to Priscilla. 

It’s no matter to me whether you go or stay,” said that 
frank lady, searching for something in her pocket, with a 
preoccupied brow. 

“ Do you want me to go ? ” said Godfrey, looking at Kancy, 
who was now standing up by Priscilla’s order. 

*^As you like,” said Nancy, trying to recover all her former 
coldness, and looking down carefully at the hem of her gown. 

Then I like to stay,” said Godfrey, with a reckless deter- 
mination to get as much of this joy as he could to-night, and 
think nothing of the morrow. 


CHAPTER XII. 

While Godfrey Cass was taking draughts of forgetfulness 
from the sweet presence of Nancy, willingly losing all sense 
of that hidden bond which at other moments galled and fret- 
ted him so as to mingle irritation with the very sunshine, 
Godfrey’s wife was walking with slow uncertain steps through 
the snow-covered Raveloe lanes, carrying her child in her 
arms. 

This journey on New Year’s Eve was a premeditated act of 
vengeance which she had kept in her heart ever since Godfrey, 
in a flt of passion, had told her he would sooner die than 
acknowledge her as his wife. There would be a great party 
at the Red House on New Year’s Eve, she knew : her husband 
would be smiling and smiled upon, hiding her existence in the 
darkest corner of his heart. But she would mar his pleasure, 
she would go in her dingy rags, with her faded face, once as 
handsome as the best, with her little child that had its father’s 
hair and eyes, and disclose herself to the Squire as his eldest 
son’s wife. It is seldom that the miserable can help regard- 
ing their misery as a wrong inflicted by those who are less 
miserable. Molly knew that the cause of her dingy rags was 
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not lier husband’s neglect, but the demon Opium to whom she 
was enslaved, body and soul, except in the lingering mother’s 
tenderness that refused to give him her hungry child. She 
knew this well ; and yet, in the moments of wretched unbe- 
numbed consciousness, the sense of her want and degradation 
transformed itself continually into bitterness towards Godfrey. 
He was well off; and if she had her rights she would be well 
off too. The belief that he repented his marriage, and suffered 
from it, only aggravated her vindictiveness. Just and self- 
reproving thoughts do not come to us too thicklj*^, even in the 
purest air and with the best lessons of heaven and earth ; 
how should those white-winged delicate messengers make 
their way to Molly’s poisoned chamber, inhabited by no 
higher memories than those of a barmaid’s paradise of pink 
ribbons and gentlemen’s jokes ? 

She had set out at an early hour, but had lingered on the 
road, inclined by her indolence to believe that if she waited 
under a warm shed the snow would cease to fall. She had 
waited longer than she knew, and now that she found herself 
belated in the snow-hidden ruggediiess of the long lanes, even 
the animation of a vindictive purpose could not keep her spirit 
from failing. It was seven o’clock, and by this time she was 
not very far from Eavcloe, but she was not familiar enough 
with those monotonous lanes to know how near she was to her 
journey’s end. She needed comfort, and she knew' but one 
comforter — the familiar demon in her bosom; but she hesi- 
tated a moment, after drawing out the black remnant, before 
she raised it to her lips. In that moment the mother’s love 
pleaded for painful consciousness rather than oblivion — 
pleaded to be left in aching weariness, rather than to have the 
encircling arms benumbed so that they ^ould not feel the dear 
burden. In another moment Molly had flung something away, 
but it was not the black remnant — it was an empty phial. 
And she walked on again under the breaking cloud, from 
which there came now and then the light of a quickly veiled 
star, for a freezing wind had sprung up since the snowing had 
ceased. But she w'alked always more and more drowsily, and 
clutched more and more automatically the sleeping child at 
her bosom. 

Slowly the demon was working his will, and cold and weari- 
ness were his helpers. Soon she felt nothing but a supreme 
immediate longing that curtained off all futurity — the long- 
ing to lie down and sleep. She had arrived at a spot where 
her footsteps were no longer checked b}’ a hedgei^ow, and she 
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had wandered vaguely, unable to distinguish any objects, not- 
withstanding the wide whiteness around her, and the growing 
starlight. She sank down against a straggling furze bush, an 
easy pillow enough ; and the bed of snoAV, too, was soft. Slie 
did not feel that the bed was cold, and did not heed whether [ 
the child would wake and cry for her. But her arms had not 
yet relaxed their instinctive clutch ; and the little one slum- 
bered on as gently as if it had been rocked in a lace-trimmed 
cradle. ! 

But the complete torpor came at last ; the fingers lost their 
tension, the arms unbent ; then the little head fell away from 
the bosom, and the blue eyes opened wide on the cold stai- ^ 
light. At first there was a little peevish cry of “ mammy,’’ \ 
and an effort to regain the pillowing arm and bosom; but 
mammy’s ear was deaf, and the pillow seemed to be slipping 
away backward. Suddenly, as the child rolled downward on ; 
its mother’s knees, all wet with snow, its eyes were caught by 
a bright glancing light on the white ground, and, with the 
ready transition of infancy, it was immediately absorbed in 
watching tlie bright living thing running towards it, yet never 
arriving. That bright living thing must be caught ; and m an 
instant the child had slipped on all fours, and held out one 
little hand to catch the gleam. But the gleam would not be 
caught in that way, and now the head was held up to see 
where the cunning gleam came from. It came from a very 
bright place ; and tlie little one, rising un its legs, toddled 
through the snow, the old grimy shawl in which it was 
wrapped trailing behind it, and the queer little bonnet dan- 
gling at its back — toddled on to the open door of Silas Marnei’s 
cottage, and right up to the warm hearth, where there was a 
bright fire of logs and sticks, which had thoroughly warmed 
the old sack (Silas’s greatcoat) spread out on the bricks to 
dry. The little one, accustomed to be left to itself for long 
hours without notice from its mother, squatted dow'ii on the 
sack, and spread its tiny hands towards the blaze, in perfect 
contentment, gurgling and making many inarticulate com- 
munications to the cheerful fire, like a new-hatched gosling 
beginning to find itself comfortable. But presently the 
warmth had a lulling effect, and the little golden head sank 
down on the old sack, and the blue eyes were veiled by their 
delicate half-transparent lids. 

But where was Silas Marner while this strange visitor had 
come to his hearth ? He was in the cottage, but he did not 
see the child. During the last few tveeks, since he had lost 



SILAS MARNER. 


his money, he had contracted the habit of opening his door 
and looking out from time to time, as if he thought that his 
money might be somehow coming back to him, or that some 
trace, some news of it, might be mysteriously on the road, and 
be caught by the listening ear or the straining eye. It was 
chiefly at night, when he was not occupied in his loom, that 
he fell into this repetition of an act for which he could have 
assigned no definite purpose, and which can hardly be under- 
stood except by those who have undergone a bewildering 
separation from a supremely loved object. In the evening 
twilight, and later whenever the night was not dark, Silas 
looked out on that narrow prospect round the Stone-pits, 
listening and gazing, not with hope, but with mere yearning 
and unrest. 

This morning he had been told by some of his neighbors 
that it was ITew Year’s Eve, and that he must sit up and hear 
the old year rung out and the new rung in, because that was 
good luck, and might bring his money back again. This was 
only a friendly Raveloe-way of jesting with the half-crazy 
oddities of a miser, but it had perhaps helped to throw Silas 
into a more than usually excited state. Since the on-coming 
of twilight he had opened his door again and again, though 
only to shut it immediately at seeing all distance veiled by 
the falling snow. But the last time he opened it the snow 
had ceased, and the clouds were parting here and there. He 
stood and listened, and gazed for a long while — there was 
really something on the road coming towards him then, but 
he caught no sign of it ; and the stillness and the wide track- 
less snow seemed to narrow his solitude, and touched his 
yearning with the chill of despair. He went in again, and 
put his right hand on the latch of the door to close it — but 
he did not close it : he was arrested, as he had been already 
since his loss, by the invisible wand of catalepsy, and stood 
like a graven image, with wide but sightless eyes, holding 
open his door, powerless to resist either the good or evil that 
might enter there. 

When Marner’s sensibility returned, he continued the action 
which had been arrested, and closed his door, unaware of the 
chasm in his consciousness, unaware of any intermediate 
change, except that the light had grown dim, and that he was 
chilled and faint. He thought he had been too long standing 
at the door and looking out. Turning towards the hearth, 
where the two logs had fallen apart, and sent forth only a 
red uncertain glimmer, he seated himself on his fireside chw^ 
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and was stooping to push bis logs together^ when, to his 
blurred vision, it seemed as if there were gold on the door in 
front of the hearth. Gold ! — his own gold — brought back 
to him as mysteriously as it had been taken away I He felt 
his heart begin to beat violently, and for a few moments he 
was unable to stretch out his hand and grasp the restored 
treasure. The heap of gold seemed to glow and get larger be- 
neath his agitated gaze. He leaned forward at last, and 
stretched forth his hand; but instead of the hard coin^iith 
the familiar resisting outline, his fingers encountered soft warm 
curls. In utter amazement, Silas fell on his knees and bent 
his head low to examine the marvel ; it was a sleeping child — 
a round, fair thing, with soft yellow rings all over its head 
Could this be his little sister come back to him in a dream — 
his little sister whom he had carried about iii his arms for a 
year before she died, when he was a small boy without shoes or 
stockings ? That was the first thought that darted across 
Silas’s blank wonderment. Was it a dream ? He rose to 
his feet again, pushed his logs together, and, throwing on some 
dried leaves and sticks, raised a fiame ; but the fiame did not 
disperse the vision — it only lit up more distinctly the little 
round form of the child, and its shabby clothing. It was very 
much like his little sister. Silas sank into his chair powerless, 
under the double presence of an inexplicable surprise and a 
hurrying infiux of memories. How and when had the child 
come in without his knowledge ? He had never been beyond 
the door. But along with that question, and almost thrust- 
ing it away, there was a vision of the old home and the 
old streets leading to Lantern Yard — and within that vision 
another, of the thoughts which had been present with him in 
those far-off scenes. The thoughts were strange to him now, 
like old friendships impossible to revive ; and yet he had a 
dreamy feeling that this child was somehow a message come 
to him from that far-off life : it stirred fibres that had never 
been moved in Baveloe — old quiverings of tenderness — old 
impressions of awe at the presentiment of some Power pr^ 
siding over his life ; for his imagination had not yet extri- 
cated itself from the sense of mystery in the child’s sudden 
presence, and had formed no conjectures of ordinary natural 
means by which the event could }ia«'e been brought about. 

But there was a cry on the hearth : the child had awake^ 
and Marner stooped to lift it on his knee. It clung round bis 
neck, and burst louder and louder into that miugling of inar- 
ticulate cries with “ mammy ” by which little children express 
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the bewilderment of waking. Silas pressed it to him, and 
almost unconsciously uttered sounds of hushing tenderness, 
while he bethought himself that some of his porridge, which 
had got cool by the dying fire, would do to feed the child with 
if it were only warmed up a little. 

He had plenty to do through the next hour. The porridge, 
sweetened with some dry brown sugar from an old store which 
he had refrained from using for himself, stopped the cries of 
the little one, and made her lift her blue eyes with a wide 
quiet gaze at Silas, as he put the spoon into her mouth. 
Presently she slipped from his knee and began to toddle about, 
but with a pretty stagger that made Silas jump up and follow 
her lest she should fall against anything that would hurt her. 
But she only fell in a sitting posture on the ground, and be- 
gan to pull at her boots, looking up at him with a crying face 
as if the boots hurt her. He took her on his knee again, but 
it was some time before it occurred to Silas’s dull bachelor 
mind that the wet boots were the grievance, pressing on her 
warm ankles. He got them off with difficulty, and baby was 
at once happily occupied with the j)rimary mj^stery of her own 
toes, inviting Silas, with much chuckling, to consider the 
mystery too. But the wet boots had at last suggested to Silas 
that the child had been walking on the snow, and this roused 
him from his entire oblivion of any ordinary means by which it 
could have entered or been brought into his house. Under 
the prompting of this new idea, and without waiting to form 
conjectures, he raised the child in his arms, and went to the 
door. As soon as he had opened it, there was the cry of 
“mammy” again, which Silas had not heard since the child’s 
first hungry waking. Bending forward, he could just discern 
the marks made by^ the little feet on the virgin snow, and he 
followed their track to the furze hushes. “ Mammy ! ” the 
little one cried again and again, stretching itself forward so as 
almost to escape from Silas’s arms, before he himself was 
aware that there was something more than the bush before 
him — that there was a human body, with the head sunk low 
in the furze, and half-covered with the shaken snow. 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

It was after the early supper-time at the Reel House, anrl 
the entertainment was in tliat stage vdien bashfulness itself 
had passed into easy jollity, when geutlemeu, conscious of un- 
nsu^ accomplishments, could at length be prevailed on to 
dance a hornpipe, and wlieu the Squire preferred talking' 
loudly, scattering snuff, and patting his visitors* backs, to 
sitting longer at the whist-table — a choice exasperating to 
uncle Kimble, Tvho, being always volatile in sober busino'^s 
hours, became inten&e and bitter over cards and biandy, 
shuffled before his adversary's deal "with a glare of suspicion, 
and turned up a mean trnmp-caid with an air of inexpressible 
disgust, as if in a world where such things could liapjien one 
might as well enter on a course of reckless profligacy. IVhen 
the evening had advanced to this pitch of freedom and enjo) - 
ment, it was usual for the servants, the heavy duties of supi'cr 
being well over, to get their share of amusement by coming to 
look on at tlie dancing ; so that the back regions of the lioiise 
were left in solitude. 

There were two doors by which the ^yhite Parlor was 
entered from the hall, and they were both standing open for 
the sake of air ; but tlie lower one was crowded with the ser- 
vants and villagers, and only the upper doorway was left free. 
Bob Cass WHS figuring in a hornpipe, and liis father, very 
proud of this lithe sou, whom he repeatedly declared to be just 
like himself in his young da} s iu a tone that implied this to 
be the very highest stamp of juvenile merit, w'as the centre of 
a group wdio liad placed themselves opposite the performer, 
not far from the u))[>er door. Godfrey was standing a little 
■way off, not to admire his brother’s dancing, but to keep sight 
of Nancy, who wjis seated in the group, near her father. He 
stood aloof, because he w'ished to avoid suggesting himself as 
a subject for the Squire’s fatherly jokes in connection with 
matrimony and Miss Nancy Lam meter’s beauty, which were 
likely to become more ancl more explicit. But he had the 
prospect of dancing with her again when the hornpipe was 
concluded, and in the meanwhile it was very pleasant to get 
long glances at her quite uiiobbcrved. 



SILAS MARjYEE. 


lOS 

But when Godfrey was lifting his eyes from one of those 
long glances, they encountered an object as startling to him at 
that moment as if it had been an apparition from the dead. 
It ivas an apparition from that hidden life which lies, like a 
dark by-street, behind the goodl} ornamented fagade that 
meets the sunlight and the gaze of respectable admirers. It 
was his own child carried in Silas Manier’s arms. That was 
his instantaneous impression, unaccompanied by doubt, though 
he had not seen the child for months past ; and when the hope 
was rising that he might possibly be mistaken, ^Ir. Cracken- 
thorp and Mr, Lammeter had already advanced to Silas, in 
astonishment at this strange advent. Godfrey joined them 
immediatel}’^, unable to rest without hearing every' word — 
trying to control himself, but conscious that if any one noticed 
him, they must see that lie was white-lipped and trembling. 

But now all eyes at that end of the room were bent on Silas 
flamer ; the Squire himself had risen, and asked angrily, 

How’s this? — what’s this? — what do you do coming la 
here iii this way ? ” 

“ I’m come for the doctor — -I want the doctor,” Silas had 
said, in the first moment, to Mr. Crackenthovp. 

<«Why, what’s the matter, Mariier ?” said the rector. “The 
doctor’s here ; but say quietly what you want him for.” 

“ It’s a woman,” said Silas, speaking low, and half-breath- 
lessly, just as Godfrey came up. “ She’s dead, I think — dead 
in the snow at the Stone-pits — not far from my door.” 

Godfrey felt a great throb: there was one terror in his 
mind at that moment: it was, that the w'omau might not be 
dead. That was an evil terror — an ugly inmate to have 
found a nestlmg-plaee in Godfrey’s kindly disposition ; but 
no disposition is a security from e\il wishes to a man whose 
happiness hangs on duplicity. 

“Hush, hush!” said Mr. Crackenthorp. “Go out into the 
hall there. I'll fetch the doctor to you. Found a woman in 
the snow — and thinks she's dead,” he added, speaking low, 
to the Squire. “ Better say as little about it as possible : it 
will shock the ladies. Just tell them a poor woman is ill 
from cold and hunger. I’ll go and fetch Kimble.” 

By this time, however, the ladies had pressed forward, curi- 
ous to know what could have brought the solitary linen- 
weaver there under such strange circumstances, and inter- 
ested in the pretty child, who, half alarmed and half attracted 
by the brightness and the numerous company, now frowned 
and hid her face, now lifted up her head again and looked 
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round placablj, until a toucb or a coaxing word brought back 
the frown, and made her bury her face with new determina^ 
tioB. 

“What child is it ? ” said several ladies at once, and, among 
the rest, Nancy Lammeter, addressing Godfrey, 

“I don't know — some poor woman who has been found 
in the snow, 1 believe,” was the answer Godfrey wrung fi-om 
himself with a terrible effort. (“After all, am 1 certain?'’ 
he hastened to add, in anticipation of his own conscience.) 

“Why, you’d better leave the child here, then, ilastei 
Mamer,” said good-natured Mrs, Kimble, hesitating, however, 
to take those dingy clothes into contact with her own 
mented satin bodice. “ Til tell one of the girls to fetch it.’’ 

“ No — no — I can’t part with it, I can’t let it go,” said 
Silas, abruptly. “ It’s come to me — I’ve a right to keep it,” 

The proposition to take the child from him had come to 
Silas quite unexpectedly, and his speech, uttered under a strong 
sudden impulse, was almost like a revelation to himself: a 
minute before, he had no distinct intention about the child, 

“ Did you ever hear the like ? ” said Mrs. Kimble, in mild 
surprise, to her neighbor. 

“Now, ladies, I must trouble you to stand aside,” said Mr. 
Kimble, coming from the card-room, in some bitterness at the 
interruption, but drilled by the long habit of Ins profession 
Into obedience to unpleasant cal^s, even when he was hardly 
sober, 

“It’s a nasty business turning out now, eh, Kimble ?” said 
the Squire. “ He might ha’ gone for your young fellow — the 
^prentice, there — what’s his name ? ” 

“ Might ? ay — what’s the use of talking about might ? ” 
CTOwled uncle Kimble, hastening out with Marner, aud fol- 
lowed by Mr. Crackenthorp and Godfrey. “ Get me a pair of 
thick boots, Godfrey, will you ? And stay, let somebody run to 
Winthrop’s and fetch Dolly — she’s the best woman to get, 
Eeu was here himself before supper ; is he gone ? 

“ Yes, sir, I met liiin,” said Marner j “but I couldn’t stop to 
tell him anything, only I said I was going for the doctor, and 
he said the doctor was at the Squire’s. And I made haste 
and ran, and there was nobody to be seen at the back o’ the 
house, and so I went in to where the company was.’’ 

The child, no longer distracted by the bright light and the 
smiling women’s faces, began to cry and call for “ mammy/’ 
though always clinging to Marner, who had apparently won 
her thorough confidence. Godfrey had come back with the 
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boots, and felt tbe cry as if some fibre were drawn tight 
within him. 

** ril go,” he said, hastily, eager for some movement ; Fll 
go and fetch the woman — Mrs. Winthrop ” 

“ 0, pooh — send somebody else,” said uncle Kimble, hurry- 
ing away with Marner. 

“ Youll let me know if I can be of any use, Kimble,” said 
Mr. Crackenthorp. But the doctor was out of hearing, 

Godfrey, too, had disappeared : he was gone to snatch his 
hat and coat, having just reflection enough to remember that 
he must not look like a madman ; but he rushed out of the 
house into the snow without heeding his thin shoes. 

In a few minutes he was on his rapid way to the Stone-pits 
by the side of Dolly, who, though feeling that she was entirely 
in her place in encountering cold and snow on an errand of 
mercy, was much concerned at a young gentleman’s getting 
liis feet wet under a like impulse, 

“ You’d a deal better go back, sir,” said Dolly, with respect- 
ful compassion. “You’ve no call to catch cold; and I’d ask 
you if you’d be so good as tell my husband to come, on your 
way back — he’s at the Eaiiibow', I doubt — if you found him 
anywhere sober enough to be o’ use. Or else, there’s Mrs. 
Snell ’ud happen send the boy up to fetch and carry, for there 
may be things wanted from the doctor’s.” 

“No, I’ll stay, now I’m once out — I’ll stay outside here,” 
said Godfrey, when they came opposite Mainer’s cottage. 
“ You can come and tell me if I can do anything.” 

“Well, sir, you’re very good: you’ve a tender heart,” said 
Dolly, going to the door. 

Godfrey was too painfully preoccupied to feel a twinge of 
self-reproach at this undeserved praise. He walked up and 
down, unconscious that he was plunging ankle-deep in snow, 
unconscious of everything but trembling suspense about what 
was going on in the cottage, and the effect of each alternative 
on his future lot. No, not quite unconscious of everything 
else. Deeper down, and half-smothered by passionate desire 
and dread, there was the sense that he ought not to be wait- 
ing on these alternatives ; that he ought to accept the conse- 
quences of his deeds, own the miserable wife, and fultil the 
claims of the helpless child. But he had not moral courage 
enough to contemplate that active renunciation of Nancy as 
possible for him : he had only conscience and heart enough to 
make him forever uneasy under the weakness that forbade 
the renunciation. And at this moment his mind leaped away 
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from all restraint toward the sudden prospect of deliverance 
from his long bondage. 

Is she dead ? ” said the voice that predominated over every 
other within him. “If she is, I may marry Xaney; and then 
I shall be a good fellow in future, and have no secrets, and the 
child — shall be taken care of somehow.” But across that 
vision came the other possibility — “ She may live, and then 
it’s all up with me.” 

Godfrey never knew how long it was before the door of tlu* 
cottage opened and !Mr. Kimble came out. He went forwuid 
to meet his uncle, prepared to suppress the agitation he must 
feel, whatever news he was to hear. 

waited for you, as I’d come so far/’ he said, speaking 

first. 

“Pooh, it was non^^ense for you to come out: why didnt 
you send one of the men ? There’s nothing to he done. She's 
dead — has been dead for hours, I should say.” 

“What sort of woman is she?” said Gk)dfrey, feeling the 
blood rush to his face. 

“A young ivoman, but emaciated, w'ith long black hair. 
Some vagrant — quite in rag.s. She’s got a wedding-ring ou, 
however. They must fetch her away to the workhouse to- 
morrow. Come, come along.” 

“I want to look at her,” said Godfrey. “I think I saw 
such a woman yesterday. I'll overtake you in a minute or 
two.” 

Mr. Kimble went on, and Godfrey turned back to the cot- 
tage. He cast only one glance at the dead face on the pillow, 
which Dolly had smoothed with decent care ; but he remem- 
bered that last look at his unhai>py hated wife so well, that at 
the end of sixteen years every line in the worn face was pres- 
ent to him when he told the full story of this night. 

He turned immediately towards the hearth, wliere Silas Sfar- 
ner sat lulling the child. She w'as iierfectlj* quiet now, but 
not asleep — only soothed by sw’eet porridge and warmth into 
that wdde-gazing calm which makes us older human beings, 
with OUT inward turmoil, feel a certain awe in the presence of 
a little cliild, such as we feel before some quiet majesty or 
beauty in the earth or sky — before a steady glowing planet, 
or a full-flowered eglantine, or the bending trees over a silent 
pathway. The wide-open blue eyes looked up at Godfrey’s 
without any uneasiness or sign of recognition: the child could 
make no visible audible claim on its father; and the father 
felt a strange mixture of feelings, a conflict of regret and joy, 
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that the pulse of that little heart had no response for the half- 
jealous yearning in his own, when the blue eyes turned away 
from him slowly, and fixed themselves on the weaver’s (^ueer 
face, which was bent low down to look at them, while the 
small hand begun to pull Marner’s withered cheek with loving 
disfiguration, 

‘‘ You’ll take the child to the parish to-morroAv ? ” asked 
Godfrey, speaking as indifferently as he could. 

‘^IVho says so ?” said Marner, sharply. ^‘"Will they make 
me take her ? 

“Why, 3'ou wouldn’t like to keep her, should you — an old 
bachelor like you ? ” 

“ Till anybody shows they’ve a right to take her aAvaj^ from 
me,” said Marner, “'The mother’s dead, and I reckon it’s got 
no father: it’s a lone thing — and I’m a lone thing. My 
money’s gone, I don’t know where — and this is come from I 
don’t knovr'- where. I know nothing — I’m partly mazed.” 

“ Poor little thing ! ” said Godfrey, “ Let me give something 
towards finding it clothes.” 

He had put his hand in his pocket and found half a guinea, 
and, thrusting it into Silas’s hand, he hurried out of the cottage 
to overtake IMr. Kimble. 

“ Ah, I see it’s not the same woman I saw,” he said, as he 
came up, “lb’s a pretty little cliild: the old fellow seems to 
want to keep it; that’s strange for a miser like him. But I 
gave him a trifle to help him out: the parish isn’t likely to 
quarrel with him for the right to keep the child.” 

“No ; but I’ve seen the time when I might have quarrelled 
with him for it myself. It’s too late now, though. If the 
child ran into the fire, yonr aunt’s too fat to overtake it : she 
could only sit and grunt like an alarmed sow. But what a 
fool you are, Godfrej’’, to come out in your dancing shoes and 
stockings in this way — and 3 ou one of the beaux of the 
evening, and at your own house ! What do you mean by such 
freaks, young fellow ? Has Kanc}’ been cruel, and do 
you want to spite her by spoiling your pumps ?” 

“ 0 , ever} thing has been disagreeable to-night, I was tired 
to death of jigging and gallanting, and that bother about the 
hornpipes. And I’d got to dance with the other Miss Gunn,” 
said Godfrey, glad of the subterfuge his uncle had suggested 
to him. 

The prevarication and white lies wliich a mind that keeps 
itself ambitiously pure is as uneasy under as a great artist under 
the false touches that 110 eye detects but his own, are worn as 
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lightly as mere trimmings when once the actions have become 
a lie. 

Godfrey reappeared in the White Parlor with dry feet, and, 
since the truth must be told, with a sense of relief and glad- 
ness that was too strong for painful thoughts to struggle with. 
For could he not venture now, whenever opportunity offered, 
to say the tenderest things to Nancy Lamineter — to promise 
her and himself that he would always be just what she would 
desire to see him ? There Avas no danger that his dead wife 
would be recognized : those were not days of active inquiry 
and wide report; and as for the registry of their marriage, 
that was a long way off, buried in unturned pages, away from 
every one’s interest but his own. Dunsey might betray him 
if he came back ; but Dunsey might be won to silence. 

And when events turn out so much better for a man than 
he has had reason to dread, is it not a proof that his conduct 
has been less foolish and blameworthy than it miglit other- 
wise have appeared ? When we are treated well, we naturally 
begin to think that we are not altogether unmeritorious, and 
that it is only just we should treat ourselves well, and not 
mar our own good fortune. Where, after all, would be the 
use of his confessing the past to Nancy Lammeier, and throw- 
ing away his happiness ? — nay, hers ? for he felt some con- 
fidence that she loved him. As for the child, he would see 
that it was cared for : he would never forsake it ; he would 
do everything but own it. Perhaps it would be just as happy 
in life without being owned by its father, seeing that nobody 
could tell how things would turn out, and that — is there any 
other reason wanted ? — well, then, that the father would be 
much happier without owning the child. 


CHAPTEE XIV. 

Th:ere was a pauperis burial that week in Eaveloe, and up 
Kench Yard at Batherley it was known that the dark-haired 
woman with the fair child, w'ho had lately come to lodge 
there, was gone away again. That was all the express note 
taken that Molly had disappeared from the eyes of men. 
But the unwept death which, to the general lot, seemed a3 
trivial as the summer-shed leaf, was charged with the force 
of destiny to certain human lives that we know of, shaping 
their joys and sorrows even to the end. 
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Silas Mainer’s determination to keep the ^Hramp’s child” 
was matter of hardly less surprise and iterated talk in the 
village than the robbery of his money. That softening of 
feeling towards him which dated from his misfortune^ that 
merging of suspicion and dislike in a rather contemptous pity 
for him as lone and crazy, was now accompanied with a more 
active sympathy, especially amongst the Avomen. Notable 
mothers, who knew what it was to keep children ‘‘ whole and 
sweet ; ” lazy mothers, who knew what it was to be inter- 
rupted ill folding their arms and scratching their elbows by 
the mischievous propensities of children just firm on their 
legs, were equally interested in conjecturing how a lone man 
would manage with a two year-old child on his hands, and 
were equally ready with their suggestions : the notable chiefly 
telling him what he had better do, and the lazy ones being 
emphatic in telling him what he would never be able to do. 

Among the notable mothers, Dolly Wintlirop was the one 
whose neighborly offices were the most acceptable to Marner, 
for they were rendered without any show of bustling instruc- 
tion. Silas had shown her the half-guinea given to him by 
Godfrey, and had asked her what he should do about getting 
some clothes for the child. 

Eh, Master Marner,” said Dolly, there’s no call to buy, 
no more nor a pair o’ shoes ; for I’ve got the little petticoats 
as Aaron wore five years ago, and it’s ill spending the money 
on them baby-clothes, for the child ’ull grow like grass i’ 
^lay, bless it — that it will,” 

And the same day Dolly brought her bundle, and displayed 
to Marner, one by one, the tiny garments in their due order 
of succession, most of them patched and darned, but clean 
and neat as fresh-sprung herbs. This was the introduction to 
a great ceremony with soap and water, from which baby came 
out in new beauty, and sat on Dolly’s knee, handling her toes 
and chuckling and patting her palms together with an air 
of having made several discoveries about herself, which she 
communicated by alternate sounds of “ gug-gug-gug,” and 

mammy.” The “ mammy ” was not a cry of need or uneasi- 
ness. Baby had been used to utter it Avithout expecting 
either tender sound or touch to follow. 

Anybody ’ud think the angils in heaven couldn’t be 
prettier,” said Dolly, rubbing the golden curls and kissing 
them. And to think of its being covered Avi’ them dirty 
rags — and the poor mother — froze to death; but there’s 
Them as took care of it, and brought it to your door, Master 
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Marner. The door was open, and it walked in over the sno37, 
like as if it had been a little starved robin. Didn’t you say 
the door was open ? ’’ 

“Yes,” said Silas, meditatively. “Yes — the door was 
open. The money’s gone I don’t know where, and this is 
come from I don’t know where.” 

He had not mentioned to any one his Tiiiconscioiisness of 
the child’s entrance, shrinking from questions which inulir 
lead to the fact he liiniself suspected — namely, that he h.i-l 
been in one of his trances. 

“ Ah,” said Dolly, with soothing gravity, “ it's like the 
night and the morning, and the sleejiing and the waking, and 
the rain and the liarvest — one goes and the other comes, and 
we know nothing how nor where. We may strive and scrat 
and fend, but it's little we can do arter all — the big thuig^ 
come and go wi’ no striving o' our’n — they do, that they do; 
and I think you're in the right on it to keep the little un, 
Master Marner. seeing as it's been sent to yon, tljoagh tliere’s 
folks as thinks different. You’ll happen be a bit moith- 
ered with it while it’s so little ; but I’ll come, and welcome, 
and see to it for you : I’ve a bit o' time to spare mo&t day&, 
for when one gets up betimes i’ the morning, the clock seems 
to Stan' still tow'rt ten, afore it’s time to go about the virtual. 
So, as I say, I'll come and see to the child for you, and wel- 
come,” 

“Thank you . . . kindly,” said Silas, liesitating a little. 
“ I’ll be glad if you'll tell me things. But," he added, uneasily, 
leaning forward to look at Baby with some jealousy, as she was 
resting her head backward against Dolly’.s arm, and eying him 
contentedly from a distance — “ But I want to do things for it 
myself, else it may get fond o’ somebody else, and not fond o’ 
me. I’ve been used to fending lor myself in the house — I can 
learn, I can learn.” 

“Eh, to he sure,” said Dolly, gently. “I’ve seen men as 
are wonderful handy wi’ children. The men are awk’ard and 
contrairy mostly, God help ’em — but when the drink’s out 
of ’em, they aren’t unsensible, though they're bad for leech- 
ing and bandaging — so fiery and unpatient. You see this 
goes fir-st, next the skin,” proceeded Dolly, taking up the little 
shirt, and putting it on. 

“Yes,” said Marner, docilely, bringing his eyes very close, 
that they might be initiated in the mysteries : whereupon 
Baby seized his head with br> 1 h her sn)^sil arms, and put her 
lips against his face with purring noises. 
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** See there,” said Dolly, with a woman's tender tact, “she's 
fondest o' 3’^ou. She wants to go o' your lap, I'll be bound. 
GO; then : take her, Master Marner ; you can put the things 
on, and then you can say as you've done for her from the first 
of her coming to you.” 

Marner took her on his lap, trembling with an emotion mys- 
terious to himself, at something unknown dawning on his life. 
Thought and feeling were so confused within him, that if he 
had tried to give them utterance, he could only have said that 
the child was come instead of the gold — that the gold had 
turned into the child. lie took the garments from Dolly, and 
put them on under her teaching; interrupted, of course, by 
Baby's gymnastics. 

“There, then 1 why, you take to it quite easy, Master Mar- 
ner,'' said Dolly ; “ but what shall you do when you're forced 
to sit in your loom ? For she'll get busier and miscliievouser 
every day — she will, bless her. It's lucky as you've got that 
high hearth i'stcad of a grate, tor that keeps the fire more out 
of her reach: but if j'^ou’ve got anything as can be spilt or 
broke, or as is fit to cut her fingers off, shell be at it — and it 
is bnt right you should know.” 

Silas meditated a little while in some perplexity. “I'll tie 
her to the leg 0' the loom,” he said at last — “tie her with a 
good long strip 0' something.” 

“ Well, mayhap thatll do,' as it's a little gell, for they're 
easier persuaded to sit i' one place nor the lads. I know what 
the lads are ; for I've had four — four I've had, God knows — 
and if you was to take and tie 'em up, they’d make a fighting 
and a crying as if you was ringing the pigs. But I’ll bring 
you my little chair, and some bits o’ red rag and things for her 
to play wi' ; an' she'll sit and chatter to 'em as if they was 
alive. Eh, if it wasn't a siii to the lads to wish 'em made dif- 
ferent, bless 'em, T should ha’ been glad for one of 'em to be a 
little gell ; and to think as I could ha' taught her to scour, and 
mend, and the knitting, and everything. But I can teach 'em 
this little nn, ^Master Marner, when she gets old enough.” 

“ But she'll be mi/ little un,” said Marner, rather hastily. 
“ She”ll be nobody else's.” 

“ Xo, to be sure ; you’ll have a right to her, if you're a father 
to her, and bring her up according. But,” added Dolly, coming 
to a point which she had determined beforehand to touch upon, 
“you must bring her up like christened folks's children, and 
take her to church, and lei her learn her catechism, as my little 
Aaron can say ofP — the believe,' and everything, and ^huit 
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nobody by word or deed,* — as well as if he was the clerk. 
That*s what you must do, Master Marner, if you'd do the right 
thing by the orphan child." 

Maraer's pale face flushed suddenly under a new anxiety. 
His mind was too busy trying to give some definite bearing to 
Dolly's words for him to think of answering her. 

And it's my belief,” she went on, “as the poor little crea- 
ture has never been christened, and it's nothiiig but right as the 

{ arson should be spoke to ; and if you was noways unwilling, 
'd talk to Mr. Macey about it this very day. For if the child 
ever went anyways wrong, and you hadn't done your part by 
it, Master Marnor — 'noculation, and everything to save it from 
harm — it 'ud be a thorn i' your bed forever o' this side the 
grave j and I can't think as it 'ud be easy lying down for any- 
body when they'd got to another world, if they hadn’t done 
their part by the helpless children as come wi'out their own 
asking.” 

Dolly herself was disposed to be silent for some time now, 
for she had spoken from the depths of her own simple belief, 
and was much concerned to know whether her words would 
produce the desired effect on Silas. He was puzzled and anx- 
ious, for Dolly’s word “ christened ” conveyed no distinct mean- 
ing to him. He had only heard of baptism, and had only seen 
the baptism of grown-up men and women, 

“ What is it as you mean by ^ christened ' ? ” he said at ia^t, 
timidly. “ Won't folks be good to her without it ? ” 

“Dear, defir ! Master Marner,” said Dolly, with gentle dis- 
tress and compassion, “ Had you never no father nor mother 
as taught 3 "Ou to saj' your prayers, and as there's good words 
and good things to keep us from harm ? ” 

Yep.” said Silas, in a low voice ; “ I know a deal about that 
— used to, used to. But your ways are diffei'ent: my country 
was a gpod way off.” He paused a few moments, and then 
added, more decidedly, “ But 1 want to do everything as can 
be done for the child. And whatever’s right for it i' this coun- 
try, and you think 'ull do it good. I’ll act according, if you'll 
tell me.” 

“Well, then, Master Mariier,'' said Dolly, inwardly rejoiced, 
“ I'll j^k Mr. Macey to speak to the i)arson about it ; and you 
must fix on a name for it, because it must have a name giv' it 
when it's christened.” 

“My mother’s name was Hephzibah,” said Silas, “and my 
little sister was named after her.” 

“Eh, that's a hard name,” said Dolly. “I partly think 
it isn't a christened name.” 
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a Bible name/’ said SilaS; old ideas recurring. 

“ Then I’ve no call to speak again’ it,” said Dolly, rather 
startled by Silas’s Inio'wledge on this head 5 ‘*but yon see I’m 
no scholard, and I’m slow at catclung the words. My husband 
says I’m allays like as if I was putting the haft for the handle 
— that’s what he says — for he’s very sharp, God help him. 
But it was awk’ard calling your little sister by such a hard 
name, when you’d got nothing big to say, like — wasn’t it, 
Master Marner ? ” 

We called her Eppie,” said Silas. 

Well, if it was noways wrong to shorten the name, it ’ud 
be a deal handier. And so I’ll go now, Master Marner, and 
I’ll speak about the christening afore dark ; and I wish you 
the best o’ luck, and it’s iny belief as it’ll come to you, if you 
do what’s right by the orphin child ; — and there’s the ’nocu- 
lation to be seen to; and as to washing its bits 0’ things, you 
need look to nobody but me, for I can do ’em wi’ one hand 
when I’ve got my suds about. Eh, the blessed augil ! You’ll 
let me bring my Aaron one o’ these days, and he’ll show her 
his little cart as his father’s made for him, and the black-and- 
white pup as he’s got a-rearing.” 

Baby was christened, the Eector deciding that a double bap- 
tism was the lesser risk to incur; and on this occasion Silas, 
making himself as clean and tidy as he could, appeared for 
the first time within the church, and shared in the observ- 
ances held sacred by his neighbors. He was quite unable, 
by means of anything he heard or saw, to identify the Eaveloe 
religion with his old faith ; if he could at any time in his pre- 
vious life have done so, it must have been by the aid of a 
strong feeling ready to vibrate with sympathy, rather than by 
a comparison of phrases and ideas : and now for long years 
that feeling had been dormant. He had no distinct idea 
about the baptism and the clmrch-going, except that Dolly had 
said it was for the good of the child ; and in this way, as the 
weeks grew to months, the child created fresh and fresh links 
between his life and the lives from which he bad hitherto 
shrunk continually into narrower isolation. Unlike the gold 
which needed nothing, and must be worshipped in close-locked 
solitude — which was hidden away from the daylight, was deaf 
to the song of birds, and started to no human tones — Eppie 
was a creature of endless claims and ever-growing desires, 
seeking and loving sunshine, and living sounds, and living 
movements; making trial of everything, with Imst in new 
joy, and stirring the human kindness in all eyes that looked 
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on her. The gold had kept his thoughts in an ever-repeated 
circle, leading to nothing beyond itself; but Eppie was an 
object compacted of changes and hopes that forced liis thou'djts 
onward, and carried them far away from their old eagpi pa- 
cing towards the same blank limit — carried them awa} to the 
new things that would come Avith the coining years, vntu 
Eppie would have learned to understand how her father Silas 
cared for her; and made him look for images of tluit time m 
the ties and charities that bound together the families oi in- 
neighbors. The gold had asked that he S'liould sit weaMug 
longer and longer, deafened and blinded more and more u* all 
things except tiie monotony of his loom and the repetition of 
his web; but Eppie called him away from liis Aveaving, imu 
made him think all its pauses a holiday, reaAvakeniiig his s»'nst*3 
Avith her fresh life, even to the old av inter-flies that came 
ing forth in the early spring sunshine, and av arming liim into 
joy because she had joy. 

And when the sunshine grew strong and lasting, so that the 
buttercups Avere thick in the meadows, Silas might be seen ni 
the sunny mid-day, or in the late afternoon when the shadows 
were lengthening under the hedgerows, strolling out Avitli un- 
covered head to carry Eppie be^’ond the Stone-juts to w lieie 
the flowers grew, till they reached some favorite hank ^^hnre 
he could sit down, Avhile Epjiie toddled to pluck the 
and make remarks to the Avinged things that murnnired hap- 
pily above the bright petals, calling ‘-Dad-dad’s*’ attention 
continuall}' by bringing him the floAvers. Then she Avould tiim 
her ear to some sudden bird-note, and Silas learned to iilease 
her by making signs of Imshed stillness, that they might listen 
for the note to come again : so that Avhen it came, she set up 
her small back and laughed with gurgling triumph. Sitting 
on the banks in this wa}’, Silas began to look for the once 
familiar herbs again ; and as the leaves, with their unchanged 
outline and markings, lay on his palm, there Avas a sense of 
crowding remembrances from which he turned away timidlv, 
taking refuge in Ejjpie’s little Avorld, that lay lightly on his 
enfeebled spirit. 

As the child’s mind was growing into kuoAvledge, his innid 
was growing into memory : as her life unfolded, his soul, loug 
stupefied in a cold nari-ow jn-ison, was unfolding too, and trem- 
bling gradually into full consciousness. 

It AA'as an influence whieli must gather force Avith every neff 
year : the ttnios that stirred Silas’s hcai-t grew articulate, aud 
called for more distinct answers ; shapes and sounds grew 



SILAS MARKER. 


115 


clearer for Eppie's eyes and ears, and there was more that 
“ Dad-dad ” was imperatively required to notice and account 
for. Also, by the time Eppie was three years old, she devel- 
oped a fine capacity for mischief, and for devising ingenious 
ways of being troublesome, which found much exercise, not 
only for Silases patience, but for his watchfulness and penetra- 
tion. Sorely was poor Silas puzzled oii such occasions by the 
incompatible demands of love, Dolly AVinthrop told him that 
punishment was good for Eppie, and that, as for rearing a 
child without making it tingle a little in soft and safe places 
now and then, it was not to be done. 

“To be sure, there's another thing you might do, Master 
Marner,” added Dolly, meditatively; “you might shut her up 
once in the coal-hole. That was what I did wi’ Aaron ; for I 
was that silly wi’ the youngest lad, as I could never bear to 
smack him. Not as I could find i^ my heart to let him stay i^ 
the coal-hole more nor a minute, but it was enough to colly 
him all over, so as he must be new washed and dressed, and 
it was as good as a rod to him — that was. But I put it upo’ 
your conscience, blaster Marner, as there's one of 'em you 
must choose — ay ther smacking or the coal-hole — else she'll 
get so masterful, there'll be no holding her.” 

Silas was imi)rpssed with the melancholy truth of this last 
remark ; but his force of mind failed before the only two 
penal metliods open to him, not only because it was painful 
to him to hurt Eppie, but because he trembled at a moment's 
contention with her, lest she should love him the less for it. 
Let even an affectionate Goliath get himself tied to a small 
tender thing, dreading to hurt it by j)ulling, and dreading still 
more to snap the cord, and which of the two, pray, will be 
master ? It was clear that Eppie, with her short toddling 
steps, must lead father Sihis a pretty dance on any fine morn- 
ing when circumstances favored mischief. 

For example, lie had wisely chosen a broad strip of linen 
as a means of fastening her to his loom when he was busy ; 
it made a broad belt round her waist, and was long enough to 
allow of her reaching the trundle-bed and sitting down on it, 
but not long enough for her to attempt any dangerous climb- 
ing. One bright sninmer's morning Silas had been more en- 
grossed than usual in “ setting up ” a new piece of work, an 
occasion on which his scissors were in requisition. These 
scissors, owing to an especial warning of Dolly's, had been 
kept carefully out of Eppie's reach ; but the (dick of them 
had had a peculiar attraction for her ear^ and watching the 



116 


SILAS MARNER. 


results of that click; she had derived the philosophic lesson 
that the same cause would produce the same effect. Silas had 
seated himself m his loom, and the noise of weaving had 
begun ; but he had left his scissors on a ledge which Eppie’s 
arm was long enough to reach j and now, like a small mouse, 
watching her opportunity, she stole quietly from her corner, 
secured the scissors, and toddled to the bed again, setting 
up her back as a mode of concealing the fact. She had a 
distinct intention as to the use of the scissors; and having 
cut the linen strip in a jagged but effectual manner, in two 
moments she had run out at the open door where the sunshine 
was inviting her, while poor Silas believed her to be a better 
child than usual. It was not until he happened to need his 
scissors that the terrible fact burst upon him : Eppie had run 
out by herself — had perhaps fallen into the Stone-pit. Silas, 
shaken by the worst fear that could have befallen him, rushed 
out, calling “ Eppie ! and ran eagerly about the unenclosed 
space, exploring the dry cavities iiito which she might have 
fallen, and then gazing with questioning dread at the smooth 
red surface of the water. The cold drops stood on his brow. 
How long had she been out ? There was one hope — that she 
bad crept through the stile and got into the fields, where he 
habitually took her to stroll. But the grass was high in the 
meadow, and there was no deserjing her, if she were there, 
except by a close search that would be a trespass on Mr. 
Osgood’s crop. Still, that misdemeanor must be committed; 
and poor Silas, after peering all round the hedgerows, traversed 
the grass, beginning with perturbed fusion to see Eppie 
behind every group of red sorrel, and to see her moving 
always farther off as he approached. The meadow was 
searched in vain ; and he got over the stile into the next field, 
looking with dying hope towards a small pond which was now 
reduced to its summer shallowness, so as to leave a wide ma^ 
gin of good adhesive mud. Here, how'ever, sat Eppie, dis* 
coursing cheerfully to her own small boot, which she was 
using as a bucket to convey the water into a deep hoof-mark, 
while her little naked foot was ]>lanted comfortably on a cush- 
ion of olive-green mud. A rod-lieaded calf was observing her 
with alarmed doubt through the opposite hedge. 

Here was clearly a case of aberration in a christened child 
which demanded severe treatment ; but Silas, overcome with 
convulsive joy at finding his treasure again, could do nothing 
l>ut snatch hep up, and cover her with half-sobbing kisses. It 
was not until he had carried her home; and had begun to think 
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of the necessary washing, that he recollected the need that he 
should punish Eppie, and “ make her remember.” The idea 
that she might run away again and come to harm, gave him 
unusual resolution, and for the hrst time he determined to try 
the coal-hole — a small closet near the hearth. 

“ Naughty, naughty Eppie,” he suddenly began, holding her 
on his knee, and pointing to her muddy feet and clothes — 

naughty to cut with the scissors and run away. Eppie must 
go into the coal-hole for being naughty. Daddy must put her 
in the coal-hole.” 

He half-expected that this would be shock enough, and that 
Eppie would begin to cry. But instead of that, she began to 
shake herself on his knee, as if the proposition opened a pleas- 
ing novelty. Seeing that he must proceed to extremities, he 
put her into the coal-hole, and held the door closed, with a 
trembling sense that he was using a strong measure. For a 
moment there was silence, but then came a little cry, “ Opy, 
opy ! ” and Silas let her out again, saying, “ Now Eppie ^uU 
never be naughty again else she must go in the coal-hole — a 
black naughty place.” 

The weaving must stand still a long while this morning, 
for now Eppie must be washed, and have clean clothes on ; 
but it was to be hoped that this punishment would have a last- 
ing effect, and save time in future — though, perhaps, it 
would have been better if Eppie had cried more. 

In half an hour she was clean again, and Silas having turned 
his back to see what he could do with the linen band, threw 
it down again, with the reflection that Eppie would be good 
without fastening for the rest of the morning. He turned 
round again, and was going to place her in her little chair 
near the loom, when she peeped out at him with black face 
and hands again, and said, “ Eppie in de toal-hole 1 ” 

This total failure of the coal-hole discipline shook Silas’s 
belief in the efficacy of punishment. “ She’d take it all for 
fun,” he observed to Dolly, “ if I didn’t hurt her, and that I 
can’t do, Mrs. Winthrop. If she makes me a bit o’ trouble, 
I can bear it. And she’s got no tricks but what she’ll grow 
out of.” 

“ Well, that’s partly true, Master Marner,” said Dolly, sym- 
pathetically ; and if you can't bring your mind to frighten 
her off touching things, you must do what you can to keep ’em 
out of her way. That’s what I do wi’ the pups as the lads are 
always a-rearing. They will worry and gnaw — worry and 
gnaw they will, if it was one’s Sunday cap as hung anywhere 
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80 as they could drag it. They know no difference, God help 
’em : it’s the pushing o’ the teeth as sets ’em on, that’s what 
it is.” 

So Eppie was reared without punishment, the burden of 
her misdeeds being borne vicariously by father Silas. The 
stone hut was made a soft nest for her, lined with downy 
patience : and also in the world that lay beyond the stone hut 
she knew nothing of frowns and denials. 

Notwithstanding the difficulty of carrying her and his yarn 
or linen at the same time, Silas took her with him in most 
of his journeys to the farm-houses, unwilling to leave her be- 
hind at Dolly Winthrop’s, who was always ready to take care 
of herj and little curly-headed Eppie, the weaver’s child, 
became an object of interest at several outlying homesteads, 
as well as in the village. Hitherto he had been treated very 
much as if he had been a useful gnome or brownie — a queer 
and unaccountable creature, who must necessarily be looked 
at with wondering curiosity and repulsion, and with whom 
one would be glad to make all greetings and bargains as brief 
as possible, but who must be dealt with in a propitiatory way, 
and occasionally have a present of pork or garden stuff to 
carry home with him, seeing that without him there was no 
getting the yarn woven. But now Silas met with open smil- 
ing faces and cheerful questioning, as a person whose satisfac- 
tions and difficulties could be understood. Everywhere he 
must sit a little and talk about the child, and words of inter- 
est were always ready for him : Ah, Master Mamer, you’ll 
be lucky if she takes the measles soon and easy!” — or, 
“ Why, there isn't many lone men 'ud ha’ been wishing to 
take up with a little un like that : but I reckon the weaving 
makes you handier than men as do out-door work — you’re 
partly as liaiidy as a woman, for weaving comes next to spin- 
ning.” Elderly masters and mistresses, seated observant^ 
in large kitchen arm-chairs, shook their heads over the diffi- 
culties attendant on rearing children, felt Eppie’s round arras 
and legs, and pronounced them remarkably firm, and told 
Silas that, if she turned out well (which, however, there was 
no telling), it wonhl be a fine thing for him to have a steady 
lass to do for him when he got helpless. Servant maidens 
were fond of carrying her out to look at the hens and chick- 
ens. or to see if any cherries could be shaken down in the 
orchard ; and the small boys and girls approached her slowly, 
with cautious movement and steady gaze, like little dogs face 
to face with one of their own kiud, till attraction had reached 
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the point at which the soft lips were put out for a kiss. No 
child was afraid of approaching Silas when Eppie was near 
him: there was no repulsion around him now, either for 
young or old ; for the little child had come to link him once 
more with the whole world. There was love between him 
and the child that blent them into one, and there was love be- 
tween the child and the world — from men and women with 
parental looks and tones, to the red lady-birds and the round 
pebbles. 

Silas began now to think of Raveloe life entirely in relation 
to Eppie : she must have everything that was good in Raveloe ; 
and he listened docilely, that he might come to understand 
better what this life was, from which, for fifteen years, he had 
stood aloof as from a strange thing, wherewith he could have 
no communion : as some man who has a precious plant to 
which he would give a nurturing home in a new soil, thinks 
of the rain, and the sunshine, and all influences, in relation to 
his nursling, and asks industriously for all knowledge that will 
help him to satisfy the wants of the searching roots, or to 
guard leaf and bud from invading harm. The disposition to 
board had been utterly crushed at the very first by the loss of 
his long-stored gold ; the coins he earned afterwards seemed 
as irrelevant as stones brought to complete a house suddenly 
buried by an earthquake ; the sense of bereavement was too 
heavy upon him for the old thrill of satisfaction to arise again 
at the touch of the newly-earned coin. And now something 
had come to replace his hoard which gave a growing purpose 
to the earnings, drawing his hope and joy continually onward 
beyond the money. 

In old days there were angels who came and took men by 
the hand and led them away from the city of destruction. We 
see no white-winged angels now. But yet men are led away 
from threatening destruction : a hand is put into theirs, which 
leads them forth gently towards a calm and bright land, so 
that they look no more backward; and the hand may be 
a little child’s. 


CHAPTER XV. 

There was one person, as you will believe, who watched with 
keener though more hidden interest than any other, the pros- 
perous growth of Eppie under the weaver’s care. He dared 
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not do anything that would imply a stronger interest in a poor 
man’s adopted child than could be expected from the kinrhi- 
ness of the young Squire, when a chance meeting suggested a 
little present to a simple old fellow whom others noticed w iHi 
goodwill ; but he told himself that the time would come wl»^u 
he might do something towards furthering the welfare of h s 
daughter without incurring suspicion. Was he very inipa-v 
in the meantime at his inability to give liis daughter her hi nlu 
right ? I cannot say that he was. The child was being taken 
care of, and would very likely be happy, as people in humblf* 
stations often were — happier, perhaps, than those brought \\\) 
in luxury. 

That famous ring that pricked its owner when he forgot duty 
and followed desire — [ wonder if it pricked very hard when 
he set out on the chase, or wliether it pricked but lightly 
then, and only pierced to the quick when the chase had loirt^ 
been ended, and hope, folding her wings, looked back^\jird 
and became regret ? 

Godfrey Cass’s cheek and eye were brighter than ever now. 
He was so undivided in his aims, that he seemed like a ninn 
of firmness. No Dunsey had come back : people had made 
up their minds that he was gone for a soldier, or gone out 
of the country,” and no one cared to be specific in their in- 
quiries on a subject delicate to a respectable family. Godfrey 
had ceased to see the shadow of Dunsey across his path ; and 
the path now lay straight forward to the accomplishment of 
his best, longest-cherished wishes. Everybody said Mr. God- 
frey had taken the right turn ; and it was pretty clear what 
would be the end of things, for there were not many days in 
the week that he was not seen riding to the Warrens. God- 
frey himself, when he was asked jocosel}' if the day had been 
fixed, smiled with the pleasant consciousness of a lover who 
could say “yes,” if he liked. He felt a reformed man, 
delivered from temptation ; and the vision of his future life 
seemed to him as a promised land for which he had no cause 
to fight. He saw himself with all his happiness centred on 
his own hearth, while Nancy would s-inile on him as he played 
with the children. 

And that other child, not on the hearth — he would not for- 
get it ; he would see that it was well provided for. That was 
a father's duty. 
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CHAPTER XVL 

It was a bright autumn Sunday, sixteen years after Silas 
Mariier had found his new treasure on the hearth. The bells 
of the old Raveloe church were ringing the cheerful peal 
which told that the morning service was ended ; and out of 
the arched door-way in the tower came slowly, retarded by 
friendly greetings and questions, the richer parishioners who 
had chosen this bright Simda}’’ morning as eligible for church- 
going. It was the rural fashion of that time for the more 
important members of the congregation to depart first, while 
their humbler neighbors waited and looked on, stroking their 
bent heads or dropping their courtesies to any large ratepayer 
who turned to notice them. 

Foremost among these advancing groups of well-clad people, 
there are some whom we shall recognize, in spite of Time, who 
has laid his hand on tliem all. The tall blond man of forty 
is not much changed in feature from the Godfrey Gass of six 
and twenty : he is only fuller iu fiesh, and has only lost the 
indefinable look of youth — a loss which is marked even when 
the eye is undulled and the wrinkles are not yet come. Per- 
haps the pretty woman, not much younger than he, who is 
leaning on his arm, is more changed than her husband : the 
lovely bloom that used to be always on her cheek now comes 
but fitfully, with the fresh morning air or with some strong 
surprise ; yet to all who love human faces best for what they 
tell of human experience, Nancy's beauty has a heightened 
interest. Often the soul is ripened into fuller goodness while 
age has spread an ugly film, so that mere glances can never 
divine the preciousness of the fruit. But the years have not 
been so cruel to Nancy. The firm yet placid mouth, the clear 
veracious glance of the brown eyes, speak now of a nature 
that has been tested and has kept its highest qualities ; and 
even the costume, with its dainty neatness and purity, has 
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more significance now tlie coquetries of youth can liave 
nothing to do with it. 

Mr. and Mrs. Godfrey Cass (any higher title has died awa.} 
from Raveloe lips since the old Squire was gathered to Li'b 
fathers and his inheritance was divided) have turned round to 
look for the tall aged Juaii and the plainly dressed woman who 
are a little behind — Nancy having observed that they must 
wait for father and Pnseilla — and now they all turn into 
a narroT»ver x^^ith leading across the churchyard to a small pate 
opijosite the Red House- We will not follow them now ; for 
may there not be some others in this dex)artiiig congregacioii 
whom we should like to see again — some of those who are 
not likely to be handsomely clad, and whom we may not 
recognize so easily as tlie master and mistress of the Rp«l 
House ? 

But it is imx)ossible to mistake Silas ^faruer. His Luge 
brown eyes seem to have gatliered a longer vision, as is the 
way with eyes that have been short-«;igiited in early life, and 
they have a less vague, a more answering gaze ; but in every- 
thing else one sees signs of a frame much enfeebled by tne 
lapse of the sixteen years. The weaver's bent shonldeva and 
white hair give him almost the look of advanced age, though 
he is noi more than five and fifty ; but there is the freshest blo5>’ 
soin of youth dose by his side — a blond dimpled girl of eigh- 
teen, who has vainly tried to chastise her curly auburn hair into 
smoothness under her brown bonnet : the hair ripples as 
obstinately aa a brooklet under the !March breeze, ami the 
little ringlets burst away from the restraining comb behind 
and show themselves below the bonnet-crown. Eppie cannot 
help being rather vexed about her hair, for there is no other 
girl in Raveloe who has hair at all like it, and she thinks hair 
ought to be smooth- She does not like to be blameworthy 
even in small things : you see how neatly her prayer-book is 
folded in her spotted handkerchief. 

That good-looking young fellow, in a new fustian suit, who 
walks behind her, is not quite sure upon the question of hair 
in the ab.stract, when Eppie puts it to him. and thinks that 
perhaps straight hair is the best in general, but he doesn t 
want Eppie’s hair to be different. She surely divines that 
there is some one behind lier who is thinking about her very 
particularly, and mustering courage to come to her side ^ 
soon as they are out in the lane, else wh3' should she look 
rather shy, and take care not to turn away her head from hei 
father Silas, to whom she keeps murmuring little sentences 
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as to who was at church, and who was not at church, and how 
pretty the red mountain-ash is over the Rectory wall ! 

I wish we had a little garden, father, with double daisies 
in, like Mrs. Winthrop's,” said Eppie, when they were out in 
the lane ; only they say it 'ud take a deal of digging and 
bringing fresh soil — and you couldn’t do that, could you, 
father ? Anyhow, I shouldn’t like you to do it, for it ’ud be 
too hard work for you.” 

“ Yes, I could do it, child, if you want a bit o’ garden : these 
long evenings, 1 could work at taking in a little bit o’ the 
waste, just enough for a root or two o’ flowers for you; and 
again, i’ the morning, I could have a turn wi’ the spade before 
1 sat down to the loom. Why didn’t you tell me before as 
you wanted a bit o’ garden ? ” 

“ I can dig it for you, Master Mamer,” said the young man 
in fustian, who was now by Eppie’s side, entering into the 
conversation without the trouble of formalities. It’ll be 
play to me after I’ve done my day’s w^ork, or any odd bits o’ 
time when the w'ork’s slack. And I'll bring you some soil 
from Mr, Cass’s garden — he’ll let me, and willing,” 

“ Eh, Aaron, my lad, are you there ? ” said Silas ; I wasn’t 
aware of you; for when Eppie’s talking o’ things, I see noth- 
ing but what she’s a-saying. Well, if you could help me with 
the digging, we might get her a bit o’ garden all the sooner.” 

“Then, if you think well and good,’’ said Aaron, “I’ll come 
to the Stone-pits this afternoon, and we’ll settle what land’s 
to be taken in, and I’ll get up an hour earlier i’ the morning, 
and begin on it.” 

“ But not if you don’t promise me not to work at the hard 
digging, father,” said Eppie. “Eor I shouldn’t ha’ said any 
thing about it,” she added, half-bash fully half-roguishly, “only 
Mrs. Winthrop said as Aaron ’ud be so good, and — ” 

“ And you might ha’ known it without mother telling you,” 
said Aaron. “ And Master Marner knows too, I hope, as I’m 
able and willing to do a turn o’ work for him, and he won’t 
do me the unkindness to anyways take it out o’ m3' hands.” 

“ There, now, father, you won’t work in it till it’s all easy,” 
said Eppie, “and you and me can mark out the beds, and make 
holes and plant the roots. It’ll be a deal livelier at the Stone- 
pits when we’ve got some flowers, for I always think the 
flowers can see us and know what w^e’re talking about. And 
I’ll have a bit 0’ rosemary, and bergamot, and thyme, because 
they’ve so sweet-smelling ; but there’s no lavender only in the 
gentlefolks’ gardens, I think,” 
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“Thafc's no reason why you shouldn’t hav^e some,” said 
Aaron, “for I can bring you slips of anything; I’m forced to 
cut no end of ’em when I’m gardening, and throw ’em away 
mostly. There’s a big bed o’ lavender at the Red House : the 
missis is very fond of it.” 

“ Well,” said Silas, gravely, “ so as you don’t make free for 
us, or ask for anything as is worth much at the Red House: 
for Mr. Cass’s been so good to us, and built us up the new 
end o’ the cottage, and given us beds and things, as T couldn’t 
abide to be imposin’ for garden-stuff or anything else.” 

“No, no, there’s no imposin’,” said Aaron; “there’s never a 
garden in all the parish but what there's endless waste iu it 
for want o’ somebody as cculd use everything up. It’s 
what I think to myself sometimes, as there need nobody lun 
short o’ victuals if the land was made the most on, and there 
was never a morsel but wdiat could find its way to a mouth. 
It sets one thinking o’ that — gardening does. But I must 
go back now, else mother ’ull be in trouble as I aren’t tlieve ” 

“Bring her with you this afternoon, Aaron,” said Eppie; 
“ I shouldn’t like to fix about the garden, and her not know 
everything from the first — should yoxt, father ? ” 

“ Ay, bring her if you can, Aaron,” said SiLas ; “ she's sure 
to have a word to say as'll help us to set things on their right 
end.” 

Aaron turned back up the village, while Silas and Eppie 
went on up the lonely sheltered lane. 

“0 daddy!” she began, when tliey were in privacy, clasp- 
ing and squeezing Silas’s arm, and skipping round to give 
him an energetic kiss. “ My little old daddy ! I’m so glad. 
I don’t think I shall want any thing else when we’ve got a 
little garden ; and I knew Aaron would dig it for us,” she 
went on with roguish triumph — “I knew that very well.” 

“You’re a deep little puss, you are,” said Silas, with the 
mild passive happiness of love-crowned age in his face; “but 
you'll make yourself fine and beholden to Aaron,” 

“ 0 no, 1 slia’u't,” said Eppie, laughing and frisking; “he 
likes it.” 

“ Come, come, let me carry your prayer-book, else you’ll be 
dropping it, jumping i’ that way.” 

Eppie was now aware that her behavior was under observa- 
tion, but it was only tlie observation of a friendly'’ donkey, 
browsing with a log fastened to his foot — a meek donkey, 
not scornfully critical of human trivialities, but thankful to 
share iu them, if possible, by getting liis nose scratched ; and 
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Eppie did not fail to gratify him with her usual notice, though 
it was attended with the inconvenience of his following them, 
painfully, up to the very door of their home. 

But the sound of a sharp bark inside, as Eppie put the key 
in the door, modified the donkey's views, and he limped away 
again without bidding. The sharp bark was the sign of an 
excited welcome that was awaiting them from a knowing 
brown terrier, who, after dancing at their legs in a hysterical 
manner, rushed with a worrying noise at a tortoise-shell kitten 
under the loom, and then rushed back with a sharp bark again, 
as much as to say, ** I have done my duty by this feeble crea- 
ture, you perceive ; ” while the lady-mother of the kitten sat 
sunning her white bosom in the window, and looked round 
with a sleepy air of expecting caresses, though she was not 
going to take any trouble for them. 

The presence of this happy animal life was not the only 
change which had come over the interior of the stone cottage. 
There was no bed now in the living-room, and the small space 
was well filled with decent furniture, all bright and clean 
enough to satisfy Dolly Winthrop's eye. The oaken table and 
three-cornered oaken chair were hardly what was likely to 
be seen in so poor a cottage; they had come, with the beds and 
other things, from the Bed House j for Mr. Godfrey Cass, as 
every one said in the village, did very kindly by the weaver ; 
and it was nothing but right a man should be looked on and 
helped by those who could afford it, when he had brought up 
an orphan child, and been father and mother to her — and had 
lost his money too, so as he had notliiiig but what he worked 
for week by week, and when the weaving was going down too 
— for there was less and less flax spun — and Master Mamer 
was none so young. Nobody was jealous of the weaver, for 
he was regarded as an exceptional person, whose claims on 
neighborly help were not to be matched in Raveloe. Any 
superstition that remained concerning him had taken an en- 
tirely new color ; and Mr. Macey, now a very feeble old man 
of fourscore and six, never seen except in his chimney-corner 
or sitting in the sunshine at his door-sill, was of opinion that 
when a man had done what Silas had done by an orphan child^ 
it was a sign that his money would come to light again, or 
leastwise that the robber would be made to answer for it — 
for, as Mr. Macey observed of himself, his faculties were as 
strong as ever. 

Silas sat down now and watched Eppie with a satisfied gaze 
as she spread the clean cloth, and set on it the potato-pie. 
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warmed up slowly in a safe Sunday fashion, by being put 
into a dry pot over a slowly-dying fire, as the best substitute 
for an oven. For Silas would not consent to have a grate and 
oven added to his conveniences ; he loved the old brick hearth 
as he had loved his brown pot — and was it not there when he 
had found Eppie ? The gods of the hearth exist for us still ; 
and let all new faith be tolerant of that fetishism, lest it bruise 
ixs own roots. 

Silas ate bis dinner more silently than usual, soon lading 
down his knife and fork, and watching half abstractedly 
Eppie’s play with Snap and the cat, by which her own dining 
was made rather a lengthy business. Yet it was a sight that 
might well arrest wandering thoughts : Eppie, with the rip- 
pling radiance of her hair and the whiteness of her rounded 
chin and throat set oif by the dark-blue cotton gown, laughing 
merrily as the kitten lield on with her four claws to one 
shoulder, like a design for a jug-handle, while Snap on the 
right liand and Fuss on the other put up their paw^s tow'ards 
a morsel >vhich she held out of the reach of both — Snap 
occasionally dcbisting in order to remonstrate w ith the eat by 
a cogent worrying growd on the greediness and futility of her 
conduct j till Eppie relented, caressed them both, and divided 
the morsel between them. 

But at last Eppie, glancing at the clock, cliecked the play, 
and said, “0 daddy, you’ve wanting to go into the sunshine 
to smoke your piiie. But I must clear aw'ay first, so as the 
house may be tidy when godmother comes. I'll make haste 
— I won't be long." 

Silas had taken to smoking a pipe daily during the last two 
years, having been strongly urged to it by the sages of Rave- 
loe, as a practice good for tlie fit.s ; ” and this advice ivas 
sanctioned by Dr, Kimble, on the ground that it was as w^ell 
to try w’hat could do no harm — a principle w'hich was made 
to answer for a great deal of w’ork in that gentleman’s medi- 
cal practice. Silas did not highly enjoy smoking, and often 
wondered how his neighbors could be so fond of it ; but a humble 
sort of acquiescence in wduit w'as held to be good, had become 
a strong habit of that new' self which had been developed m 
him since he had found Eppie on his hearth : it had been the 
only clew his bewildered mind could h«)ld by in cherishing 
this 3’'oiing life that had been sent to him out of the darkness 
into which his gold had departed. seeking what was 
needful for Eppie, by sharing the effect that everything pro- 
duced on her, he had himself come to ap^iropriate the forms 
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of custom and belief which were the mould of Ravel oe life ; 
and as, with reawakening sensibilities, memory also reawak- 
ened, he had begun to ponder over the elements of his old 
faith, and blend them with his new impressions, till he 
recovered a consciousness of unity between his past and 
present. The sense of presiding goodness and the human 
trust which come with all pure peace and joy, had given him 
a dim impression that there had been some error, some mis- 
take, which had thrown that dark shadow over the days of 
his best years ; and as it grew more and more easy to him to 
open his "mind to Dolly AVinthrop, he gradually comiuiinicated 
to her all he could describe of his early life. The communi- 
cation was necessarily a slow and difficult process, for Silas's 
meagre power of explanation was not aided hy any readiness 
of interpretation in Dolly, whose narrow outward experience 
gave her no key to strange customs, and made every novelty 
a source of wonder that arrested them at every step of the 
narrative. It was only by fragments, and at intervals which 
left Dolly time to revolve what she had heard till it acquired 
some familiarity for her, that Silas at last arrived at the 
climax of the sad story — the drawing of lots, and its false 
testimony concerning him; and this had to be repeated in 
several interviews, under new questions on her part as to the 
nature of this plan for detecting the guilty and clearing the 
innocent. 

“Andyourn's the same Bible, you’re sure o’ that, Master 
Marner — the Bible as you brought wi’ you from that country 
— it*s the same as what they’ve got at church, and what Eppie's 
arlearning to read in ? ” 

“Yes,” said Silas, “every bit the same; and there’s draw- 
ing o’ lots in the Bible, mind you,” he added in a lower tone. 

“ 0 dear, dear,” said Dolly in a grieved voice, as if she were 
.hearing an unfavorable report of a sick man’s case. She was 
silent for some minutes ; at last she said — 

“ There’s wise folks, happen, as know how it all is ; the 
parson knows, I’ll be bound; but it takes big words to tell 
them things, and such as poor folks can’t make much out on. 
I can never rightly know the meaning o’ what I hear at 
church, only a bit here and there, but T know it’s good words 
— I do. But what lies upo’ your mind — it’s this, Master 
Mamer ; as, if Thera above had done the right thing by you, 
They’d never ha’ let you be turned out for a wicked thief 
when you was innicent.” 

“ Ah ! ” said Silas, who had now come to understand Dolly’s 
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phraseology, ‘‘that was what fell on me like as if it had been 
red-hot iron ; because, you see, there was nobody as oai-eu tor 
me or clave to me above nor below. And him as Td gone out 
and in wi' for ten year and more, since when w'e w as lads »ui(l 
went halves — mine own familiar friend in 'whom I tru'^tod. 
had lifted up his heel again’ me, and w^orked to ruin int'.” 

“Eh, but he was a bad *un — I can’t think as there's 
another such,’' said Dolly. “ But I’m overcome, Master ^lar- 
ner; I’m like as if I’d waked and didn't know' whether it was 
night or moruiug, I feel somehow as sure as I do when I’ve 
laid something up though I can't justly put niy hand on it. 
as there was a rights in what happened to you, if one could 
but make it out; and you’d no call to lose heart as you did 
But \ve‘ll talk on it again ; for sometimes things come into 
my head when I’m leeching or poulticing, or such, as I could 
never think on when I W'as sitting still,” 

Dolly w'as too useful a woman not to have many opportuni- 
ties of illumination of the kind she alluded to, and she vas 
not long before she recurred to the subject. 

“ Master Marner,” she said, one day that she came to bung 
home Eppie's ivashing, “ IVe been sore puzzled for a good bit 
wi’ that trouble o’ yourn and the drawing o’ lots; and it got 
twisted back'ards and for’ards, as I didn’t know wdiicli end 
to lay hold on. But it come to me all clear like, that night 
when I w^as sitting up ivi’ poor Bessy Fawkes, as is dead and 
left her children beliind, God help ’em — it come to me as 
clear as daj light; but whether Pve got hold on it now. or can 
anywa3'S bring it to my tongue’s end, that 1 don’t know. For 
I’ve often a deal inside me as ’ll never come out ; and for 
what you talk o’ 3'oiir folks in 3’our old country niver saying 
prayers by heart nor saying 'em out of a book, they must be 
wonderful diver; for if 1 didn’t know ‘Our Father,’ and little 
bits o’ good words as I can carry' out o’ church wi' me. I might 
down o’ my knees eveiy night, but nothing could I say.” 

“But you can inosth' s;iv something as I can make sense 
on, Mrs. Wiuthrop.” said Silas. 

“Well, then. Master Marner, it come to me summat like 
this : I can make nothing o’ the drawing o’ lots and the answer 
coming wrong; it ’lul raayliap take the parson to tell that, 
and he could only tell ns 1* big words. But what come to me 
as clear as the daylight, it was when 1 was troubling over poor 
Be&sy Fawkes, iuid it allays comes into my head when Fm 
sorry' for folks, and fed as 1 can’t do a power to help ’em, not 
if 1 was to get up i’ the middle o’ the night — it comes into 
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my head as Them above has got a deal tenderer heart nor 
what Vve got — for I can^t be anyways better nor Them as 
made me; and if anything looks hard to me, it's because 
there’s things I don’t know on ; and for the matter o’ that, 
there may be plenty o’ things I don’t know on, for it’s little 
as I know — that it is. And so, while I was thinking o’ that, 
you come into my mind, Master Marner, and it all come pour- 
ing in : — if J felt i’ my inside what was the right and just 
thing by you, and them as prayed and drawed the lots, all but 
that wicked un, if thej/d ha’ done the right thing by you if 
they could, isn’t there Them as was at the making on us, and 
knows better and has a better will ? And that’s all as ever I 
can be sure on, and everything else is a hig puzzle to me when 
I think on it. For there was the fever come and took off 
them as were full-growed, and left the helpless children ; and 
there’s the breaking o' limbs ; and them as ’ud do right and 
be sober have to suifer b}" them as are contrairy — eh, there’s 
trouble i’ this world, and there’s things as we can niver make 
out the rights on. And all as we’ve got to do is to trusten, 
Master Marner — to do the right thing as fur as we know, 
and to trusten. For if us as knows so little can see a bit o’ 
good and rights, we may be sure as there’s a good and a rights 
bigger nor what we can know — I feel it i’ tny own inside as 
it must be so. And if you could but ha’ gone on trustening. 
Master Marner, you wouldn’t ha’ run away from your fellow- 
creators and been so lone.” 

“ Ah, but that ’ud ha’ been hard,” said Silas, in an under- 
tone ; “ it ’ud ha’ been hard to trusten then.” 

“ And so it would,” said Doll}’, almost with compunction ; 
“them things are easier said nor done; and I’m partly 
ashamed o’ talking.” 

“ Nay, nay,” said Silas, “ you’re i’ the right, Mrs. Winthrop 
— you’re i’ the right. There’s good i’ this world — I’ve a 
feeling o’ that now ; and it makes a man feel as there’s a good 
more nor he can see, i’ spite o’ the trouble and the wicked- 
ness. That drawing o’ the lots is dark ; but the child was 
sent to me; there’s dealings with us — there’s dealings.” 

This dialogue took place in Eppie’s earlier years, when 
Silas had to part with her for two hours every day, that she 
might learn to read at the dame school, after he had vainly 
tried himself to guide her in that first step to learning. Now 
that she was grown up, Silas had often been led, in those 
moments of quiet outpouring which come to people who live 
together in perfect love, to talk with her too of the past, and 
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how and why he had lived a lonely man until she had been 
sent to him. For it would have been impossible for him to 
hide from Eppie that she was not his own child : even if the 
most delicate reticence on the point could have been expected 
from Raveloe gossips in her presence, her own questions about 
her mother could not have been parried, as she grew up, with- 
out that complete shrouding of the past which would ha^e 
made a painful barrier between their minds. So Eppie had 
long known how her mother liad died on the snowy ground, 
and how she herself had been found on the hearth by father 
Silas, who had taken her golden curls for his lost guineas 
brought back to him. The tender and peculiar love uith 
which Silas had reared her in almost inseparable companion- 
ship with himself, aided by the seclusion of their dwelling, 
had preserved her from the lowering influences of the village 
talk and habits, and had kept lier mind m that freshness 
which is sometimes falsely' supposed to be an invariable at- 
tribute of ru^sticity. l^erfect love has a breath of poetry 
which can exalt the relations of the least-instructed human 
beings ; and this breath of poetry had surrounded Eppie from 
the time when she had followed the bright gleam that beck- 
oned her to Silas's hearth ; so that it is not surprising it, in 
other things besides her delicate prettiness, she was not quite 
a common village maiden, but had .i, touch of refinem»*iit and 
fervor which came from no other teaching than that of ten- 
derly-nurtured un vitiated feeling. She ivas too childish and 
simple for her imagination to rove into questions about her 
unknown father ; for a long while it did not even occur to her 
that she must have liad a father; and the first time that the 
idea of her mother having had a husband presented itself to 
her, was when Silas showed her the wedding-ring which had 
been taken from the wasted finger, and had been carefully 
preserved by him in a little lacquered box shaped like a shoe. 
He delivered this box into Eppie's charge when she had 
grown up, and she often opened it to look at the ring : but 
still she thought hardly at all about tlie father of whom ifc 
was the symbol. Had she not a father very close to her, who 
loved her better than any real fathers in the village seemed 
to love their daughters ? On the contrary, who her mother 
was, and how she came to die in that forlornness, were ques- 
tions that often pressed on Eppie’s mind. Her knowledge of 
Mrs. Winthrop, who was her nearest friend next to Silas, made 
her feel that a mother mvxt be very precious; and she had 
again and again asked Silas to tell her how her mother looked. 
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whom she was like, and how he had found her against the 
furze bush, led towards it by the little footsteps and the out- 
stretched arms. The furze bush was there still; and this 
afternoon, when Eppie came out with Silas into the sunshine, 
it was the first object that arrested her eyes and thoughts. 

** Father,” she said, in a tone of gentle gravity, which some- 
times came like a sadder, slower cadence across her playful- 
ness, “we shall take the furze bush into the garden; it'll come 
into the corner, and just against it Pll put snowdrops and 
crocuses, 'cause Aaron says they won't die out, but '11 always 
get more and more.” 

“Ah, child,” said Silas, always ready to talk when he had 
his pipe in his hand, apparently enjoying the pauses more 
than the puffs, “ it wouldn't do to leave out the furze bush ; 
and there's nothing prettier to my thinking, when it's yallow 
with flowers. But it's just come into my head what we're to 
do for a fence — mayhap Aaron can help us to a thought ; but 
a fence we must have, else the donkeys and things 'all come 
and trample everything down. And fencing's hard to be got 
at, by what I can make out.” 

“ 0, I'll tell you, daddy,” said Eppie, clasping her hands 
suddenly, after a minute's thought. “There’s lots o' loose 
stones about, some of 'em not big, and we might lay 'em atop 
of one another, and make a wall. You and me could carry the 
smallest, and Aaron 'ud carry the rest — I know he would.” 

“Eh, my precious un,” said Silas, “there isn’t enough 
stones to go all round ; and as for you carrying, why, wi' your 
little arms you couldn't carry a stone no bigger than a turnip. 
You're dillicate made, my dear,” he added, with a tender in- 
tonation — “that's what Mrs. Winthrop says.” 

“0, I'm stronger than you think, daddy,” said Eppie ; “and 
if there wasn't stones enough to go all round, why, they'll go 
part o' the way, and then it '11 be easier to get sticks and 
things for the rest. See here, round the big pit, what a many 
stones ! ” 

She skipped forward to the pit, meaning to lift one of the 
stones and exhibit her strength, but she started back in sai> 
prise. 

“0, father, just come and look here,” she exclaimed— 
“come and see how the water's gone down since yesterday. 
Why, yesterday the pit was ever so full ! ” 

“Well, to be sure,” said Silas, coming to her side. “Why, 
that's the draining they've begun on, since harvest, i' Mr. 
Osgood's fields, I reckon. The foreman said to me the other 
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day, when I passed by ^em, ^iRFaster Marner/ he said, 
shouldn’t wonder if we lay your bit o’ waste aa dry as a bone.* 
It was Mr. Godfrey Cass, he said, had gone into the draining; 
he’d been taking these fields o’ Mr. Osgood,’’ 

** How odd it ’ll seem to have the old pit dried up ! ” said 
Eppie, turning away, and stooping to lift ratlier a large stone. 
“ See, daddy, I can carry this quite well,” she said, going 
along with much energy for a few steps, but jiresently letting 
it fall. 

“ Ah, you’re fine and strong, aren’t you? ” said Silas, while 
Eppie shook her aching arms and laughed. “ Come, come, let 
us go and sit down on the bank against the stile there, and 
have no more lifting. You might hurt j'our&elf, child. You’d 
need have somebody to work for you — and my arm isn’t 
overstrong.” 

Silas uttered the last sentence slowly, as if it implied more 
than met the ear ; and Eppie, when they sat down on the 
bank, nestled close to his side, and, taking hold caressingly of 
the arm that was not over-strong, held it on her lap, while 
Silas puffed again dutifully at the pipe, which occupind his 
other arm. An ash in the hedgerow behind made a fretted 
screen from the sun, and threw hai^py j>layful shadows all 
about them. 

“ Father,” said Eppie, very gently, after they had been sit- 
ting in silence a little while, I was to be married, ought I 
to be married with my mother’s ring ? ” 

Silas gave an almost imperceptible start, though the question 
fell in with the under-current of thought in his own mind 
and then said, in u subdued tone, Why, Eppie, have you been 
a-thinking on it ? ” 

^*Only this last week, father,” said Eppie, ingenuously, 
since Aaron talked to me about it.” 

^‘And what did he saj’?” said Silas, still in the same 
subdued way, as if he were anxious lest he should fall into the 
slightest tone tliat was not for Eppie’s good. 

“ He said he should like to be married, because he was 
a-going in four and twenty, and had got a deal of gardening 
woi*k, now Mr. Mott’s given up; imd he goes twice a week 
regular to Mr. Cass’s, and once to Mr. Osgood’s, and they’re 
going to take him on at the Bectory.” 

" And who is it as he’s wanting to marry ? " said Silas, with 
rather a sad smile. 

“ Why, me, to be sure, daddy,” said Eppie, with dimpling 
laughter, kissing her father’s cheek ; as if he’d want to 
marry anybody else 1 ” 
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“ And you mean to have him, do you ? ” said Silas. 

Yes, some time,’’ said Eppie, I don’t know when. Every- 
body’s married some time, Aaron says. But I told him that 
wasn’t true : for, I said, look at father — he’s never been 
married.” 

‘‘ No, child,” said Silas, “ your father was a lone man till 
you was sent to him.” 

But you’ll never be lone again, father,” said Eppie, ten- 
deily. “ Thau was what Aaron said — ^ I could never think 
o’ taking you away from Master Marner, Eppie.’ And I said, 
* It ’ud be no use if you did, Aaron.’ And he wants us all to 
live together, so as you needii’t work a bit, father, only what’s 
for youT own pleasure ; and he’d be as good as a son to you — 
that was what he said.” 

“ And should you like that, Eppie ? ” said Silas, looking at 
her. 

“ I shouldn’t mind it, father,” said Eppie, quite simply. 
“ And J should like things to be so as you needn't work much. 
But if it wasn’t for that, I’d sooner things didn’t change, I’m 
very happy : I like Aaron to be fond of me, and come and see 
us often, and behave pretty to you — he always does behave 
pretty to you, doesn’t he, father ? ” 

“ Yes, child, nobody could behave better,” said Silas, em- 
phatically. “ He’s his mother’s lad.” 

But I don’t want any change,” said Eppie, " I should 
like to go on a long, long while, just as we are. Only Aaron 
does want a change j and he made me cry a bit — only a bit 
— because he snid I didn't care tor him, for if I cared for him 
I should want us to be married, as he did.” 

'^Eh, my blessed child,” said Silas, ia^dng down his pipe as 
if it were useless to pretend to smoke any longer, “ you’re 
o’er young to be married. "We’!! ask Mrs. Winthrop — we’ll ask 
Aaron’s mother what site thinks : if there’s a right thing to do, 
she’ll come at it. But there’s this to be thought on, Eppie : 
things will change, whetlier we like it or no ; things won’t go 
on for a long while just as they are and no difference. I sh^I 
get older aiid helplesser, and be a burden on you, belike, if I 
don’t go away from you altogether. Not as I mean you’d 
think me a burden — I know you wouldn’t — but it ’ud be 
hard upon you ; and when 1 look for'ard to that, I like to 
think as you’d have somebody else besides me — somebody 
young and strong, as ’ll outlast your own life, and take C£kre on 
you to the end.” Silas paused, and, resting his wrists on bis 
knees, lifted his hands up and down meditatively as he looked 
on the ground. 
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Then, would you like me to be inariied, father ? ” said 
Eppie, with a little trembling in her voice. 

“I'll not be the man to say no, Eppie,” said Silas, em- 
phatically ; but ^yeUl ask your god-mother. She’ll wish the 
right thing by you and her son too.” 

There they come then,” said Eppie. ‘‘ Let us go and meet 
’em. 0 the pipe I won’t you have it lit again, father ? ” said 
Eppie, lifting that medicinal appliance from the ground. 

‘“Nay, child,” said Silas, ‘‘I'ye done enough for to-day. 1 
think, mayhap, a little of it does me more good than so much 
at once.” " 


CHAPTER XVIL 

While Silas and Eppie were seated on the bank discoursing 
ill the fleckered shade of the ash-tree, Miss l^riscilla Lammeter 
was resisting her sister's arguments, that it would be better 
to take tea at the Red House, and let her father have a long 
nap, than di'i\e home to the Warrens so soon after diiinei. 
The family party (of four only) were seated round the table 
in the dark wainscoted parlor, with the Sunday dessert betore 
them, of fresh Alberts, apples, and pears, duly oriiament<“J 
with leaves by Nancy’s own hand before the bells had rung 
for church. 

A great change has come over the dark wainscoted parlor 
since we saw it in Godfrey’s bachelor days, and under the 
w ifeless reign of the old Squire. Now all is polish, on which 
no 3 ’esterday's dust is ever allowed to rest, from the yard’s 
width of oaken boards round the carpet, to the old Squire’s 
gun and whips and walking-sticks, ranged on the stag’s ant- 
lers above the mantel-] n'cce. Ail other signs of sporting and 
out-door occupation Nancy has removed to another room ; but 
she has brought into the Red House the habit of filial rev- 
erence, and jireserves sacredl}' in a place of honor these relics 
of her husband's departed father. The tankards are on the 
side-table still, but the bossed silver is undimmed by handling- 
and there are no dregs to send forth unpleasant suggestions; 
the only prevailing scent is of the lavender and rose-leaves 
that fill the vases of Derbyshire spar. All is purity and order 
in this once dreary room, for, fifteen years ago, it was entered 
by a new presiding spirit. 

“ Now, father,” said Nancy, “ is there any call for you to go 
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home to tea ? Mayn’t you just as well stay with us ? — such 
a beautiful evening as it’s likely to be.” 

The old gentleman had been talking with Godfrey about 
the increasing poor-rate and the ruinous times, and had not 
heard the dialogue between his daughters. 

“My dear, you must ask Priscilla,” he said, in the once firm 
voice, now become rather broken. “ She manages me and the 
farm too.” 

“ And reason good as I should manage you, father,” said 
Priscilla, “else you’d be giving yourself your death with 
rheumatism. And as for the farm, if anything turns out 
wrong, as it can’t but do iu these times, there’s nothing kills 
a man so soon as having nobody to find fault with but hiju- 
self. It’s a deal the best way o’ being master, to let some- 
body else do the ordering, and keep the blaming in your own 
hands. It ’ud save many a man a stroke, I believe.” 

“ Well, well, my dear,” said her father, with a quiet laugh, 
“I didn’t say you don’t manage for everybody’s good.” 

“Then manage so as you may stay tea, Priscilla,” said 
Nancy, putting her hand on her sister’s arm affectionately. 
“ Come now 5 and we’ll go round the garden while father has 
bis nap.” 

“ My dear child, he’ll have a beautiful nap in the gig, for I 
shall drive. And as for staying tea, I can’t hear of it ; for 
there’s this dairymaid, now she knows she’s to be married, 
turned Michaelmas, she’d as lief pour the new milk into tho 
pig-trough as into the pans. That's the way with ’em all : it’s 
as if they thought the world ’ud be new-made because they’re 
to be married. So come and let me put my bonnet on, and 
there’ll be time for tis to walk round the garden while the 
horse is being put in,” 

When the sisters were treading the neatly-swept garden- 
walks, between the bright turf that contrasted pleasantly with 
\he dark cones and arches and wall-like hedges of yew, Pris- 
eilla said, — 

“I’m as glad as an 3 ’thing at your husband’s making that 
exchange o’ land with cousin Osgood, and beginning the daiiy- 
ing. It’s a thousand pities you didn’t do it before ; for it’ll 
give you something to fill youv mind. There’s nothing like a 
dairy if folks want a bit o’ worrit to make the days pass. For 
as for rubbing furniture, when 3 ’ou can once see your face in 
a table there’s nothing else to look for ; but there’s always 
something fresh with the dairy ; for even in the depths o’ 
winter there’s some pleasure in conquering the butter, and 
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making it florae whether or no. My dear,” added Priscilla, 
pressing her sister’s hand affectionately as they walked side 
by side, “you’ll never be low when youVe got a dairy.” 

“Ah, Priscilla,” said Nancy, returning the pressure with a 
grateful glance of her clear eyes, “but it won't lufike up to 
Godfrey : a dairy’s not so much to a man. And it’s only what 
he cares for that ever mcakes me low. I’m contented with the 
blessings we have, if he could be contented.” 

“ It drives me past patience,” said Priscilla, impetuously, 
“that way o’ the men — always wanting and wanting, aiid 
never easy with what they’ve got ; they can't sit comfortable 
in their chairs when they’ve neither ache nor pain, but either 
they must stick a pipe in their mouths, to make ’em better 
than well, or else they must be swallowing some tiling stroiii'. 
though they're forced to make haste before the next nietd 
comes in. But joyful be it spoken, our father was never that 
sort o’ man. And if it had [deased God to make you ugly, 
like me, so as the men wouldn’t ha’ run after you, we might 
have kept to our ovirn family, and had nothing to do with 
folks as ha^'e got uneasy blood in their veins.” 

“Oh don't say so, Priscilla,” said Nancy, repenting that she 
had called forth this outburst ; nobody has an}* occasion to 
find fault with Godfrey. It’s natural he should be disap- 
pointed at not having any children : every man likes to have 
somebody to work for and lay by for, and he always counted 
so on making a fuss with ’em when they were little. There's 
many another man ’ucl hanker more than he does. He’s the 
best of husbands,” 

“ Oh, 1 know,” said Priscilla, smiling sarcastically, “I know 
the way o’ wives j they set one on to abuse tlieir hu&bands, 
and then they turn round on one and praise 'em as if they 
wanted to sell ’em. But father’ll be waiting for me ; we must 
turn now.” 

The large gig with the steady old gray was at the front door, 
and Mr. Lam me ter was already on the stone steps, passing the 
time in recalling to Godfrey what very fine x>oints Speckle 
had when his master used to ride him. 

“1 always would have a good horse, you know,” said the 
old gentleman, not liking that spirited time to be quite efEaced 
from the memory of his juniors. 

“ ^lind you bring Nancy to the Warrens before the week’s 
out, Mr. Cass,” was Priscilla’s parting injunction, as she took 
the reins, and shook them gently, by way of friendly incite- 
ment to Speckle. 
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*'1 shall just take a turn to the fields against the Stone-pits, 
Kancy, and look at the draining,” said Godfrey. 

You'll be in again by tea-time, dear ? ” 

“ Oh yes, I shall be back in an hour.” 

It was Godfrey's custom on a Sunday afternoon to do a 
little contemplative farming in a leisurely walk, Nancy sel- 
dom accompanied him ; for the women of her generation — 
unless, like Priscilla, they took to outdoor management — 
were not given to much walking beyond their own house and 
garden, finding sufficient exercise in domestic duties. So, 
when Priscilla was not with her, she usually sat with Mant's 
Bible before her, and after following the text with her eyes 
for a little while, she would gradually jiermit them to wander 
as her thoughts had already insisted on wandering. 

But Nancy's Sunday thoughts were rarely quite out of keep- 
ing with the devout and reverential intention implied by the 
book spread open before her. She was not theologically 
instructed enough to discern very clearly the relation between 
the sacred documents of the past which she opened without 
method, and her own obscure, simple life 5 but the spirit of 
rectitude, and the sense of responsibility tor the effect of her 
conduct on others, which were strong elements in Nancy's 
character, had made it a habit with her to scrutinize her past 
feelings and actions with self-questioning solicitude. Her 
miud not being courted by a great variety of subjects, she 
filled the vacant m'oinents by living inwardly, again and again, 
through all her remembered experience, especially through 
the fifteen years of her married time, in which her life and its 
significance had been doubled. She recalled the small details, 
the words, tones, and looks, in the critical scenes which had 
opened a new epoch for her by giving her a deeper insight 
into the relations and trials of life, or wliicli had called on 
her for some little effort of forbearance, or of painful adherence 
to an imagined or real duty — asking herself continually 
whether she had been in any respect blamable. This exces- 
sive rumination and self-questioning is perhaps a morbid habit 
inevitable to a mind of much moral sensibility when shut out 
from its due share of outward activity and of practical claims 
on its affections — inevitable to a noble-hearted, childless 
woman, when her lot is narrow. can do so little — have I 
done it all well ? ” is the perpetually recurring thought ; and 
there are no voices calling her away from that soliloquy, no 
peremptory demands to divert energy from vain regret or 
superfiuous scruple. 
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There was one main thread of painful experience in Naiic}’s 
married life, and on it hung certain deeply-felt scenes, which 
were tlie oftenest revived in retrospect. The short dialogue 
with Priscilla in the garden had determined the current ol le- 
trospect in that frequent direction this particular Sumlay 
afcernoon. The first wandering of her thought from the text, 
which she still attempted dutifully to follow with her eyca 
and silent lips, was into an imaginary enlargement of die 
defence she had set up for her husband against Priscilla's 
implied blame. The vindication of the loved object is the 
beat balm affection can find for its wounds : — A man iiiu&c 
have so much on his mind/’ is the belief by which a -wife 
often supports a cheerful face under rough answers and unfeel- 
ing words. And ITaucy’s deepest wounds liad all come from 
the perception that the absence of children from their heaitn 
was dwelt on in her husband's mind as a privation to which 
he could not reconcile liiinself. 

Yet sweet Xancy might have been expected to feel still 
more keenly the denial of a blessing to which she had looked 
forward with all the varied expectations and preparations, 
solemn and prettily trivial, which fill the mind ot a loving 
woman when she expects to become a mother. Was there not 
a drawer filled wdth the neat.M'ork of her hands, all unwoiu 
and untouched, just as she had arranged it there foui’teen 
years ago — just, but for one little dress, which had been 
made the burial-dress ? But under this immediate personal 
trial Xancy was so firmly unmurmuring, that years ago she 
had suddenly renounced the habit of visiting this drawer, lest 
she should in this way be cherishing a longing for what was 
not given. 

Perhaps it was this veiy severity towards an 3^ indulgence 
of what she lield to be sinful regret in herself, that made her 
shrink from applying her own .standard to her husband. “It 
is very different — it is much worse for a man to be disap- 
pointed in that way : a woman can always be satisfied with 
devoting herself to her husband, but a man wants something 
that will make him look forward more — and sitting by the 
fire is so much duller to him than to a woman.” And always, 
when an cy reached this point in her meditations — trying, 
with predetermined sympathy, to see everything as Godfrey 
saw it — there came a renewal of self-questioning. Had she 
done everything in her power to lighten Godfrey’s privation . 
Had she really been right in the resistance which had cost 
her so much pain six years ago, and again four years ago — 
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the resistance to her husband^s wish that they should adopt a 
child ? Adoption was more remote from the ideas and habits 
of that time than of our own ; still Nancy had her opinion on 
it. It was as necessary to her mind to have an opinion on all 
topics, not exclusively masculine, that had come under her 
notice, as for hev to have a precisely marked place for every 
article of her personal property : and her opinions were always 
principles to be unwaveringly acted on. They were firm, not 
because of their basis, but because she held them with a 
tenacity inseparable from her mental action. On all the 
duties and proprieties of life, from filial behavior to the ar- 
rangements of the evening toilet, pretty Nancy Lamineter, 
by the time she was three and twentj", had her unalterable 
little code, and had formed every one of her habits in strict 
accordance witli that code. She carried these decided judg- 
ments within her in the most unobtrusive way : they rooted 
themselves in her mind, and grew there as quietly as gmss. 
Years ago, we know, she insisted on dressing like Priscilla, 
because it was right for sisters to dress alike/’ and because 
she would do what was right if she wore a gown dyed with 
cheese-coloring.” That was a trivial but typical instance of 
the mode in which Nancy^s life was regulated. 

It was one of those rigid principles, and no petty egoistic 
feeling, which had been the ground of Nancy difficult re- 
sistance to her husband’s wish. To adopt a child, because 
children of your own had been denied you, was to try and 
choose your lot in spite of Providence : the adopted child, she 
was convinced, would never turn out well, and would be a 
curse to those who had wilfully and rebelliously sought what 
it was clear that, for some higli reason, they were better with- 
out, When you saw a thing was not meant to be, said Nancy, 
it was a boundeu duty to leave off so much as ivishing for it. 
And so far, perhaps, the wisest of men could scarcely make 
more than a verbal improvement in her principle. But the 
conditions under which she held it apparent that a thing was 
not meant to be, depended on a more peculiar mode of think- 
ing. She would have given uj) making a purchase at a par- 
ticular place if, on three successive times, rain, or some other 
cause of Heaven’s sendiiig, liad formed an obstacle ; and she 
would have anticipated a broken limb or other heavy misfor- 
tune to any one who persisted in spite of such indications. 

But why should you think the child would turn out ill 
said Godfrey, in his remonstrances. “ She has thriven as well 
^ child can do with the weaver ; and he adopted her« There 
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isn't sucli a pretty little girl anywhere else in the parish, or 
one fitter for the station we could give her. Where can be the 
likelihood of her being a curse to anybody ? ” 

‘‘Yes, my dear Godfrey,'' said !Nancy, who was sitting with 
her hands tightly clasped together, and with yearning, regret- 
ful afiection iu her eyes. The child may not turn out ill 
with the weaver. But, then, he didn't go to seek her, as we 
should be doing. It will be wrong ; I feel sure it will. Lon'i 
you remember what that lady we met at the Koystou batlij, 
told us about the child her sister adapted ? TJiat was tlie 
only adopting X ever heard of: and the child was transported 
when it was twenty-three. Bear Godfrey, don't ask me to do 
what 1 know is wrong : 1 should never be happy again. 1 
know it’s very hard for you — it's easier for me — but it's the 
will of Providence," 

It might seem singular that Nancy — with her religious 
theory pieced together out of narrow social traditions, frag- 
ments of church doctrine imperfectly understood, and girlish 
reasonings on her small experience — should have arrived bj 
herself at a way of thinking so neaxdy akin lo that of many 
devout people whose beliefs are held in the shape of a system 
quite remote from her knowledge : singular, if we did not 
know that human beliefs, like -all other natural growths, elude 
the barriers of system. 

Godfrey had from the first specified Eppie, then about 
twelve years old, as a child suitable for them to adopt. It 
had never occurred to him that Silas would rather part with 
his life than with Eppie. Surely the weaver w'ould wish the 
best to the child he bad taken so much trouble with, and would 
be glad that such good fortune should happen to her : she would 
always be very grateful to him, and he would be well provided 
for to the end of his life — jirovided for as the excellent part he 
had done by the child deserved. Was it not an appropriate 
thing for people in a higher station to take a charge off the hands 
of a man in a lower ? It seemed an eminently appropriate 
thing to Godfrey, for reasons that were known only to him- 
self ; and by a common fallacy, he imagined the measure would 
be easy because he had private motives for desiring it. This 
was rather a coarse mode of estimating Silas's relation to 
Eppie ; but we must remember that man}’- of the impressions 
which Godfrey was likely to gather concerning the laboring 
people around him would favor the idea that deep affections 
can hardly go along with callous palms and scant means ; and 
he had not had the opportunity, even if lie had had the power, 
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of entering intimately into all that was exceptional in the 
weaver’s experience. It was only the want of adequate 
knowledge that could have made it possible for Godfrey de- 
liberately to entertain an unfeeling project: his natural kind- 
ness had outlived that blighting time of cruel wishes, and 
Nancy’s praise of him as a husband was not founded entirely 
on a wilful illusion. 

“ I was right,” she said to herself, when she had recalled 
all their scenes of discussion — “I feel I was right to say him 
nay, though it hurt me more than anything; but how' good 
Godfrey has been about it ! Many men would have been very 
angry with me for standing out against their wdshes ; and they 
might have thrown out that they’d had ill-luck in marrying 
me ; but Godfrey has never been the man to say me an un- 
kind word. It’s only what he can’t hide: everything seems 
so blank to him, 1 know ; aiid the land — wdmt a difPerence it 
’ud make to him, when he goes to see after things, if he’d chil- 
dren growing up that he w'as doing it all for! But I won’t 
murmur ; and perhaps if he’d married a w'omau who’d have 
had children, she’d have vexed him in other ways.” 

This possibility w*as Nancy’s chief comfort; and to give it 
greater strength, she labored to make it impossible that any 
other w'ife should have had more perfect tenderness. She 
had been forced to vex him by that one denial. Godfrey was 
not insensible to her loving effort, and did Nancy no injustice 
as to the motives of her obstinacy. It was impossible to have 
lived with her fifteen years and not be aw^arethat an unselfish 
clinging to tlie riglit, and a sincerity clear as the flower-bom 
dew, were her main characteristics ; indeed, Godfrey felt this 
so strongly, that his own more wavering nature, too averse to 
facing difficulty to be unvaryingly simple and truthful, was kept 
in a certain awe of tliis gentle wife who ivatched his looks 
with a yearning to obey them. It seemed to him impossible 
that he should ever confess to her the truth about Eppie : she 
would never recover from the repulsion the story of his earlier 
marriage would create, told to her now, after that long con- 
cealment. And the child, too, he thought, must become an 
object of repulsion : the very sight of her would be painful. 
The shock to Nancy’s mingled pride and ignorance of the 
world’s evil migljt even be too mmih for her delicate frame. 
Since he had married her with that secret on his heart, he 
must keep it there to the last. Whatever else he did, he 
could not make an irreparable breach between himself and this 
long-loved wife. 
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Meanwhile, why could he not make up his mind to the ab« 
seuceof children from a hearth brightened by such a wife? 
Why did his mind fly uneasily to that void, as if it were the 
sole reason why life was not thoroughly joyous to him ? I 
suppose it is the way with all men and women who reach mid- 
dle age without the clear perception that life never can be 
thoroughly joyous : under the vague dulness of the gray hours, 
dissatisfaction seeks a definite object, and fiuds it in the priva- 
tion of an untried good. Dissatisfaction seated musingly on 
a childless hearth, thinks with envy of the father who. 5 e retuiii 
is greeted by young voices — seated at the meal where tiie 
little heads rise one above another like nunsery plants, it 
a black care hovering beliiiid every one of them, and thinks 
the impulses by which men abandon freedom, and seek tor 
ties, are surely nothing but a brief madness. In Godfrey's 
case there were further reasons why his thoughts should be 
continually solicited by this oue point in his lot ; his con- 
science, never thoroughly easy about Eppie, now gave his 
childless home the aspect of a retribution ; and as the time 
passed on, under Nancy^s refusal to adopt her, any retrieval of 
his error became more and more difficult. 

On this Sunday afternoon it was already four years since 
there had been any allusion to the subject between them, and 
Kancy supposed that it was forever buried. 

“I wonder if he*ll mind it less or more as he gets older,** 
she thought ; I'm afraid mc»re. Aged people feel the miss 
of children: what would father do without Priscilla? And 
if I die, Godfrey will be very lonely — not holding together 
with his brothers much. But I won't be over-anxious, and 
trying to make things out beforehand : 1 must do my best 
for the present." 

With that last thought Nancy roused herself from her rev- 
ery, and turned her eyes again towards the forsaken page. 
It had been forsaken longer than she imagined, for she was 
presently surprised by the appearance of the servant with the 
tea-things. It was, in fact, a little before the usual time for 
tea ; but Jane had her reasons. 

“ Is your master come into the yard, Jane ? ” 

“No'm, he isn't," said Jane, with a slight emphasis, of 
which, however, her mistress took no notice. 

“I don't know whether you’ve seen 'em 'm," continued 
Jane, after a pause, *^biit there’s folks making haste all one 
way, afore the front window. T doubt something’s happened. 
There's niver a man to be seen i' the yard, else I'd send and 
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see. IVe been up into the top attic, but there’s no seeing any- 
thing for trees. I hope nobody’s hurt, that’s all.” 

0, no, I dare say there’s nothing much the matter,” said 
Nancy. “ It’s perhaps Mr. Snell’s bull got out again, as he 
did before.” 

" I wish he mayn’t gore anybody then, that’s all,” said Jane, 
not altogether despising a hypothesis which covered a few 
imaginary calamities. 

^^That girl is always terrifying me,” thought Nancy; "I 
wish Grodfrey would come in.” 

She went to the front window and looked as far as she 
could see along the road, with an uneasiness wliich she felt 
to be childisli, for there were now no such signs of excitement 
as Jane had spoken of, and Godfrey would not be likely to 
return hj the village road, but by the fields. She continued 
to stand, however, looking at the placid churchyard with the 
long shadows of the gravestoues across the bright green 
hillocks, and at the glowing autumn colors of the liectory 
trees beyond. Before such calm external beauty the pres- 
ence of a vague fear is more distinctly felt — like a raven 
flapping its slow wing across the sunny air. Nancy wished 
more and more that Godfrey would come in. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

Some one opened the door at the other end of the room, and 
Nancy felt that it was her husband. She turned from the 
window with gladness in her eyes, for the wife’s chief dread 
was stilled. 

“ Dear, I’m so thankful you’re come,” she said, going towards 
him. “ I began to get . . .” 

She paused abruptly, for Godfrey was laying down his hat 
with trembling hands, and turned towards her with a pale face 
and a strange unansweriiig glance, as if he saw her indeed, but 
saw her as part of a scene invisible to herself. She laid her 
hand on his arm, not daring to speak again ; but he left the 
touch unnoticed, and threw himself into his chair. 

Jane was already at the door with the hissing urn. “Tell 
her to keep away, will you ? ” said Godfrey ; and when the 
door was closed again he exerted himself to speak more 
distinctly. 
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Sit down, Nancy — there,” he said, pointing to a cki'r 
opposite him. “ I came back as soon as T could, to hinder 
anybody’s telling you but me. I’ve had a great shock — but 
I care most about the shock it’ll be to you.” 

It isn^t father and Priscilla ? ” said Nancy, with quivering 
lips, clasping her hands together tightly on her lap. 

‘‘No, it’s nobody living,’' said Godfrey, uneqtial to the con- 
siderate skill with which he would have wished to make his 
revelation. ‘‘It's Diinstan — my brother Dunstaii, that we 
lost sight of sixteen years ago. We’ve found him — found 
his body — his skeleton.” 

The deep dread Godfrey’s look had created iu Nancy made 
her feel these words a relief. She sat in comparative calmness 
to hear what else lie liad to tell. He went on : — 

“The Stone-pit has gone dry suddenly — from the draining, 
I suppose; and there he lies — has lain for sixteen }ears, 
wedged between two great stones. There’s ids watch and 
seals, and there's niy gold-Jiaudled hunting-whip, with my 
name on: he took it away, without my knowing, the day he 
went hunting on Wildfire, the last time he was seen.” 

Godfrey paused : it was not so easy to say ivhat came next. 
“Do you think he drowned himselt ? ” said Nancy, almost 
wondering that her husband should be so deeply shaken by 
what had happened all those years ago to an unloved brother, 
of whom worse things had been augured, 

“No, he fell in,” said Godfrey, in a low but distinct voice, 
as if he felt some deep meaning in the fact. I’resently he 
added : “ Dunstan was the man that robbed Silas Marner.” 

The blood rushed to Nancy’s face and neck at this surprise 
and shame, for she had been bred up to regard even a distant 
kinship with crime as a dishonor. 

“ 0 Godfrey ! ” she said, with compassion in her tone, for 
she had immediately reflected that the dishonor must be felt 
still more keenly by her husband. 

“There ivas the money in the pit,” he continued — “all the 
weaver’s moue3^ Even thing’s been gathered up, and they’ve 
taking the sk4eton to the liainbow. Hut I came back to tell 
you : there was no hiinlering it ; you must know.” 

He was silent, looking on the ground for two long minutes. 
Nancy would have said some words of comfort under this 
disgrace, but she refrained, from an instinctive sense that 
there was something behind — that Godfrey had something 
else to tell her. Presently he lifted his eyes to her face, and 
kept them fixed on her, as he said, — 
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“ Everything comes to light, Kancy, sooner or later. When 
God Almighty will^ it, our secrets are found out. I've lived 
with a secret on my mind, but I'll keep it from you no longer. 
I wouldn't have you know it by somebody else, and not by 
me — I wouldn't have you find it out after I’m dead. I'll tell 
you now. It’s been will' and ‘I won't' with me ail my 
life — I'll make sure of myself now/' 

Haney's utmost dread had returned. The e^^es of the hus- 
band and wife met with awe in them, as at a crisis which 
suspended affection. 

** Haney,” said Godfrey, slowly, “when T married you, I 
hid something fi’om you — something I ought to have told 
you. That woman Maruer found dead in the snow — Eppie's 
mother — that wretched woman — was my wife : Eppie is 
my child.” 

He paused, dreading the effect of his confession. But 
Haney .sat quite still, only that her eyes dropped and ceased 
to meet his. She was pale and quiet as a meditative statue, 
clasping her hands on her lap. 

“YouTl never think the same of me again,” said Godfrey, 
after a little while, with some tremor in his voice. 

She was silent. 

“ I oughtn't to have left the child unowned : I oughtn't to 
have kept it from you. But I couldn’t bear to give you up, 
Haney. I was led away into marrying her — I suffered for 
it.” 

Still Haney was silent, looking <lowu; and he almost ex- 
pected that she would presently get up and say she would go to 
ter father’s. How ooiild slie have any mercy for faults that 
must seem so black to her, with her simple severe notions ? 

But at last she lifted up her to his again and spoke. 
There was no indignation in her voice — only deep regret. 

“ Godfrey, if you had but told me this six years ago, we 
could have done some of our duty by the child. Do you think 
I'd have refused to take her in, if I'd known she was yours ? ” 

A-t that moment Godfrey felt all the bitterness of an error 
that was not simply futile, but bad defeated its own end. He 
bad not measured this wife with whom he had lived so long. 
But she spoke again, wnth more agitation. 

“And — 0, Godfrey — if we’d had her from the first, if you'd 
taken to her as you ought, she'd have loved me for her mother 
— and you'd have been happier with me : I could better have 
bore my little baby dying, and our life might have been more 
like what we used to think it 'ud be.” 
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The tears fell, and N'ancy ceased to speak. 

“But you wouldn’t have xnarried me -then, Nancy, if Ti 
told you,’^ said Godfrey, urged, in the bitterness of his selt- 
reproach, to prove to himself that his conduct had not bpon 
utter folly. “ You may think you would now, but you wouMii’c 
then. With your pride and your father’s, you’d have hatPii 
having anything to do with me after the talk there'd lia\e 
been.” 

“ I can’t say what I should have done about that, Godfi^v 
I should never have mariied anybody else. But 1 wasn't 
worth doing wrong for — nothing is in this world. Nothin^j 
is so good as it seems beforehand — not even our man yiiii' 
wasn’t, you see.” There was a faint sad smile on Nancy's 
face as she said the last words. 

“ I'm a worse man than you thought I was, Nancy,” 
Godfrey, rather tremulously. Can yoii forgive me ever ?*’ 

“ The wrong to me is but litrle, Godfrey : you’ve made it up 
to me — youVe been good to me for fifteen years. It’s an- 
other you did the wrong to ; and I doubt it can never be all 
made up for.” 

“ But we can take Bppie now,” said Godfrey. “ I won't 
mind the world knowing at last. I’ll be plain and open for 
the rest o’ my life.” 

“ It’ll be different coming to us, now she’s grown up,” said 
Nancy, shaking her head sadly. “ But it’s your duty to ac- 
knowledge her and provide for her; and I’ll do ray part bj 
her, and pray to God Almighty to make her love me.” 

“ Then we’ll go together to Silas Manier's this very night, 
as soon as everything’s quiet at the Stone-pits.” 


CHAPTER XIX. 

Between eight and nine o’clock that evening, Eppie and 
Silas were seated alone in the cottage. After the great excite- 
ment the weaver had undergone from the events of the after- 
noon, he had felt a longing for this quietude, and hg^ even 
begged Mrs. Winthrop and Aaron, who had naturally linge^d 
behind every one else, to leave him alone with bis child. The 
excitement had not passed away ; it had only reached that 
stage wlien the keenness of the susceptibility makes external 
stimulus intolerable — when there is no sense of weariness, 
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but rather an intensity of inward life, under which sleep is an 
impossibility. Any one who has watched such moments in 
other men remembers the brightness of the eyes and the strange 
definiteness that comes over coarse features from that transient 
influence. It is as if a new fineness of ear for all spiritual 
voices had sent wonder-working vibrations through the heavy 
mortal frame — as if “beauty born of murmuring sound” had 
passed into the face of the listener. 

Silas’s face showed that sort of transfiguration, as he sat in 
his arm-chair and looked at Eppie, She had drawn her own 
chair towards his knees, and leaned forward, bolding both his 
hands, while she looked up at him. On the table near them, lit 
by a candle, lay the recovered gold — the old long-loved gold, 
ranged in orderly heaps, as Silas used to range it in the days 
when it was his only joy. He had been telling her how he 
used to count it every night, and how his soul was utterly 
desolate till she was sent to him, 

“ At first, I’d a sort o’ feeling come across me now and then,” 
he was saying in a subdued tone, “as if you might be changed 
into the gold again ; for sometimes, turn my head which way 
I would, I seemed to see the gold ; and I thought I should be 
glad if I could feel it, and find it was come back. But that 
didn’t last long. After a bit, I should have thought it was a 
curse come again, if it had drove you from me, for I’d got to 
feel the need o’ your looks and your voice and the touch o’ 
your little fingers. You didn’t know then, Eppie, when you 
were such a little un — you didn’t know what your old father 
Silas felt for you.” 

“But I know now, father,” said Eppie. “If it hadn’t been 
for you, they’d have taken me to the workhouse, and there’d 
have been nobody to love me.” 

“Eh, my precious child, the blessing was mine. If you 
hadn’t been sent to save me, I should ha’ gone to the grave in 
my misery. The money was taken away from me in time ; 
and you see it’s been kept — kept till it was wanted for you. 
It’s wonderful — our life is wonderful.” 

Silas sat in silence a few minutes, looking at the money. 
“It takes no hold of me now,” he said, ponderingly — “the 
money doesn’t. I wonder if it ever could again — I doubt it 
might, if I lost you, Eppie. I might come to think I was for- 
saken again, and lose the feeling that God was good to me.” 

At that moment there was a knocking at the door; and 
Eppie was obliged to rise without answering Silas. Beautiful 
she looked, with the tenderness of gathering tears in hex 
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eyes and a slight flush on her cheeks, as she stepped to open 
the door. The flush deepened when she saw Mr, and Mrs. 
Godfrey Cass. She made her little rustic courtesy, and held 
the door wide for them to enter. 

« WeVe disturbing you very late, my dear,” said Mrs. Cass, 
t^iug Eppie’s hand, and looking in her face with an exj)ies- 
sion of anxious interest and admiration. Nancy herself was 
l)ale and tremulous. 

Eppie, after placing chairs for Mr, and Mrs. Cass, went to 
stand against Silas, opposite to them. 

“Well, Marner,” said Godfrey, trying to speak with periect 
firmness, “'it^s a great comfort to me to see you with your 
money again, that you've been deprived of so many Years. 
It was one of iny family did you the wrong — the "more 
grief to me — and I feel bound to make up to you for it in 
every way. Whatever I can do for you will be nothing but 
paying a debt, even if I looked no further than the robljeiy. 
But there are other things I'm beholden — shall be beholden 
to you for, Marner.” 

Godfrey checked himself. It had been agi*eed between 
him and his wife that the subject of his fatherhood should 
be approached very carefully, and that, if possible, the dis- 
closure should be reserved for the future, so that it might be 
made to Eppie gradually. Nancy had urged this, because she 
felt strongly the painful light in which Eppie must inevitably 
see the relation between her father and mother. 

Silas, always ill at ease when he was being spoken to by 
‘‘ betters,” such as Mr. Cass — tall, powerful, florid men, seen 
chiefly on horseback — answered with some constraint, — 

“ Sir, I’ve a deal to thank you for already. As for the rob- 
bery, I count it no loss to me. And if I did, you couldn’t 
help it ; you aren’t answerable for it.” 

“You may look at it in that way, Marner, but I never 
can ; and I hope you’ll let me act according to my own 
feeling of what’s just. I know you’re easily contented: 
you’ve been a hard-working man all your life.” 

“Yes, sir, yes,” said Marner, meditatively. “I should, ha’ 
been bad off without my work : it was what I held by when 
everything else was gone from me.” 

“ Ah,” said Godfrey, .applying flamer’s words simply to his 
bodily wants, “ it was a good trade for you in this country, 
because there’s been a great deal of linen-weaving to be done. 
But you’re getting rather past such close work, Marner ; it’s 
time you laid by and had some rest. You look a good deal 
pulled down, though you’re not an old man, are you ? ” 
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“Pifty-five, as near as I can say, sir,” said Silas, 

“ 0, why, you may live thirty years longer — ^look at old 
Macey ! And that money on the table, after all, is but little. 
It won’t go far either way — whether it’s put out to interest, 
or you were to live on it as long as it would last ; it wouldn’t 
go far if you’d nobody to keep but yourself, and you’ve had 
two to keep for a good many years now.” 

“ Eh, sir,” said Silas, unaffected by anything Godfrey was 
saying, in no fear o’ want. We shall do very well — 

Eppie and me ’ull do well enough. There’s few working-folks 
have got so much laid by as that. 1 don’t know what it is to 
gentlefolks, but I look upon it as a deal — almost too much. 
And as for us, it’s little we want.” 

“ Only the garden, father,” said Eppie, blushing up to the 
ears the moment after. 

“ You love a garden, do you, my dear ? ” said Nancy, think- 
ing that this turn in the point of view might help her hus- 
band. “ We should agree in that : I give a deal of time to 
the garden.” 

Ah, there’s plenty of gardening at the Red House,” said 
Godfrey, surprised at the difficulty he found in approaching 
a proposition which had seemed so easy to him in the dis- 
tance. “You’ve done a good part by Eppie, Marner, for six- 
teen years. It ’ud be a great comfort to you to see her well 
provided for, wouldn’t it ? She looks blooming and healthy, 
but not fit for any hardships : she doesn’t look like a strap- 
ping girl come of working parents. You’d like to see her 
taken care of by those who can leave her well off, and make a 
lady of her ; she’s more fit for it than for a rough life, such 
as she might come to have in a few years’ time.” 

A slight flush came over Marne r’s face, and disappeared, 
like a passing gleam. Eppie w'as simply wondering Mr. Cass 
should talk so about things that seemed to have nothing to do 
with reality, but Silas was hurt and uneasy, 

“I don't take your meaning, sir,” he answered, not having 
words at command to express the mingled feelings with 
which he had heard Mr. Cass’s words. 

“ Well, my meaning is this, l^Iarner,” said Godfrey, deter- 
mined to come to the point. “ Mrs. Cass and I, you know, 
have no children — nobody to be the better for onr good home 
and everything else we have — more than enough for our- 
selves. And we should like to have somebody in the place of 
a daughter to us — we should like to have Eppie, and treat 
her in every way as our own child. It ’ud be a great comfort 
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to you in your old age, I hope, to see her fortune made in 
that way, after youVe been at the trouble of bringing her up 
so well. And it’s right you should have every reward for 
that. And Eppie, I’m sure, will always love you and be 
grateful ro you : she’d come and see you very often, and we 
should all be on the lookout to do everything we could 
towards making you comfortable.” 

A plain man, like Godfrey Cass, speaking under some em- 
barrassment. necessarily blunders on words that are coarser 
than his intentions, and that are likely to fall gratingly on 
susceptible feelings. While he had been speaking, Eppie 
had quietly passed her arm behind Silas’s head, and let her 
hand rest against it caressingly : she felt him trembling vio- 
lently. He was silent for some moments when Mr. Cass had 
ended — powerless under the conflict of emotions, all alike 
painful. Eppie’s heart was swelling at the sense that lier 
father was in distress ; and she was just going to lean down 
and speak to him, w^hen one struggling dread at last gained 
the mastery over every other in Silas, and he said, faintly, — 

“Eppie, my child, speak, 1 won’t stand in your way. 
Thank Mr. and Mrs. Cass.” 

Eppie took her hand from her father’s head, and came for- 
Tvard a step. Her cheeks were flushed, but not with shyness 
this time: the sense that her father was in doubt and suffer- 
ing banished that sort of self-consciousness. She dropped a 
courtesy, first to Mrs, Cass and then to Mr. Cass, and said,— 

“ Thank you. ma’am — thank you , sir. But I can’t leave 
my father, nor own anybody nearer than him. And I don’t 
want to be a lady — thank you all the same” (here Eppie 
dropped another courtesy). “ I couldn’t give up the folks I’ve 
been used to.” 

Ejipie’s lip began to tremble a little at the last words. She 
retreated to her father’s chair again, and held him round the 
neck : while Silas, with a subdued sob, put up his hand to 
grasp hers. 

The tears were in Nancy’s eyes, but her sympathy with 
Eppie was, naturally, divided with distress on her husband’s 
account. She dared not speak, wondering what was going on 
in lier husband’s mind. 

Godfrey felt ,an irritation inevitable to almost all of us 
when we encounter an unexpected obstacle. He had been full 
of his own penitence and resolution to retrieve his error as 
far as the time was left to him ; he was possessed with all- 
important feelings, that were to lead to a predetermined course 
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of action which he had fixed on as the right, and he was not 
prepared to enter with lively appreciation into other people's 
feelings counteracting his virtuous resolves. The agitation 
with which he spoke again was not quite unmixed with auger. 

“But Pve a claim on you, Eppie — the strongest of all 
claims. It^s my duty, Maruer, to own Eppie as my child, and 
provide for her. She*s my own child: her mother was my 
wife. I’ve a natural claim on her that must stand before 
every other.” 

Eppie had given a violent start, and turned quite pale. 
Silas, on the contrary, who had been relieved, by Eppie’s 
answer, from the dread lest his mind should be in opposition 
to hers, felt the spirit of resistance in him set free, not with- 
out a touch of parental fierceness. “Then, sir,” he answered, 
with an accent of bitterness that had been silent in him since 
the memorable day when his youthful hope had perished — 
“then, sir, why didn’t you say so sixteen year ago, and claim 
her before I’d come to love her, i’stead o’ coming to take her 
from me now, when you might as well take the heai’t out o’ my 
body ? God gave her to me because you turned your back 
upon her, and He looks upon her as mine : you’ve no right to 
her ! When a man turns a blessing from his door, it falls 
to them as take it in.'’ 

“ I know that, Marner. I was wrong. I’ve repented of my 
conduct in that matter,” said Godfrey, who could not help 
feeling the edge of Silas’s words, 

“ I’m glad to hear it, sir,” said Marner, with gathering ex- 
citement; “but repentance doesn’t alter what’s been going 
on for sixteen year. Your coming now and saying ^ I’m her 
father’ doesn’t alter the feelings inside us. It’s me she’s 
been calling her father ever since she could say the word.” 

“ But I think you might look at the thing more reasonably, 
Marner,” said Godfrey, unexpectedly awed by the weaver’s 
direct truth-speaking. “ It isn’t as if she was to be taken 
quite away from you, so that you’d never see her again. 
She’ll be very near you, and come to see you veiy often. 
She’ll feel just the same towards you.” 

“Just the same?” said Marner, more bitterly than ever. 
“ How’ll she feel just the same for me as she does now, when 
we eat o’ the same bit, and drink o’ the same cup, and think 
o’ the same things from one day’s end to another ? Just the 
same ? that’s idle talk. You’d cut us i’ two.” 

Godfrey, unqualified by experience to discern the pregnancy 
of Marners simple words, felt rather angry again. It seemed 
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to him that the wearer was very selfish (a judgment readily 
passed by those who hare never tested their own power of 
sacrifice) to oppose what was undoubtedly for Eppie’s wel- 
fare ; and he felt Jiimself called upon, for her sake, to asseu 
his authority. 

“ I should have thought, Marner,” he said, severely — “ 1 
should have thought your affection for Eppie would make ^o\\ 
rejoice in what was for her good, even if it did call upon } uu to 
give up something. You ought to remember your own hte'b 
uncertain, and she's at an age now when her lot may soon be 
fixed in a way very different from what it would be in hei 
father’s home : she may marry some low working-man, and 
then, whatever I might do for her, I couldn’t make her well- 
off. You’re putting yourself in the way of her welfare ; and 
though I’m sorry to hurt you after what you've done, and 
what I’ve left undone, I feel now it’s my duty to insist on 
taking care of my own daughter. I want to do my duty." 

It would be dilficult to &ay whether it were Silas or Eppie 
that was more deeply stirred by this last speech of Godfiey’s. 
Thought had been very busy in Eppie as she listened to the con- 
test between her old long-loved fatlier and this new unfamihai 
father who had suddenly come to fill the place of that black 
featureless shadow which had held the ring and placed it on 
her mother's finger. Her imagination had darted backward 
in conjectures, and forward in previsions, of what this le- 
vealed fatherhood implied ; and there were words in Godfrey a 
last speech which helped to make the previsions especially 
definite, Not that these thoughts, either of past or futuie, 
determined her resolution — that was determined by the feel- 
ings which vibrated to every word Silas had uttered ; but 
they raised, even apart from these feelings, a repulsion 
towards the offered lot and the newly-revealed father. 

Silas, on the other hand, was again stricken in conscience, 
and alarmed lest Godfrey’s accusation should be true — lest he 
should be raising his own will as an obstacle to Eppie’s good. 
For many moments he was mute, struggling for the self-con- 
quest necessary to the uttering of the difficult words. They 
came out tremulously. 

“ I’ll saj' no more. Let it be as you will. Speak to the 
child. I’ll hinder nothing.” 

Even Nancy, with all the acute sensibility of her own affec- 
tions, shared her husband’s view, that Marner was not justifi- 
able in his wish to retain Eppie, after her real father had 
avowed himself. She felt that it was a very hard trial for 
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the poor weaver, but her code allowed no questiou that a 
father hy blood must have a claim above that of any foster- 
father. Besides, Nancy, used all her life to plenteous circum- 
stances and the privileges of respectability,” could not enter 
into the pleasures which early nurture and habit connect with 
all the little aims and efforts of the poor who are born poor : 
to her mind, Eppie, in being restored to her birthright, was 
entering on a too long withheld but unquestionable good. 
Hence she heard Silases last words with relief, and thought, 
as Grodfrey did, that their wish was achieved. 

“ Eppie, my dear,” said Godfrey, looking at his daughter, 
not without some embarrassment, under the sense that she 
was old enough to judge him, “ it'll always be our wish that 
you should show your love and gratitude to one who's been a 
father to you so many years, and we shall want to help you 
to make him comfortable iu every way. But we hope you’ll 
come to love us as well ; and though I haven't been what a 
father should ha' been to you all these years, I wish to do the 
utmost in my power for you for the rest of my life, and pro- 
vide for you as my only child. And you'll have the best of 
mothers in my wife — that'll be a blessing you haven't known 
since you were old enough to know it.” 

“ My dear, you'll be a treasure to me,” said Nancy, in her 
gentle voice. ** We shall want for nothing when we have our 
daughter.” 

Eppie did not come forward and courtesy, as she had done 
before. She held Silas's hand in hers, and grasped it firmly 
— it was a weaver's hand, with a palm and finger-tips that 
were sensitive to such pressure — while she spoke with 
colder decision than before. 

Thank you, ma'am — thank you, sir, for your offers — 
they're very great, and far above my wish. For I should have 
no delight i' life any more if I was forced to go away from my 
father, and knew he was sitting at liome, arthinking of me and 
feeling lone. We've been used to be happy together every 
day, and I can't think o' no happiness without him. And he 
says he'd nobody i' the world till I was sent to him, and he'd 
have nothing when I was gone. And he’s took care of me 
and loved me from the first, and I'll cleave to him as long as 
he lives, and nobody shall ever come between him and me.” 

‘‘ But you must make sure, Eppie,” said Silas, in a low 
voice — “ you must make sure as you won't ever be sorry, 
because you've made your choice to stay among poor folks, 
and with poor clothes and things, when you might ha’ had 
everything o' the best.'^ 
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His sensitiveuess on tiiis point liacl increased as he listened 
to Eppie’s words of faithful aifection. 

“ I can never be soi-ry, father,” said Eppie. “ I shouldn’t 
know what to think on or to wish for with fine things about 
me, as I haven't been used to. And it ’ud be poor work for 
me to put on things, and ride in a gig, and sit in a place at 
church, as ’ud make them as I'm fond of think me unfitting 
company for ’em. What could I care for them ? ” 

Nancy looked at Godfrey with a pained questioning glance. 
But his eyes were fixed on the floor, where he was moving 
the end of his stick, as if he were pondering on something 
absently. She thought there was a word which might perhaps 
come better from her lips than from his. 

“ What you say is natural, ray dear child — it’s natural you 
should cling to those who've brought you up,” she said, mildly ; 

but there’s a duty you owe to your lawful father. There’s 
perhaps something to be given up on more sides than cue. 
When your father opens his home to you, I think it’s right 
you shouldn’t turn y’our back on it.’' 

1 can’t feel as I've got any father but one,” said Eppie, 
impetuously, while the tears gathered. “ I’ve always thought 
of a little home where he'd sit i' the corner, and I should fend 
and do everything for him : I can’t think o’ no other home. 

I wasn’t brought up to be a lady, and I can’t turn my mind to 
it. I like the working-folks, and their victuals, and theii 
ways. And.” she ended passionately, while the tears fell, 

“ I’m promised to marry a working-man, as ’ll live with father, 
and help me to take care of him.” 

Godfrey looked up at Nancy with a flushed face and smart- 
ing dilated eyes. This frustration of a purpose towards which 
he had set out under the exalted consciousness that he was 
about to compensate in some degi'ee for the greatest demerit 
of his life, made him feel the air of the room stifling. 

Let us go,” he said, in an under-tone. 

“ We won't talk of this any longer now,” said Nancy, rising. 
“We’re your well-wishers, my dear — and yours too, Mar- 
ner. We shall come and see you again. It’s getting late 
now.” 

In this way she covered her husband's abrupt departure, 
for Godfrey had gone straight to the door, unable to say 
more. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

Hanot and Godfrey walked home under the starlight in 
silence. When they entered the oaken parlor, Godfrey threw 
himself into his chair, while Haney laid down her bonnet and 
shawl, and stood on the hearth near her husband, unwilling to 
leave him even for a few minutes, and yet fearing to utter any 
word lest it might iar on his feeling. At last Godfrey turned 
his head towards her, and their eyes met, dw'eliing in that 
meeting without any movement on either side. That quiet 
mutual gaze of a trusting husband and wife is like the first 
moment of rest or refuge from a great weariness or a great 
danger — not to be interfered with by speech or action which 
would distract the sensations from the fresh enjoyment of 
repose. 

But presently he put out his hand, and as Haucy placed 
hers within it, he drew her towards him, and said, — 

“ That’s ended ! ” 

She bent to kiss him, and then said, as she stood by his 
side, “Yes, I’m afraid we must give up the hope of having 
her for a daughter. It wouldn’t be right to want to force her 
to come to us against her will. We can’t alter her bringing 
up and what’s come of it.” 

“ Ho,” said Godfrey, with a keen decisiveness of tone, in 
contrast with his usually careless and unemphatic speech — 
“ there’s debts we can’t pay like money debts, by paying extra 
for the years that have slipped by. While I’ve been putting 
off and putting off, the trees have been growing — it’s too late 
now. Marner was in the right in what he said about a man’s 
turning away a blessing from his door : it falls to somebody 
else. I wanted to pass for childless once, Haney — I shall 
pass for childless now against iny wish.” 

Haney did not speak immediately, but after a little while 
she asked — “ You won’t make it known, then, about Eppie’s 
being your daughter ? ” 

“ Ho : where would be the good to anybody ? — only harm. 
I must do what I can for her in the state of life she chooses. 
I must see who it is she’s thinking of marrying.” 

“ If it won’t do any good to make the thing known,” said 
Nancy, who thought she might now allow herself the relief of 
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entertaining a feeling whicli she had tried to silence before, 
“I should be very thankful for father and Priscilla never 
to be troubled with knowing what was done in the past, more 
than about Dunsey : it can^t be helped, their knowing that,” 

I shall put it in my will — I think I shall put it in my 
will. I shouldn't like to leave anything to be found out, like 
this about Dunsey/’ said Godfrey, meditatively. “ But I caii’l 
see anything but difficulties that ’ud come from telling it now. 

I must do what I can to make her happy in lier own ^lay. 
I’ve a notion,” he added, after a moment’s pause, “ it’s Aaion 
Winthrop she meant she w'as engaged to. 1 remember seeing 
him with her and Marner going away from church.” 

Well he’s very sober and industrious,” said Nanc}', trying 
to view the matter as cheerfully as possible. 

Godfrey fell into thoughtfulness again. Presently he looked 
up at Kancy sorrowfully, and said, — 

“ She’s a very prttty, nice girl, isn’t she, ISTancy ? ” 

“Yes, dear; and wdth just your hair and eyes : I wondered 
it had never struck me before.” 

“ I think she took a dislike to me at the thought of my being 
her father : I could see a change in her manner after that.” 

“She couldn't bear to think of not looking on Alarner as 
her father,” said Nancy, not wishing to confirm her husband s 
painful impression. 

“ She thinks I did wrong by her mother as well as by her. 
She thinks me worse than I am. But she must think it: she 
can never know all. It’s part of iny punishment, Nancy, for 
my daughter to dislike me. I should never liave got into that 
trouble if I’d been true to you — if I hadn’t been a fool. I’d 
no right to expect anything but evil could come of that mar- 
riage — and when I shirked doing a father s part too.” 

Nancy was silent : her spirit of rectitude would not let her 
try to soften the edge of what she felt to be a just compunc- 
tion. He spoke again after a little while, but the tone was 
rather changed : there was tenderness mingled with the 
previous self-reproach. 

“ And I got you, Nancy, in spite of all ; and yet I’ve been 
grumbling and uneasy because 1 hadn’t something else — as if 
I deserved it.” 

“You've never been wanting to me, Godfrey,” said Nancy, 
with quiet sincerity. “ My only trouble would be gone if you 
resigned yourself to the lot that’s been given us.” 

“ Well, perhaps it isn’t too late to mend a bit there. Though 
it is too late to mend some things, say what they will.” 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

Thb next mornings when Silas and Eppie were seated at 
their breakfast, he said to her, — 

Eppie, there’s a thing I’ve had on my mind to do this two 
year, and now the money’s been brought back to us, we can 
do it, I’ve been turning it over and over in the night, and 
I think we’ll set out to-morrow, while the fine days last. 
We’ll leave the house and everything for your godmother 
to take care on, and we’ll make a little bundle o’ things 
and set out.” 

“ Where to go, daddy ? ” said Eppie, in much surprise. 

To my old country — to the town where I was born — up 
Lantern Yard, I want to see Mr. Paston, the minister: 
something may ha’ come out to make ’em know I was inui- 
cent o’ the robbery. And Mr. Paston was a man with a deal 
o’ light — I want to speak to him about the drawing o’ the 
lots. And I should like to talk to him about the religion o’ 
this country-side, for I partly think he doesn’t know on it.” 

Eppie was very joyful, for there was the prospect not only 
of wonder and delight at seeing a strange country, but also of 
coming back to tell Aaron all about it. Aaron was so much 
wiser than she was about most things » it would be rather 
pleasant to have this little advantage over him. Mrs. Win- 
throp, though possessed with a dim fear of dangers attendant 
on so long a journey, and requiring many assurances that 
it would not take them out of the region of carriers’ carts 
aud slow wagons, was nevertheless well pleased that Silas 
should revisit his own country, and find out if he had been 
cleared from that false accusation. 

You’d be easier in your mind for the rest o’ your life, 
Master Marner,” said Dolly — “ that you would. And if 
there’s any light to be got up the xard as you talk on, 
we’ve need of it i’ this world, and I’d be glad on it myself, 
if you could bring it back.” 

So on the fourth day from that time, Silas and Eppie, in 
their Sunday clothes, with a small bundle tied in a blue linen 
handkerchief, were making their way through the streets of a 
great manufacturing town. Silas, bewildered by the changes 
thirty years had brought over his native place, had stopped 
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several persons in succession to ask them the name of this 
town, that he might be sure he was not under a mistake 
about it. 

"Ask for Lantern Yard, father — ask this gentleman with 
the tassels on his shoulders a-standing at the shop door ; he 
isn^t in a huny like the rest,” said Eppie, in some distress at 
her father's bewilderment, and ill at ease, besides, amidst the 
noise, the movement, and the multitude of strange indiiferent 
faces. 

"Eh, my child, he won’t know anything about it,” spid 
Silas ; “ gentlefolks didn't ever go up the Yard. But happen 
somebody can tell me which is the way to Prison Stieet, 
where the jail is, I know the way out o' that as if Fd seen 
it yesterday.” 

With some difficulty, after many turnings and new inqui- 
ries, they reached Prison Street ; and the grim walls of the 
jail, the first object that answered to any image in Silas’s 
memory, cheered him with the certitude, which no assurance 
of the town’s name had hitherto given him, that he was in 
his native place, 

"Ah,” he said, drawing a long breath, “there's the jail, 
Eppie ; that's just the same ; I aren't afraid now. It’s the 
third turning on the left band from the jail doors — that's 
the way we must go.” 

“ 0, what a dark ugly place ! ” said Eppie. “How it hides 
the sky ! It's worse than the WorkhoubC. I'm glad you don't 
live in this town now, father. Is Lantern Yard like this 
street ? ” 

“My precious child,'* said Silas, smiling, “it isn't a big 
street like this. I never was easy i' this street myself, but 
I was fond o' Lantern Yard. Tlie shops here are all altei’ed, 
I think — I can't make 'em out; but I shall know the turn- 
ing, because it's the third. 

“ Here it is,” he said, in a tone of satisfaction, as they came 
to a narrow alley. “ And then we must go to the left again, 
and then straight for'ard for a bit, up Shoe Lane : and then 
we shall be at the entry next to the o'erlianging window, 
where there's the nick in the road for the water to run. Eh, 
I can see it all.” 

“0 father, I'm like as if I was stifled,” said Eppie. “I 
couldn’t ha' thought as any folks lived i* this way, so close 
together. How pretty the Stone-pits 'nil look when we gel 
back ! ” 

“ It looks comical to vte, child, now — and smells bad. I 
can't think as it usened to smell so.” 
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Here and there a sallow^ begrimed face looked out from a 
gloomy doorway at the strangers, and increased Eppie'a un- 
easiness, so that it was a longed-for relief when they issued 
trom the alleys into Shoe Lane, where there was a broader 
strip of sky. 

Dear heart ! said Silas, why, there's people coining out 
o' the Yard as if they'd been to chapel at this time o' day — 
a week-day noon ! ” 

Suddenly he started and stood still with a look of distressed 
amazement, that alarmed Eppie. They were before an open- 
ing in front of a large factory, from which men and women 
were streaming for their mid-day meal. 

“ Father,” said Eppie, clasping his arm, “ what's the mat- 
ter ? ” 

But she had to speak again and again before Silas could 
answer her, 

‘^It's gone, child,”, he said, at last, in strong agitation — 

Lantern Yard's gone. It must ha' been here, because here’s 
the house with the o'erhanging window — I know that — it's 
just the same ; but they've made this new opening ; and see 
that big factory ! It's all gone — chapel and all.” 

“ Come into that little brush-shop and sit down, father — 
they'll let you sit down,” said Eppie, always on the watch lest 
one of her father's strange attacks should come on. Per- 
haps the people can tell you all about it.” 

feut neither from the brush-maker, who had come to Shoe 
Lane only ten years ago, when the factory was already built, 
nor from any other source within his reach, could Silas learn 
anything of the old Lantern Yard friends, or of Mr. Fasten 
the minister. 

“ The old place is all swep' away,” Silas said to Dolly Win- 
throp on the night of his return — “ the little graveyard and 
everything. The old home's gone; I've no home but this 
now. I shall never know whether they got at the truth o' 
the robbery, nor whether Mr. Paston could ha' given me any 
light about the drawing o' the lots. It's dark to me, Mrs. 
Winthrop, that is ; I doubt it'll be dark to the last.” 

“Well, yes, Master Manier,” said Dolly, who sat with a 
placid listening face, now bordered by gray hairs ; “ I doubt 
it may. It's the will o' Them above as a many things should 
be dark to us 5 but there's some things as I've never felt i' 
the dark about, and they're mostly what comes i' the day's 
work. You were hard done by that once, Master Marner, 
and it seems as you'll never know the rights of it *, but that 
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doesn’t hinder there being a rights. Master Mamer, for all it’s 
dark to you and me.’’ 

“No,” said Silas, “no; that doesn't hinder. Since the 
time the child was sent to me and I’ve come to love her as 
myself, I’ve had light enough to trusten by ; and no\r she 
says she’ll never leave me, I think I shall trusten till I die.’^ 


CONCLUSION. 

Thebe was one time of the year which was held in Eave- 
loe to be especially suitable for a wedding. It was when 
the great lilacs and laburnums in the old-fashioned gaidens 
showed their golden and purple wealth above the lichen-tmted 
walls, and when there were calves still young enough to w^nt 
bucketfuls of fragrant milk. People were not so busy then 
as they must become when the full cheese-making and the 
mowing had set in ; and besides, it was a time when a light 
bridal dress could be worn with comfort and seen to advan- 
tage. 

Happily the sunshine fell more warmly tlian usual on the 
lilac tufts the morning that Eppio was married, for her dress 
was a very light one. She had often thought, though Tviih a 
feeling of renunciation, that the perfection of a wedding-dress 
would be a white cotton, with the tiniest pink sjirig at wide 
intervals ; so that when Mrs. Godfrey Cass begged to provide 
one, and asked Eppie to choose what it should be, previous 
meditation had enabled her to give a decided answer at once. 

Seen at a little distance as she walked across the church- 
yard and down the village, she seemed to be attired in pure 
white, and her hair looked like the dash of gold on a lily- 
One hand was on her husband’s arm, and with the other she 
clasped the hand of her father Silas. 

“You won’t be giving me away, father,” she had said 
before they went to church ; “ you’ll only be taking Aaron to 
be a son to you.” 

Dolly Winthrop walked behind with her husband; and 
there ended the little bridal procession. 

There were many eyes to look at it, and Miss Priscilla 
Lammeter was glad that she and her father had happened to 
drive up to the door of the Eed House just in time to see this 
pretty sight. They had come to keep Nancy company to-day, 
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because Mr. Cass bad had to go awaj to Lytherley^ for 
special reasons. That seemed to be a pity, for otherwise he 
might have gone, as Mr, Crackenthorp and Mr. O^ood cer- 
tainly would, to look on at the wedding-feast which he had 
ordered at the Rainbow, naturally feeling a great interest in 
the weaver who had been wronged by one of his own family, 

‘‘I could ha’ wished Nancy had had the luck to find a child 
like that and bring her up,” said Priscilla to her father, as 
they sat in the gig ; “ I should ha’ had something youug to 
think of then, besides the lambs and the calves.” 

“Yes, my dear, yes,” said Mr. Lammeter j “one feels that 
as one gets older. Things look dim to old folks : they’d 
need have some young eyes about ’em, to let ’em know the 
world’s the same as it used to be.” 

Nancy came out now to welcome her father and sister; and 
the wedding group had passed on beyond the Red House to 
the humbler part of the village. 

Dolly Winthrop was the first to divine that old Mr. Macey, 
who had been set in his arm-chair outside his own door, 
would expect some special notice as they passed, since he was 
too old to be at the wedding-feast. 

“Mr, Macey’s looking for a word fi*om us,” said Dolly; 
“he’ll be hurt if we pass him and nothing — and him so 

racked with rheumatiz.” 

So they turned aside to shake hands with the old man. He 
had looked forward to the occasion, and had his premeditated 
speech. 

“ Well, Master Marner,” he said, in a voice that quavered a 
good deal, “IVe lived to see my words come true. I was the 
first to say there was no harm in you, though your looks 
might be again’ you ; and I was the first to say you’d get your 
money back. And it’s nothing but rightful as you should. 
And I’d ha’ said the ‘ Amens,’ and willing, at the holy matri- 
mony ; but Tookey’s done it a good while now, and I hope 
you'll have none the worse luck.” 

In the open yard before the Rainbow the party of guests 
were already assembled, though it was still nearly an hour 
before the appointed feast-time. But by this means they 
could not only enjoy the slow advent of their pleasure ; they 
had also ample leisure to talk of Silas Marner’s strange his- 
tory, and arrive by due degrees at the conclusion that he had 
brought a blessing on himself by acting like a father to a lone 
motherless child. Even the farrier did not negative this 
sentiment : on the contrary, he took it up as peculiarly his 
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own, and invited any hardy person present to contradict him. 
But he met with no contradiction ; and all differences among 
the company were merged in a general agreement with Mr. 
Sneirs sentiment, that when a man had deserved his good 
luck, it was the part of his neighbors to wish him joy. 

As the bridal group approached, a hearty cheer was raised 
in the Bainbow yard ; and Ben Winthrop, whose jokes had 
retained their acceptable flavor, found it agreeable to tum m 
there and receive congratulations; not requiring the pio* 
posed interval of quiet at the Stone-pits before joining the 
company. 

Eppie had a larger garden than she had ever expected there 
now ; and in other ways there had been alterations at the 
expense of Mr. Gass, the landlord, to suit Silas's larger fam- 
ily. For he and Eppie had declared that they would rather 
stay at the Stone-pits than go to any new home. The gar- 
den was fenced with stones on two sides, but in front there 
was an open fence, through which the flowers shone ^ith 
answering gladness, as the four united people came within 
sight of them. 

“ 0 father/^ said Eppie, what a pretty home ours is ! I 
think nobody could be happier than we are.” 


OF SILAS MAB^SR. 
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Give me no light, great Heaven, hut such as turns 
To energy of nuinan ftllowstiip; 

Ko powers beyond the hamau heritage 
Tha^ makes completer manhood. 


CHAPTER I. 

The time of my end approaches. I hare lately been subject 
to attacks of angina 'pectoris ; and in the ordinary course of 
things, my physician tells me, 1 may fairly hope that my 
life will not be protracted many months. Unless, then, I 
am cursed with an exceptional ph^^sical constitution, as I am 
cursed with an exceptional mental character, I shall not much 
longer groan under the wearisome burden of this earthly exist- 
ence. If it were to be otherwise — if I were to live on to the 
age most men desire and provide for — I should for once have 
known whether the miseries of delusive expectation can out- 
weigh the miseries of true prevision. For 1 foresee when 
I shall die, and everything that will happen in my last 
moments. 

Just a month from this day, on the 20th of September, 1850, 
I shall be sitting in this chair, in this study, at ten o’clock at 
night, longing to die, weary of incessant insight and foresight, 
without delusions and without hope. Just as I am watching 
a tongue of blue flame rising in the Are, and my lamp is burn- 
ing low, the horrible contraction will begin at ra}'- chest. I 
shall only have time to reach the bell, and pull it violently, 
before the sense of suffocation will come. No one will answer 
my bell. I know why. My two servants are lovers, and wdll 
have quarrelled. My housekeeper will have nished out of the 
house ill a fury, two hours before, hoping that Perry will be- 
lieve she has gone to drown herself. Perry is alarmed at last, 
and is gone out after her. The little scullery-niaid is asleep on. 
a bench : she never answers the bell ; it does not wake her, 
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The sense of suffocation increases : my lamp goes ont with a 
horrible stench : 1 make a great effort, and snatch at the bell 
again. I long for life, and there is no help. I thirsted for the 
unknown : the thirst is gone. 0 God, let me stay with the 
known, and be weary of it : I am content. Agony of pain and 
suffocation — and all the while the earth, the fields, the pebbl> 
brook at the bottom of the rookery, the fresh scent after the 
rain, the light of the morning through my chaniber-windov, 
the warmth of the hearth after the frosty air — will darkness 
close over them forever ? 

Darkness — darkness — no pain — nothing but darkness: 
but I am passing on and on through the darkness : my thought 
stays in the darkness, but always with a sense of moving 

onward. . , . 

Before that time comes, I wish to use my last hours of 
ease and strength in telling the strange story of my expeiience. 
I have never fully unbosomed mj'self to any human being; I 
have never been encouraged to trust much in the sympathy 
of my fellow-men. But we have all a chance of meeting with 
some pity, some tenderness, some charity, when we are dead: 
it is the living only who cannot be forgiven — the living only 
from whom men^s indulgence and reverence are held off, like 
the rain by the hard east wind. While the heart beats, biuise 
it — it is your only opportunity ; while the ej’e can still turn 
towards you with moist timid entreaty, freeze it with an icy 
unanswering gaze ; while the ear, that delicate messenger to 
the inmost sanctuary of the soul, can still take in the tones of 
kindness, put it off with hard civility, or sneering compliment, 
or envious affectation of indifference ; while the creative brain 
can still throb with the sense of injustice, with the yearning 
for brotherly recognition — make haste — oppress it with your 
ill-considered judgments, your trivial comparisons, your care- 
less misrepresentations. The heart will by and by be still— 
uhi sfpva indignatio ulteriiis cor lacerare neqiiit ; ^ the eye will 
cease to entreat ; the ear will be deaf; the brain will have 
ceased from all wants as well as from all work. Then your 
charitable speeches may find vent ; then you may remember 
and pity the toil and the struggle and the failure ; then J'ou 
may give due honor to the work achieved ; then you may nnd 
extenuation for errors, and may consent to bury them. 

That is a trivial schoolboy text ; why do I dwell on it? ft 
has little reference to me, for I shall leave no works behind 
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me for men to honor. I hav^e no near relatives who will make 
up, by weeping over my grave, for the wounds they inflicted 
on me when I was among them. It is only the story of my 
life that will perhaps win a little more sympathy from stran- 
gers when I am dead, than I ever believed it would obtain 
from my friends while I was living. 

My childhood perhaps seems happier to me than it really 
was, by contrast with all the after-years. For then the cur- 
tain of the future was as impenetrable to me as to other chil- 
dren : I had all their delight in the present hour, their sweet 
indefinite hopes for the morrow; and I had a tendpr mother: 
even now, after the dreary lapse of long years, a slight trace 
of sensation accompanies the remembrance of her caress as 
she held me on her knee — her arms round my little body, 
her cheek pressed on mine. I had a complaint of the eyes 
that made me blind for a little wdiile, and she kept me on her 
knee from morning till night. That unequalled love soon van- 
ished oub of iny life, and even to my childish consciousness it 
was as if that life had become more chill. I rode my little 
white pony with the groom by my side as before, but there 
were no loving eyes looking at me as I mounted, no glad arms 
opened to me when I came back. Perhaps I missed my 
mother’s love more than most children of seven or eight 
would have done, to whom the other pleasures of life re- 
maiued as before; for I was certainly a very sensitive child. 
I remember still the mingled trepidation and delicious excite- 
ment with which 1 was affected by the tramping of the horses 
on the pavement in the echoing stables, by the loud resonance 
of the grooms’ voices, by the booming bark of the dogs as my 
father’s carriage thundered under the archway of the court- 
yard, by the din of the gong as it gave notice of luncheon and 
dinner. The measured tramp of soldiery w'hich I sometimes 
heard — for my father’s house lay near a county town where 
there were large barracks — made me sob and tremble ; and 
yet when they were gone past, I longed for them to come back 
again. 

I fancy my father thought me an odd child, and had little 
fondness for me ; though he was very careful in fulfilling what 
he regarded as a parent’s duties. But he was already past the 
middle of life, and I was not his only son. My mother had 
been his second wife, and he was five and forty when he mar- 
ried her. He was a firm, unbending, intensely orderly man, 
in root and stem a banker, but with a flourishing craft of the 
active landholder, aspiring to county influence : one of those 
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people who are always like themselves from day to day, who 
are uninfluenced by the weather, and neither know melancholy 
nor high spirits, I held him in great awe, and appeared moie 
timid and sensitive in his presence than at other times 5 a cir- 
cumstance which, perhaps, helped to confirm him in the inten- 
tion to educate me on a different plan from the pTescriptire 
one with which he had complied in the case of my elder 
brother, already a tall youth at Eton. My brother was to be 
his representative and successor; he must go to Eaton and 
Oxford, for the sake of making connections, of course : my 
father was not a man to underrate the bearing of Latin satir- 
ists or Greek dramatists on the attainment of an aristocratic 
position. But, intrinsically, he had slight esteem for “those 
dead but sceptred spirits ; ” having qualified himself for form- 
ing an independent opinion by reading Potter^s iEschvlus,'' 
and dipping into Francises Horace.^* To this negative mgw 
he added a positive one, derived from a recent connection \Mth 
mining speculation; namely, that a scientific education v.:ia 
the really useful training for a younger son, ^loreover, it was 
clear that a shy, sensitive boy like me was not fit to encounter 
the rough experience of a public school. Mr. Letherallhad 
said so very decidedly. Mr. Letherall was a large man in 
spectacles, who one day took my small head between his large 
hands, and pressed it here and there in an exploratory, suspi- 
cious manner — then placed each of his great thumbs on my 
temples, and pushed me a little way from him, and stared at 
me with glittering spectacles. The contemplation appeared 
to displease him, for he frowned sternly, and said to my 
father, drtawiiig his thumbs across my eyebrows, — 

“ The deficiency is there, sir — there ; and here,” he added, 
touching the upper sides of my head, ‘^here is the excess. 
That must be brought out, sir, and this must be laid to sleep/* 
I was in a state of tremor, partly at the vague idea that I 
was the object of reprobation, partly in the agitation of my 
first hatred — hatred of this big, spectacled man, who pulled 
my head about as if he wanted to buy and cheapen it. 

I am not aware how much Mr. Letherall had to do with the 
system afterwards adopted towards me, but it was presently 
clear that private tutoi*s, natural liistory, science, and the 
modern languages, were the appliances by which the defects 
of my organization were to be remedied. I was very stupid 
about machines, so I was to be greatly occupied with them; 
I had no memory for classification, so it was particularly n^ 
cessary that I should study systematic zoology and botany ; I 
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was hungry for human deeds and human emotions, so I was 
to be plentifully crammed with the mechanical powers, the 
elementary bodies, and the phenomena of electricity and 
magnetism, A better-constituted boy would certainly have 
profited under my intelligent tutors, with their scientific 
apparatus ; and would, doubtless, have found the phenomena 
of electricity and magnetism as fascinating as 1 was, every 
Thursday, assured they were. As it was, I could have paired 
off, for ignorance of whatever was taught me, with the worst 
Latin scholar that was ever turned out of a classical academy. 
I read Plutarch, and Shakespeare, and Lou Quixote by the 
sly, and supplied myself in that way with wandering thoughts, 
while my tutor was assuring me that an improved man, as 
distinguished from an ignorant one, was a man who knew 
the reason why water ran down-hill.” I had no desire to be 
his improved man ; I was glad of the running water ; I could 
watch it and listen to it gurgling among the pebbles, and 
bathing the bright green water-plants, by the hour together. 
I did not want to know ivhy it ran ; 1 had perfect confidence 
that there were good reasons for what was so very beautiful. 

There is no need to dwell on this part of my life. I have 
said enough to indicate that my nature was of the sensitive, 
unpractical order, and that it grew up in an uncongenial 
medium, which could never foster it into happy, healthy 
development. When I was sixteen I was sent to Geneva to 
complete my course of education ; and tlie change was a very 
happy one to me, for the first sight of the Alps, with the set- 
ting sun on them, as we descended the Jura, seemed to me 
like an entrance into heaven ; and the three years of my life 
there were spent in a perpetual sense of exaltation, as if from 
a draught of delicious wine, at the presence of Nature in all 
her awful loveliness. You will think, perliaps. that I must 
have been a poet, from this early sensibility to Nature. But 
my lot was not so happy as that. A poet pours forth his song 
and believes in the listening ear and answering soul, to which 
his song will be floated sooner or later. But the poet^s sen- 
sibility without Ins voice — the poet’s sensibility that finds no 
vent but in silent tears on the sunny bank, when the noonday 
light sparkles on the water, or in an inward shudder at the 
sound of harsh human tones, the sight of a cold human 
eye — this dumb passion brings with it a fatal solitude of 
soul in the society of one’s fellow-men. My least solitary 
moments were those in which 1 pushed off in my boat, at 
evening, towards the centre of the lake ; it seemed to me that 
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the sky, and the glowing mouiitaiii-tops, and the wide blue 
water, " surrounded me with a cherishing love such as no 
human face had shed on me since my mother’s love had vdn- 
ished out of my life, I used to do as Jean Jacques did — h,* 
down in ray boat and let it glide where it would, wlnle I 
looked up at the departing glow leaving one mouutam-top 
after the other, as if the prophet’s chariot of iire were passuisj 
over them on its way to the home of light. Then, when the 
white summits were all sad and corpse-like, I had to push 
homeward, for I was under careful surveillance, and uas 
allowed no late wanderings. This tlisposition of mme was 
not favorable to the foimatioii of intimate friendships aniorg 
the numerous youths of my own age who are always to be 
found studying at Genera. Yet 1 made one such fnendslnp; 
and, singularly enough, it was with a youth whose intellectual 
tendencies were the very reverse of iny own. I shall call 
him Charles Meunier ; his real surname — an Englibh one, 
for he was of English extraction — having since become cele- 
brated. He was an orphan, who lived on a miserable pittance 
while he pursued the medical studies for which he had a 
special genius. iStrange ! that with my vague mind, suscep- 
tible and unobservant, hating inquiry and given up to con- 
templation, I should have been drawn towards a youth uliuse 
strongest passion was science. But the bond was not an in- 
tellectual one ; it came from a source tliat can happily hl<'iiil 
the stupid with the brilliant, the dreamj" with the piaetical: 
it came from community of feeling. Charles was poor and 
ugly, derided b}' Genevese gamins, and not acceptable in 
drawing-rooms. I saw that he Avas isolated, as I Avas, tlioiigli 
from a different cause, and, stimulated by a sympath'^tic 
resentment. T made timid advances tOAvards him. It is enoiigli 
to say that there sprang Aip as much comradeship between qs 
as our different habits Avould allow ; and in Charles’b rare 
holidays Ave Avent up the Saleve together, or took the boat to 
Vevay, while I listened dreamily to the monologues in Avhicli 
he unfolded his bold conceptions of future experiment and 
discovery. I mingled them confusedly in my thought Avitk 
glimpses of blue water and delicate floating cloud, Avith the 
notes of birds and the distant glitter of the glacier. He knew 
quite well that my mind was half absent, yet he liked to talk 
to me in this way ; for don’t Ave talk of our hopes and our 
projects even to dogs and birds, when they love us ? I ha'® 
mentioned this one friendship because of its connection Avith 
a strange and terrible scene which I shall have to narrate in 
my subsequent life 
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This happier life at Geneva was put an end to by a severe 
illness, which is pai-tly a blank to me, partly a time of dimly- 
remembered suffering, with the presence of my father by my 
bed from time to time. Then came the languid monotony of 
convalescence, the days gradually breaking into variety and 
distinctness as my strength enabled me to take longer and 
longer drives. On one of these more vividly remembered 
days, ray father said to me, as he sat beside my sofa, — 

“When you are quite well enough to travel, Latimer, I 
shall take you home with me. The journey will amuse you 
and do you good, for I shall go through the Tyrol and Austria, 
and you will see many new places. Our neighbors, the Fil- 
mores, are come ; Alfred will join us at Basle, and we shall 
all go together to Vienna, and back by Prague.” . . , 

My father was called away before he had hnished his sen- 
tence, and he left my mind resting on the word Prague^ with 
a strange sense that a new and wondrous scene was breaking 
upon me : a city under the broad sunshine, that seemed to me 
as if it were the summer sunshine of a long-past century 
arrested in its course — unrefreshed forages by the dews of 
night, or the rushing rain-cloud ; scorching the dusty, weary, 
time-eaten grandeur of a people doomed to live on in the stale 
repetition of memories, like deposed and superannuated kings 
in their regal gold-inwoven tatters. The city looked so thirsty 
that the broad river seemed to me a sheet of metal ; and the 
blackened statues, as I passed under their blank ga2e, along 
the unending bridge, with their ancient garments and their 
saintly crowns, seemed to me the real inhabitants and owners 
of this place, while the busy, trivial men and women, hurry- 
ing to and fro, were a swarm of ephemeral visitants infesting 
it for a day. It is such grim, stony beings as these, I thought, 
who are the fathers of ancient faded children, in those tanned 
time-fretted dwellings that crowd the steep before me ; who 
pay their court in the worn and crumbling pomp of the palace 
which stretches its monotonous length on the height; who 
worship wearily in the stifling air of the churches, urged by 
no fear or hope, but compelled by their doom to be ever old 
and undying, to live on in the rigidity of habit, as they live 
on in perpetual mid-day, without the repose of night or the 
new birth of morning. 

A stunning clang of metal suddenly thrilled through me, 
and I became conscious of the objects in my room again : one 
of the fire-irons had fallen as Pierre opened the door to bring 
me my draught. My heart was palpitating violently, and I 
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begged Pierre to leave my draught beside me ; I Ts-ould take 
it presently. 

Ab soon as I 'was alone again, 1 began to ask myself whetlipr 
1 had been sleeping. Was this a dream — this wonderful]} 
distinct vision — minute in its distinctness down to a patch 
of rainbow light on the pavement, transmitted through a 
colored lamp in the shape of a star — of a strange city, quite 
unfamiliar to my imagination? I had seen no piotuie ot 
Prague : it lay in my mind as a mere name, with vagupiy 
remembered historical associations — ill-defined memoii»^s of 
imperial grandeur and religious wars. 

Kothing of this sort had ever occurred in iny dreaming ex- 
perience before, for I had often been humiliated because my 
dreams were only saved from being utterly disjointed and 
commonplace by the frequent terrors of nightmare. Hut I 
could not believe that 1 had been asleep, for I reinemheitd 
distinctly the gradual breaking-in of the vision upon me, like 
the new images in a dissolving view, or the growing di^tiiut' 
ness of the landscape as the sun lifts up the veil of the mom- 
ing mist. And while I was conscious of this incipient vision, 

I was also conscious that Pierre came to tell my father Mr 
Filmore was waiting for him, and. that my father hurried out 
of the room. No, it was not a dream; was it — the thought 
was full of tremulous exultation — was it the poet^s nature m 
me, hitherto only a troubled yearning sensibility, now mani- 
festing itself suddenly as spontaneous creation ? Surely it 
was in this way that Homer saw the plain of Troy, that Dante 
saw the abodes of tlie departed, that Milton saw the earthward 
flight of the Tempter. Was it that my illness had wrought 
some happy change in my organization — given a firmer ten- 
sion to my nerves — carried off some dull obstruction ? I 
had often read of such effects — in works of fiction ot least 
Nay ; in genuine biographies I had read of the subtiliziug or 
exalting influence of some diseases on the mental powers. Did 
not Novalis feel his inspiration intensified under the progress 
of consumption ? 

When my mind had dwelt for some time on this blissful 
idea, it seemed to me that I might perhaps test it by an ex- 
ertion of my will. The vision had begun when my father was 
speaking of our going to Prague. I did not for a moment 
believe it was really a representation of that city ; I believed 
— I hoped it was a picture that my newly -liberated genius 
had painted in fiery haste, with the colors snatched from lazy 
memory. Suppose I were to fix my mind on some other place 
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— Venice, for example, which was far more familiar to my 
imagination than Prague : perhaps the same sort of result 
would follow. I concentrated my thoughts on Venice; I 
stimulated my imagination with poetic memories, and strove 
to feel my self present in Venice, as I had felt myself present 
in Prague. But in vain. I was only coloring the Canaletto 
engiavings that hung in my old bedroom at home ; the picture 
was a shifting one, my mind wandering uncertainly in search 
of more vivid images ; I could see no accident of form or 
shadow without conscious labor after the necessary conditions. 
It was all prosaic effort, not rapt passivity, such as I had ex- 
perienced half an hour before. I was discouraged ; but I re- 
membered that inspiration was fitful. 

For several days I was in a state of excited expectation, 
watching for a recurrence of my new gift. I sent my thoughts 
ranging over my world of knowledge, in the hope that they 
would find some object which would send a reawakening 
vibration through my slumbering genius. But no ; my world 
remained as dim as ever, and that flash of strange light re- 
fused to come again, though I watched for it with palpitating 
eagerness. 

My father accompanied me every day in a drive, and a grad- 
ually lengthening walk as my powers of w'alking increased ; 
and one evennig he had agreed to come and fetch me at twelve 
the next day, that we might go together to select a musical 
box, and other purchases rigorously demanded of a rich Eng- 
lishman visiting Geiieva. He was one of the most punctual 
of men and bankers, and I was alwaj s nervously anxious to 
be quite ready for him at the appointed time. But, to my 
surprise, at a quarter-past twelve he liad not appeared. I ielt 
all the impatience of a convalescent who has nothing particu- 
lar to do, and who has just taken a tonic in the prospect of 
immediate exercise that would carry off the stimulus. 

Unable to sit still and reserve my strength, I walked up 
and down the room, looking out on the current of the Rhone, 
just where it leaves the dark-blue lake; but thinking all the 
while of the possible causes that could detain my father. 

Suddenly I was conscious that my father was in the room, but 
not alone : there were two persons with him. Strange ! I had 
heard no footstep, I had not seen the door open ; but I saw my 
father, and at his right liand our neighbor Mrs. Filmore, whom 
I remembered very well, though I had not seen her for five 
years. She was a commonplace middle-aged woman, in silk 
and cashmere ; but the lady on the left of my father was not 
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snore than twenty, a tall, slim, willowy figure, with luxuriant 
blond hair, arranged in cunning braids and folds that looked 
almost too massive for the slight figure and the smalhteatuied, 
thin-lipped face they crowned. But the face had not a giil- 
ish expression : the features were sharp, the pale gray ej ts at 
once acute, restless, and sarcastic. They were fixed on me 
in half-smiling curiosity, and I felt a painful sensation as it a 
sharp wind were cutting me. The pale-green dress, and the 
green leaves that seemed to form a bonier about her jMle 
blond hair, made me think of a Water-Nixie, — for my mind 
was full of German lyrics, and this pale, fatal-eyed ^\omcln, 
with the green weeds, looked like a birth from some cold 
sedgy stream, the daughter of an aged river. 

Well, Latimer, you thought me long,” my father said. . . . 

But while the last iivord was in my ears, the whole gioup 
vanished, and there was nothing between me and the Chinese 
painted folding-screen that stood before the door. I wa') cold 
and trembling; I could only totter forward and throw mj* 
self on the sota. This strange new power h«5d manifested it- 
self again. . , , But was it a power ? Miglit it not rather be 
a disease — a sort of intermittent delirium, concentrating my 
energy of brain into moments of unhealthy activity, and leav- 
ing my saner hours all the more barren ? I felt a dizzy sense of 
unreality in what my eye rested on ; T grasped the bell con- 
vulsively, like one trying to free himself from nightmare, and 
rang it twice. Pierre came with a look of alarm in his tace. 

“ Monsieur ne se trouve pas bien ? ” he said, anxiously. 

"Pm tired of waiting, Pierre,” I said, as distinctly and 
emphatically as I could, like a man determined to be sober in 
spite of wine ; “I'm afraid something has happened to my 
father — he’s usually so punctual. Run to the Hotel des Ber- 
gues and see if he is there.” 

Pierre left the room at once, with a soothing “ Bien, Mon- 
sieur ; ” and I felt the better for tins scene of simple, waging 
prose. Seeking to calm myself still further, I went into my bed- 
room, adjoining the salon^ and opened a case of eaiMlc-Cologne ; 
fcook out a bottle ; went through the process of taking out the 
cork very neatly, and then rubbed tlie reviving spirit over my 
hands and forehead, and under my nostrils, drawing a new de- 
light from the scent because I had procured it by slow details 
of labor, and by no strange sudden madness. Already I had 
begun to taste something of the horror that belongs to the lot 
of a human being whose nature is not adjusted to simple 
human conditions. 
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Still enjoying tlie scent, I returned to the sahriy but it was 
not unoccupied, as it had been before 1 left it. In front of 
the Chinese folding-screen there was ray father, with Mrs. 
Filmore on his right hand, and on his left — the slim blond- 
haired girl, with the keen face and the keen eyes fixed on me 
in half-smiling curiosity. 

Well, Latimer, you thought me long,” my father said. . . . 

I heard no more, felt no more, till 1 became conscious that 
I was lying with my head low on the sofa, Pierre and my 
father by my side. As soon as I was thoroughly revived, 
my father left the room, and presently returned, saying, — 

“I’ve been to tell the ladies how you are, Latimer. They 
were waiting in the next room. AVe shall put oft* our shopping 
expedition to-day.” 

Presently he said, “ That young lady is Bertha Grant, Mrs. 
Filmore’s orphan niece. Filmore has adopted her, and she 
lives with them, so you will have her for a neighbor when we 
go home — perhaps for a near relation ; for there is a tender- 
ness between her and Alfred, I suspect, and I should be grati- 
fied by the match, since Filmore means to provide for her in 
every way as if she were his daughter. It had not occurred 
to me that you knew nothing about her living with the Fil- 
mores.” 

He made no further allusion to the fact of my having fainted 
at the moment of seeing her, and I would not for the world 
have told him the reason : I shrank from the idea of disclos- 
ing to any one what might be regarded as a pitiable peculiar- 
ity, most of all from betraying it to my father, who would 
have suspected my sanity ever after. 

I do not mean to dwell with particularity on the details of 
my experience. I have described these two cases at length, 
because they had definite, clearly traceable results in my after- 
lot. 

Shortly after this last occurrence — I think the very next 
day — I began to be aware of a phase in my abnormal sensi- 
bility, to which, from the languid and slight nature of my in- 
tercourse with others since ray illness, I had not been alive 
before. This was the obtrusion on ray mind of the mental 
process going forward in first one person, and then another, 
with whom I happened to be in contact : the vagrant, frivolous 
ideas and emotions of some uninteresting acquaintance — Mrs, 
Filmore, for example — would force themselves on my con- 
sciousness like an importunate, ill-played musical instrument, 
or the loud activity of an imprisoned insect. But this uu- 
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pleasant sensibility was fitful, and left me moments of rest 
when the souls of my companions were once more shut out 
from me, and I felt a relief such as silence brings to weaned 
nerves. 1 might have believed this importunate insight to be 
mereljr a diseased activity of the imagination, but that my 
prevision of incalculable words and actions proved it to have 
a fixed relation to the mental process in other minds. But 
this superadded consciousness, wearying and annoyin'^enoucrh 
when it urged on me the trivial experience of indifierent 
people, became an intense pain and grief when it seemed to be 
opening to me the souls of those wlio were in a close relation 
bo^ — when the rational talk, the graceful attentions, the 
wittily-turned phrases, and tlie kindly deeds, which used to 
make the web of their characters, were seen as it thrust 
asunder by a microscopic vision, that showed all the interme- 
diate frivolities, all the suppressed egoism, all the stniggling 
chaos of puerilities, meanness, vague cnpricious memories, and 
indolent make-shift thoughts, from which human words and 
deeds emerge liko leaflets covering a fermenting heap. 

At Basle we were joined by my brother Alfred, now a hand- 
some self-confident iiuin of six and twenty — a thorough con- 
trast to my fragile, nervous, ineffectual self. I believe 1 was 
held to have a sort of half- womanish, half-ghostly beauty ; for 
the portrait-painters, who are thick as weeds at Geneva, had 
often asked me to sit to them, and I had been the model of a 
dying minstrel in a fancy picture. But I thoroughly disliked 
my own physique ^ and nothing but the belief that it was a 
condition of poetic genius would have reconciled me to it. 
That brief hope was quite fled, and I saw in my face now 
nothing but the stamp of a morbid organization, framed lot 
passive suffering — too feeble for the sublime resistance of 
poetic production. Alfred, from whom I had been almost 
constantly separated, and who, in. his present stage of char- 
acter and appearance, came before me as a perfect stranger, 
was bent on being extremely friendly and brotherlike to me. 
He had the superficial kindness of a good-humored, self-sat- 
isfied nature, that fears no rivalry, and has encountered no 
contrarieties. 1 am not sure that my dis])osition was good 
enough for me to have been quite free from envy towards 
him, even if our desires had not clashed, and if I had been in 
the healthy human condition which admits of generous confi- 
dence and charitable construction. There must always have 
been an antipathy between our natures. As it was, he became 
in a few weeks an object of intense hatred to me ; and when 
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he entered the room, still more when he spoke, it was as if a 
sensation of grating metal had set my teeth on edge. My 
diseased consciousness was more intensely and continually 
occupied with his thoughts and emotions, than with those of 
any other person who came in my way. I was perpetually 
exasperated with the petty promptings of his conceit and his 
love of patronage, with his self-complacent belief in Bertha 
Grant’s passion for him, with his half-pitying contempt for 
me — seen not in the ordinary indications of intonation and 
phrase and slight action, which an acute and suspicious mind 
is on the watch for, but in all their naked skinless compli- 
cation. 

For we were rivals, and our desires clashed, though he was 
not aware of it. I have said nothing yet of the effect Bertha 
Grant produced in me on a nearer acquaintance That effect 
was chiefly determined by the fact that she made the only 
exception, among all the human beings about me, to my 
unhappy gift of insight. About Bertha I was always in a 
state of uncertainty: I could watch the expression of her 
face, and speculate on its meaning ; I could ask for her opin- 
ion with the real interest of ignorance ; I could listen for her 
words and watch tor her smile with hope and fear: she had 
for me the fascination of an unravelled destiny. I say it was 
this fact that chiefly determined the strong effect she pro- 
duced on me : for, in the abstract, no womanly character could 
seem to have less affinity for that of a shrinking, romantic, 
passionate youth than Bertha’s. She was keen, sarcastic, 
unimaginative, prematurely cynical, remaining critical * and 
unmoved in the most impressive scenes, inclined to dissect all 
my favorite poems, and especially contemptuous towards the 
German lyrics which were my pet literature at that time. To 
this moment I am unable to define my feeling towards her : it 
was not ordinary boyish admiration, for she was the very op- 
posite, even to the color of her hair, of the ideal woman who 
still remained to me the type of loveliness ; and she was with- 
out that enthusiasm for the great and good, which, even at 
the moment of her strongest dominion over me, I should have 
declared to be the highest element of character. But there is 
no tyranny more complete than that which a self-centred neg- 
ative nature exercises over a morbidly sensitive nature perpet- 
ually craving sympathy and support. The most independent 
people feel the effect of a man’s silence in heightening their 
value for his opinion — feel an additional triumph in conquer- 
ing the reverence of a critic habitually captious and satirical: 
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no wonder, then, that an enthusiastic self-distrustiiig youth 
should watch and wait before the closed secret of a sarcastic 
woman’s face, as if it were the shrine of the doubtfully benig. 
naiit deity who ruled his destiny. For a young enthusiast is 
unable to imagine the total negation in another mind of the 
emotions which are stirring his own : they may be feeble, 
latent, inactive, he thinks, but they are there — they may be 
called forth ; sometimes, in moments of happy hallucination, 
he believes they may be there in all the greater strength 
because he sees no outward sign of them. And this effect, as 
I have intimated, was heightened to its utmost intensity in 
me, because Bertha was the only being who remained foi me 
in the mysterious seclusion of soul that renders such youths 
ful delusion possible. Doubtless there was another sort of 
fascination at work — that subtle physical attraction which 
delights in cheating our psychological predictions, and in com- 
pelling the men who paint sylphs, to fall in love with some 
bonne et brave femme^ heavy-heeled and freckled. 

Bertha’s behavior tow^ards me was such as to encourage all 
my illusions, to heighten my boyish passion, and make me 
more and more dependent on her smiles. Looking back with 
my present wretched knowledge, I conclude that her vanity 
and love of power were intensely gratified by the belief that 
I had fainted on first seeing her purely from the strong im- 
pression her person had produced on me. The most prosaic 
woman likes to believe herself the object of a violent, a poetic 
passion ; and without a grain of romance in her, Bertha had 
that spirit of intrigue which gave piquanc}" to the idea that 
the brother of the man she meant to marry was dying with 
love and jealousy for her sake. That she meant to marry my 
brother, was W'hat at that time I did not believe; for though 
he was assiduous in his attentions to her, and I knew well 
enough that both he and my father had made up their minds 
to this result, there was not yet an understood engagement — 
there had been no explicit declaration ; and Bertha habitually, 
while she flirted with in y brother, and accepted his homage in 
away that implied to him a thorough recognition of its inten- 
tion, made me believe, by the subtlest looks and phrases — 
feminine nothings which could never be quoted against her — 
that he was really the object of her secret ridicule ; that she 
thought him, as I did, a coxcomb, whom she would have ple^ 
ure in disappointing. Me she openly petted in my brothers 
presence, as if I were too young and sickly ever to be thought 
of as a lover j and that w'as the view he took of me. But I 
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believe she must inwardly have delighted in the tremors into 
which she threw me by the coaxing way in which she patted 
my curls, while she laughed at q^uotations. Such caresses 
were always given in tlie presence of our friends ; for when 
we were alone together, she affected a much greater distance 
towards me, and now and then took the opportunity, by words 
or slight actions, to stimulate my foolish timid hope that she 
really preferred me. And why should she not follow her 
inclination ? I was not in so advantageous a position as my 
brother, but I had fortune, I was not a 3'ear younger than she 
was, and she was an heiress, who would soon be of age to 
decide for herself. 

The fluctuations of hope and fear, confined to this one chan- 
nel, marie each day in her presence a delicious torment. There 
was one deliberate act of hevs which especially helped to in- 
toxicate me. When we were at Vienna her twentieth birth- 
day occurred, and as she was very fond of ornaments, we all 
took the opportunity of the splendid jewellers’ shops in that 
Teutonic Paris to purchase her a birthday' present of jewellery. 
Mine, naturally, was the least expensive ; it was an opal ring 
— the opal was my favorite stone, because it seemed to blush 
and turn pale as if it had a soul. I told Bertha so when I 
gave it her, and said that it was an emblem of the poetic 
nature, changing with the changing light of heaven and of 
woman^s eyes. In the evening she appeared elegantly dressed, 
and wearing conspicuously all the birtliday presents except 
mine. I looked eagerlj^ at her fingers, but saw no opal. I had 
no opportunity of noticing this to her during the evening ; 
but the next day, when I found her seated near the window 
alone, after breakfast, I said, “ You scorn to Avear my poor 
opal. I should have remembered that you despised poetic 
natures, and should have given you coral, or turquoise, or some 
other opaque unresponsive stone.” — “ Do I despise it ? ” she 
answered, taking hold of a delicate gold chain which she 
always wore round her neck and drawing out the end from her 
bosom with my ring hanging to it ; " it hurts me a little, I 
can tell you,” she said, with her usual dubious smile, “ to wear 
it in that secret place ; and since your poetical nature is so 
stupid as to prefer a more public position, I shall not endure 
the pain any longer.” 

She took off the ring from the chain and put it on her 
finger, smiling still, Avhile the blood rushed to my cheeks, and 
I could not trust myself to say a word of entreaty that she 
would keep the ring where it was before. 
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I was completely fooled by this, and for two days shut mv. 
self up in my own room whenever Bertha was absent that I 
might intoxicate myself afresh with the thought of this scene 
and all it implied. 

I should mention that during these two months — which 
seemed a long life to me from the novelty and intensiU’ of the 
pleasures and pains 1 underwent — iny diseased participation 
in other people’s consciousness continued to torment me ; \m\ 
it was my father, and now ray brother, now Mrs. Filiuoic oi- 
her husband, and now our German courier, whose stream ot 
thought rushed upon me like a ringing in the ears not to be 
got vid of, though it allowed Jny own impulses and idea's to 
continue their uninterrupted coarse. It was like a pvetoruaiu- 
rally heightened sense of liearing, making audible to one a 
roar of sound where others find perfect stillness. The wean- 
ness and disgust of this involuntary intrusion into other souls 
was counteracted only by my ignorance of Bertha, and my 
growing passion for her ; a passion enormously stimulated, it 
not produced, by tliat ignorance. She was my oasis of mys- 
tery in the dreary desert of knowledge. I had never allowed 
m}’ diseased condition to betray itself, or to drive me into 
any unusual speech or action, except once, when, in a moment 
of peculiar bitterness against my brother, 1 liad forestalled 
some words which 1 knew he was going to utter — a clwr 
observation, which lie had prepared beforehand. He had 
occasionally a slightly-affected hesitation in his speech, and 
when he paused an instant after the second word, lU}’ impati- 
ence and jealousy impelled me to continue the speech for him, 
as if it were something we had both learned by rote. He 
colored and looked astonished, as ^Yell as annoyed 5 ami tlie 
words had no sooner escaped my lips than I felt a shock of 
alarm lest such an anticipation of words — very far fi’oiii 
being words of course, easy to divine — should have betrayed 
me as an exceptional being, a sort of quiet energumen, whom 
every one, Bertha above all, would shudder at and avoid. 
But I magnified, as usual, the impression any word or deed 
of mine could produce on others ; for no one gave any sign of 
having noticed my interruption as more than a rudeness, to be 
forgiven me on the score c»f my feeble nervous condition. 

While this superadded consciousness of the actual was 
almost constant with me, I had never had a recurrence of that 
distinct prevision which I have described in relation to my 
hrst interview with Bertha; and I was waiting with eager 
curiosity to know whether or not my vision of Prague would 
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prove to have been an instance of the same kind- A few days 
after the incident of the opal ring, we were paying one of our 
frequent visits to the Liclitenberg palace. 1 could never look 
at many pictures in succession \ for pictures, when they are 
at all powerful, affect me so strongly that one or two exhaust 
all my capability of contemplation. This morning I had been 
looking at Giorgione’s picture of the cruel-eyed woman, said 
to be a likeness of Lucrezia Borgia. 1 had stood long alone 
before it, fascinated by the terrible reality of that cunning, 
relentless face, till I felt a strange poisoned sensation, as if 1 
had long been inhaling a fatal odor, and was just beginning 
to be conscious of its effects. Perhaps even then I should not 
have moved away, if the rest of the party had not returned to 
this room, and announced that they were going to the Belve- 
dere Gallery to settle a bet which had arisen between my 
brother and Mr. Filinore about a portrait. I followed them 
dreamily, and was hardly alive to what occurred till they had 
all gone up to the gallery, leaving me below ; for I refused to 
come within sight of another picture that day. I made my 
way to the Grand Terrace, since it was agreed that we should 
saunter in the gardens when the dispute had been decided. 
I had been sitting here a short space, vaguely conscious of 
trim gardens, with a city and green liills in the distance, 
when, wishing to avoid the proximity of the sentinel, I rose 
and walked down the broad stone steps, intending to seat my- 
self farther on in the gardens. Just as I reached the gravel- 
walk, I felt an arm slipped within mine, and a light hand 
gently pressing my wrist. In the same instant a strange in- 
toxicating numbness passed over me, like the continuance or 
climax of the sensation I was still feeling from the gaze of 
Lucrezia Borgia. Tlie gardens, the sunnner sky, the conscious- 
ness of Bertha’s arm being within mine, all vanished, and I 
seemed to be suddenly in darkness, out of which there gradu- 
ally broke a dim firelight, and I felt myself sitting in my 
father’s leather chair in the library at home. I knew the fire- 
place — the dogs for the wood-fire — the black marble chimney- 
piece with the white marble medallion of the dying Cleopatra 
in the centre. Intense and hopeless misery was pressing on my 
soul ; the light became stronger, for Bertha was entering with 
a candle in her hand — Bertha, ray wife — with cruel eyes, with 
green jewels and green leaves on her white ball-dress; every 
hateful thought within her present to me. . . . ‘‘Madman, 
idiot ! why don’t you kill yourself, then ? ” It was a moment 
of hell. I saw into her pitiless soul — saw its barren worldli- 
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ness, its scorching hate — and felt it clothe me round like an 
air I was obliged to breathe. She came with her candle and 
stood over me with a bitter smile of contempt ; I saw the 
great emerald brooch on her bosom, a studded serpent with 
diamond eyes. 1 shuddered — I despised this woman i\ith 
the barren soul and mean thoughts j but 1 felt helpless before 
her, as if she clutched my bleeding heart, and would ehtch 
it till the last drop of lite*blood ebbed away. She wv 
wife, and we hated each other. Gradually the heartli, the dim 
library, the candle-light disappeared — seemed to melt awrv 
into a background of light, the green serpent with the dia- 
mond eyes remaining a dark image on the retina. Then I had 
a sense of my eyelids quivering, and the living daylight broke 
in upon me ; I saw gardens, and heard voices ; I was seated 
on the steps of the Belvedere Terrace, and my friends were 
round me. 

The tumult of mind into which I was thrown by this hide- 
ous vision made me ill for several days, and prolonged our 
slay at Vienna. I shuddered with horror as the scene recurred 
to me ; and it recurred constantly, with all its minutiae, as if 
they had been burnt into mj' memory ; and yet, such is the 
madness of the 1mm an heart under the influence of its imme- 
diate desires, I felt a wild hell-braving joy that Bertha was to 
be mine ; for the fulfilment of my former prevision conceiiung 
her first appearance before me, left mo little hope that this 
last hideous glimpse of the future was the mere diseased play 
of niy own mind, and had no relation to external realities. 
One thing alone I looked towards as a possible means of cast- 
ing doubt on my terrible conviction — the discovery that my 
vision of Prague had been false — and Prague w-as the next 
city on our route. 

Meanwhile, I was no sooner in Bertha^s society again, than 
I was as completely under her sw^ay as before. "iVliat if I saw 
into the heart of Bertha, the matured woman — Bertha, my 
wife ? Bertha, the girl, was a fascinating secret to me still ; I 
trembled under her touch ; I felt tlie ivitcheiy of her pres- 
ence ; I yearned to be assured of her Jove. The fear of poison 
is feeble against the sense of thirst. Kay, T was just as jealous 
of tny brother as before — just as much irritated by his small 
patronizing ways ; for my pride, my disea'^ed sensibility, were 
there as they had al way's been, and winced as inevitably under 
every offence as my eye winced -from an intruding mote. The 
future, even when brought within the compass of feeling by a 
Yision that made me shuddei, had still no more than the force 
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of an idea, compared with the force of present emotion — of 
my love for Bertha, of my dislike and jealousy towards my 
brother. 

It is an old story, that men sell themselves to the tempter, 
and sign a bond with their blood, because it is only to take 
effect at a distant day ; then rush on to snatch the cup their 
sonls thirst after with an impulse not the less ravage because 
there is a dark shadow beside them for evermore. There is 
no short cut, no patent tram-road, to wisdoju ; after all the cen- 
turies of invention, the souPs path lies thixjugh the thorny 
wilderness which must be still trodden in solitude, Avith bleed- 
ing feet, with sobs for help, as it was trodden by them of old 
time. 

My mind speculated eagerly on the means by which I should 
become my brother's successful rival, for I was still too tijnid, 
in my ignorjince of Bertha's actual feeling, to venture on any 
step that Avould urge from her an avoAval of it. I thought I 
should gain confidence even for this, if my vision of Prague 
proved to have been veracious ; and yet, the horror of that 
certitude ! Behind the slim girl Bertha, whose words and 
looks I watched for, Avhose touch was bliss, there stood con- 
tinually that Bertha with the fuller form, the harder eyes, the 
more rigid mouth, — with the barren selfish soul laid bare : no 
longer a fascinating secret, but a measured fact, urging itself 
perpetually on ray unwilling sight. Are you unable to give 
me your sympathy — you Avho read this ? Are you unable to 
imagine this double consciousness at Avork within me, flowing 
on like two parallel streams which never mingle their waters 
and blend into a common hue ? Yet you must have known 
something of the presentiments that spring from an insight 
at war Avith passion ; and my visions Avere only like presenti- 
ments intensified to horror. You have knoAvn tlie powerless- 
ness of ideas before the might of impulse ; and my Arisions, 
when once they had ])assed into memory, were mere ideas — 
pale shadows that beckoned in vain, while my hand was grasped 
by the living and the loA’^ed. 

In after-days I thought Avith bitter regret that if I had fore- 
seen something more or somethiiig different — if instead of 
that hideous vision which poisoned the passion it could not 
destroy, or if even along with it I could have had a fore- 
shadowing of that moment when I looked on my brother's 
face for the last time, some softening influence would have 
been shed over my feeling towards him: pride and hatred 
would surely have been subdued into pity, and the record of 



182 


THE iirmn mi. 


those hidden sins would have been shortened. But this is one 
of the vain thoughts with which we men flatter ourselves. We 
try to believe that the egoism within us would have easily 
been melted, and that it was only the narrowness ot our 
knowledge which hemmed in our generosity, our awe, our 
human piety, and hindered them from submerging our hard 
indifference to.the sensations and emotions of our fellmv. Our 
tenderness and self-reminciation seem strong when our egohni 
has had its day — when, after our mean striving for a tnum|iii 
that is to be another's loss, the triumph comes suddenly, and 
we shudder at it, because it is held out by the chill hand of 
death. 

Our arrival in Prague happened at night, and I was glad of 
this, for it seemed like a deferring of a terribly decisive mo- 
ment, to be in the city for hours without seeing it. As we 
were not to remain long in Prague, but to go on speedily to Dres- 
den, it was proposed that we should drive out the next mmn- 
ing and take a general view of the place, as well as visit some 
of its specially interesting spots, betoro the heat became oppies- 
sive — for we were in August, and the season was hot and dry. 
But it happened that the Lillies were rather late at their morn- 
ing toilet, and to my father's politely-repressed but perceptible 
annoyance, we were not in the carriage till the morning was 
far advanced. 1 thought with a sense of relief, as we entered 
tlie Jews^ quarter, where we were to visit the old synago^e, 
that we should be kept in this flat, slmt-up part of the city, 
until we should all be too tired and too warm to go farther, 
and so we should return without seeing more than the streets 
through which we had already passed. That would give me 
another day's suspense — suspense, the only’’ form in which a 
fearful spirit knows the solace of hope. But, as I stood under 
the blaekened. groined arches ot that old synagogue, made 
dimly vis>ibl'=' by the seven thin cfindles in the sacred lamp, 
while our Jewish cieeroue reached down the Book of the Law. 
and read to us in its ancient tongue, — I felt a shuddering 
impression that this si range building, w'ith its shrunken lights, 
this surviving witliered remnant of mediaeval Judaism, was 
of a piece ivith my vision. Those darkened dusty Christian 
saints, with their loftier arches and their larger candles, needed 
the consolatory scorn with wdiieh they might point to a more 
shrivelled death-in-life than their own. 

As I expected, when we left the Jeivs’ quarter the elders ox 
OUT party wished to return to the hotel. But now, instead 
of rejoicing in this, as I had done beforehand, I felt a sudden 
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overpowering impulse to go on at once to the bridge, and put an 
end to the suspense I liad been wishing to protract. I declared, 
with unusual decision, that I would get out of the carriage and 
walk on alone; they might return without me. ]VIy father, 
thinking this mei'el}' a sample of my usual “ poetic nonsense,” 
objected that T should only do myself harm by walking in the 
heat; but when I persisted, he said angrily that I miglit fol- 
low my own absurd devices, but that Schmidt (our courier) 
must go with me. I assented to this, and set off with Schmidt 
towards the bridge. I had no sooner passed from under the 
archway of the grand old gate leading on to the bridge, chan a 
trembling seized me, and I turned cold under the ndd-day 
sun; yet I went on; I was in search of something — a small 
detail which I remembered with special intensity as a part of 
my vision. There it was — the patch of rainbow light on the 
pavement transmitted through a lamp in the shape of a star. 


CHAPTER 11. 

Before the autumn was at an end, and while the brown 
leaves still stood thick on the beeches in our park, my brother 
and Bertha were engaged to each other, and it was understood 
that tlieir marriage was to take place early in the next spring. 
In spite of this certainty I liad felt from that moment on the 
bridge at Prague, that B'ertha would one day be my wife, my 
constitutional timidity and distrust had continued to benumb 
me, and the words in which 1 had sometimes i>remeditated a 
confession of my love, had died away umittered. The same con- 
flict had gone on within me as before — the longing for an as- 
surance of love from Bertha’s lips, the dread lest a word of 
contempt and denial should fall upon me like a corrosive acid. 
What was the conviction of a distant necessity to me? I 
trembled under a present glance, I hungered after a present 
joy, 1 was clogged and chilled by a present fear. And so 
the days passed on : I witnessed Bertha’s engagement and 
heard her marriage discussed as if I were under a conscious 
nightmare — knowing it was a dream that would vanish, but 
feeling stifled under the grasp of bard-clutching fingers. 

When I was not in Bertha’s presence — and I was with her 
very often, for she continued to treat me with a playful pat- 
ronage that wakened no jealousy in my brother — I spent my 
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time chiefly in wandering, in strolling, or taking long rides 
W'hile the daylight lasted, and then shutting myself up with 
my unread books ; for books had lost tlie power of chauimg 
my attention. My self-consciousness was heightened to th.Lt 
pitch of intensity in which our own emotions ttike the foim 
of a drama which urges itself imperatively on. our contempla- 
tion, and we begin to wee]^, less under the sense of our suihi- 
ing than at the thought of it. I felt a sort of pitying angui-n 
over the pathos of my own lot : the lot of a being linel} oi- 
gaiiized for pain, but witli hardly any fibres that responded to 
pleasure — to whom the idea of future evil robbed the lJrp^e^t 
of its joy, and for wliom the idea of future good did not still 
the uneasiness of a present yearning or a present dread I 
went dumbly through that stage of the poet’s suffenuij. in 
which he feels the delicious pang of utterance, aud makes an 
image of his sorrows. 

I -was left entirely without remonstrance concenuug thn 
dreamy wayward life: I knew my father’s thought about me: 

Thai lad will never be good for anything in life : he iiiaj' 
waste his years in an insignificant way on the income ttat 
falls to him : 1 shall not trouble myself about a career for 
him.” 

One mild morning in the beginning of Xovember, it hap- 
pened that I was standing outside the portico patting lazy old 
Caesar, a Newfoundland almost blind with age, the only dog 
that ever took any notice of me — for the very dogs shunned 
me, and fawned on tlie happier people about me — when the 
groom brought up my brother’s horse which was to carry Inm 
to the hunt, aud my brother himself appeared at the door, 
florid, broad-chested, and self-complacent, feeling what a good- 
natured fellow he was not to behave insolently to us all on 
the strength of his great advantages. 

Latimer, old boy,” he said to me in a tone of compassion- 
ate cordiality, “ what a pity it is you don’t have a run with 
the hounds now and then ! Q'he finest thing in the world for 
low spirits ! ” 

«Low spirits !” I thought bitterly, as he rode away; “that 
is the sort of phrase with which coarse, narrow natures like 
yours think to describe experience of which you can know no 
more than your horse knows. It is to such as you that the 
good of this world falls : ready dulness, healthy selfishness, 
good-tempered conceit — these are the ke3*s to happiness.” 

The quick thought came, that my selfishness was even 
stronger than his — it was only a snSering selfishness instead 
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of an enjoying one. But then, again, my exasperating insight 
into Alfred’s self-complacent soul, his freedom from all the 
doubts and fears, the unsatisfied yearnings, the exquisite tor- 
tures of sensitiveness, that had made the n^eb of my life, 
seemed to absolve me from all bonds towards him. This man 
needed no pity, no love ; those tine influences would have been 
as little felt by him as the delicate white mist is felt by the 
rock it caresses. There was no evil in store for him : if he 
was not to marry Bertha, it would be because he had found a 
lot pleasanter to himself. 

Mr. Film ore’s house lay not more than half a mile beyond 
our own gates, and whenever I knew my brother was gone in 
another direction, I went there for the chance of finding 
Bertha at home. Later on in the day I walked thither. By 
a rare accident she was alone, and we walked out in the 
grounds together, for she seldom went on foot beyond the 
trimly-swei>t gravel-walks. I remember what a beautiful sylph 
she looked to me as the low November sun shone on her 
blond hair, and she tripped along teasing me with her usual 
light banter, to which I listened half fondly, half moodily ; 
it was all the sign Bertha’s mysterious inner self ever made 
to me. To-day perhaps the moodiness predominated, for 1 
had not yet shaken off the access of jealous hate w'hich my 
brother had raised in me by his parting patronage. Suddenly 
I interrupted and startled her by saying, almost fiercely, 

Bertha, how can j-'qu love Alfred? ” 

She looked at me with surprise fora moment, but soon her 
light smile came again, and she answered sarcastically, Why 
do you suppose I love him ? ” 

How can you ask that, Bertha ? ” 

“ What ! your wisdom thinks T must love the man Fm 
going to marry ? The most unpleasant thing in the world. 1 
should quarrel with him; I should be jealous of him; our 
m^Tiage would be conducted in a verj'^ ill-bred manner. A 
little quiet contempt contributes greatly to the elegance of 
life.” 

Bertha, that is not your real feeling. Why do you de- 
light in trying to deceive me by inventing such cynical 
speeches ? ” 

need never take the trouble of invention in order to 
deceive you, my small Tasso ” — (that was the mocking 
name she usually gave me). The easiest way to deceive a 
poet is to tell him the truth.” 

She tv^as testing the validity of her epigram in a daring 
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way, and for a moment the shadow of my vision — the Beibha 
whose soul was no secret to me — passed between me and the 
radiant girl, the playful sylph whose feelings were a fascinat- 
ing mystery. I suppose I must have shuddered, or betrayed 
in some other way my momentary chill of horror. 

“Tasso!” she said, seizing my wTist. and peeping round 
into my face, “are you really beginning to discern ^\hata 
heartless girl Jam? Why, you are not half the poet I thought 
you were; you are actually capable of believing the truth 
about me.” 

The shadow passed from between us, and was no longer the 
object nearest to me. The girl Avhose light lingers grasped 
me, whose elfish charming face looked into mine— wl\o. 1 
thought, was betraying an interest in my feelings tliat she 
would not have directly avowed, — tliis warm-breathing pres- 
ence again possessed my senses and imagination like a ictuni- 
ing siren melody 'which had been overpowered for an instant 
by the roar of tlireatening waves. It was a moment as dpli- 
cious to me as the waking up to a consciousness of youth after 
a dream of middle age, I forgot everything but my passion, 
and said with swimming eyes, — 

“ Bertha, shall you love me when we are first married ? I 
wouldn't mind if you really loved me only for a little iihile/' 

Her look of a.stonishmpnt, as she loosed my hand and staited 
away from me recalled me to a sense of my strange, my ciimi- 
nal indiscretion. 

“Forgive me.” I said, hurriedh’, as soon as I could speak 
again ; “ I did not know what I was saying.” 

“Ah, Tasso's mad fit has come on, I see,” she answered 
quietly, for she had recovered herself sooner than 1 had. Let 
him go home and keep his head cool. 1 must go in, for the 
sun is setting.” 

I left her — full of indignation against myself. I had let 
slip words which, if she reflected on tliem. might rouse in her 
a suspicion of my abnormal mental condition — a suspicion 
which of all things T dreaded. And besides that, 1 was 
ashamed of the apparent baseness I had committed in utter- 
ing them to my brother's betrothed wife. I wandered home 
slowly, entering our park Ihrongli a private gate instead of 
by the lodges. As I approaclied the house, I saw a man dash- 
ing off at full speed from the stablc-3'ard across the park. Had 
any accident happened at home ? No ; perhaps it was only 
one of my father's pcremp»tory business errands that required 
this headlong haste. Xovertheless I quickened my pace with- 
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out any distinct motive, and was soon at the house. I will 
not dwell on the scene I found there. My brother was dead — 
had been pitched from his horse, and killed on the spot by a 
concussion of the brain. 

I went up to the room where he lay, and where my father 
was seated beside him with a look of rigid despair. I had 
shunned my father more than any one since our return home, 
for the radical antipathy between our natures made my in^ 
sight into his inner self a constant aifliction to me. But now, 
as I went up to him, and stood beside him in sad silence, 1 
felt the presence of a new element that blended us as we had 
never been blent before. My father had been one of the most 
successful men in the money-getting world: he had had no 
sentimental sufferings, no illness. The heaviest trouble that 
had befallen him was the death of his first wife. But he 
married my mother soon after ; and I remember lie seemed 
exactly the same, to my keen childish observation, the week 
after her death as before. But now, at last, a sorrow had 
come — the sorrow of old age, wliich suffers the more from the 
crushing of its pride and ifcs hopes, in proportion as the pride 
and hope are narrow and prosaic. His son was to have been 
married soon — would probably have stood for the borough 
at the next election. That son's existence was the best motive 
that could be alleged for making new purchases of land every 
year to round off the estate. It is a dreary thing to live on 
doing the same things year after year, without knowing why 
we do them. Perhaps the tragedy- of disappointed youth and 
passion is less piteous than the tragedy of disappointed age 
and woiidliness. 

As I saw into the desolation of my father’s heart, T felt a 
movement of deep pity towards him, which was the beginning 
of a new affection — an affection that grew and strengthened 
in spite of the stiunge bitterness with which he regarded me 
in the first month or two after iny brother’s death. If it 
had not been for the softening influence of my compassion 
for him — the first deep compassion I ever had felt — I 
should have been stung hy the perception that my father 
transferred the inheritance of an eldest son to me with a mor- 
tified sense that fate had compelled him to tlie unwelcome 
course of caring for me as an important being. It was only in 
spite of himself that he began to think of me with anxious 
regard. There is hardly any neglected child for wliom death 
has made vacant a more favored place, who will not under- 
stand what I mean, 
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Gradually, however, my new deference to his wishes, the 
effect of that patience which was born of my pity for \\m 
won upon his affection, and he began to please himself with 
the endeavor to make me fill iny brother's place as fully as mv 
feebler pervsonality would admit I saw that the prospect 
which by and by presented itself of my becoming Bertha^ 
husband was welcome to him, and he even contemplated m 
my case what he had not intended in my brother^s — that his 
son and daughter-in-law should make one household with Inm. 
My softened feeling towards my father made this the happiest 
time I had known since childhood; — these last montiis in 
vrhicli 1 retained the delicious illusion of loving llertlu, of 
longing and doubting and hoping that she might love me. Slie 
behaved with a certain new consciousness and distance toi\ar(is 
me after my brother's death ; and I too was under a doublp 
constraint — that of delicacy’' towards iny brother’s menion, 
and of anxiety as to the impression my abrupt words had leh 
on her mind. But the additional screen this mutual reserve 
erected between us only brought me more completely uudpi 
her power: no matter how empty the adytum, so that the veil 
be thick enough. So absolute is our soul's need of somotlnng 
hidden and uncertain for the maintenance of that doubt and 
hope and effort which are the breath of its life, that if the 
whole future were laid bare to us beyond to-day, the interest 
of all mankind would be bent on tlic hours that lie between ; 
we should pant after the uncertainties of our one morning and 
our one afternoon ; we should rush fiercely to the Excliange 
for our last possibility of siiecubition, of success, of disappoint- 
ment ; we should have a glut of political prophets foretelling 
a crisis or a no-crisis wdthin the only twenty-four hours left 
open to prophecy. Conceive the condition of the human mind 
if all propositions whatsoever were self-evident except one, 
which waste become self-evident at the close of a summer’s 
day, but in the mean time might be the subject of question, 
of hypothesis, of debate. Art and philosophy, literature and 
science, would fasten like bees on that (me proposition which 
had the honey of probability in it, and be the more eager 
because their enjoyment would end with sunset. Our impulses, 
our spiritual activities, no more adjust themselves to the idea 
of their future nullity, than the beating of our heart, or the 
irritability of our muscles. 

Bertha, the slim, fair-liaired girl, whose present thoughts 
and emotions were an enigma to me amidst the fatiguing ob- 
viousness of the other minds around me, was as absorbing to 
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me as a single unknown to-day — as a single hypothetic prop- 
osition to remain problematic till sunset ; and all the cramped, 
hemmed-in belief and disbelief, trust and distrust, of my 
nature, welled out in this one narrow channel. 

And she made me believe that she loved me. Without ever 
quitting her tone of badinage and playful superiority, she in- 
toxicated me with the sense that I was necessary to her, that 
she was never at ease unless 1 was near her, submitting to her 
playful tyranny. It costs a woman so little effort to besot 
us in this way ! A half-re pressed word, a moment’s unex- 
pected silence, even an easy fit of petulance on our account, 
will serve us as hashish for a long while. Out of the subtlest 
web of scarcely perceptible signs, she set me weaving the 
fancy that she had always unconsciously loved me better than 
Alfred, but that, with the ignorant fluttered sensibility of a 
young girl, she had been imposed on by the charm that lay 
lor her in the distinction of being admired and chosen by a 
man who made so brilliant a figure in the u oriel as my brotller. 
She satirized herself in a very graceful way for her vanity and 
ambition. What was it to me that 1 had the light of iny 
wi-etched prevision on the fact that non it was I w'ho possessed 
at least all but the personal part of my brother’s advantages ? 
Our sweet illusions are half of them conscious illusions, like 
effects of color that we know to be made up of tinsel, broken 
glass, and rags. 

We were married eighteen months after Alfred's death, one 
cold, clear morning in April, when there came hail and sun- 
shine both together ; and Bertha, in her white silk and pale- 
green leaves, and tlie pale hues of her hair and face, looked 
like the spirit of the morning. My father was happier than 
bethought of being again: my marriage, he felt sure, would 
complete the desirable modification of my character, and make 
me practical and worldly enough to take m3' place in society 
among sane men. For he delighted in Bertha's tact and acute- 
ness, and felt sure she would be mistress of me, and make me 
what she chose : I was onl3’' twent3*-one, and madly in love 
with her. Poor father ! He kepi that hope a little while 
after our first year of marriage, and it was not quite extinct 
when paral3’sis came and saved him from utter disappoint- 
ment. 

I shall huny through the rest of my story, not dwelling so 
much as I have hitherto done on my inward experience. When 
people are well known to each other, the^’ talk rather of what 
befalls them externally, leaving their feelings and sentiments 
to be inferred. 
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We lived in a round of visits for some time after our ret am 
home, giving splendid dinner-parties, and making a sousiition 
in our neighborhood by the new lustre of our equipage, for 
my father had reserved this display of his increased ivealth 
for the period of his soll^s marriage ; and we gave our acquaint, 
ances liberal opportunity for remarking that it was a pity I 
made so poor a figure as an heir and a bridegroom. The ner- 
vous fatigue of tins existence, the insincerities and platitudes 
which I had to live tlu'ough twice over — through luy umer 
and outward sense — would have been maddening to me, if I 
had not had that sort of intoxicated callousness which Ciimt 
from the delights of a first passion. A bride and brulegroom. 
surrounded by all the appliances of wealth, hurried through 
the day by the whirl of society, filling their solitary moments 
with ha.stily-snatched caresses, aie prepared for their future 
life together as the novice is prepared for the cloister — by 
experiencing its utmost contrast. 

Through all these croAvded excited months, Bertha’s i award 
self remained shrouded from me, and I still read her thoughts 
only through the language of her lips and demeanor; I hod 
still the human interest of wondering whether what I did and 
said pleased her, of longing to hear a w'ord of affection, of 
giving a delicious exaggeration of meaning to her smile; But 
I was conscious of a growing difference in her manner towards 
me; sometimes strong enough to be called haughty coldness, 
cutting and cliilling me as the hail had done that came across 
the sunshine on our marriage morning; sometimes only per- 
ceptible ill the dexterous dv'ojdauce of a tHe^a-tke walk or 
dinner to which I had been looking forward. I had been 
deeply pained by tins — Iiad even felt a sort of crushing of 
the heart, from the sense that my brief day of happiness was 
near its setting : but still I roumined dependent ou Bertha, 
eager for the last rays of a bli'^s that would soon be gone for- 
ever, hoping and watching lor some after-glow more beautiful 
from the impending night. 

I remember — liow should I not remember? — the tune 
when that dependence and hope utterly left me, when the sad- 
ness I had felt in Bertha's growing estrangement became a 
joy that I looked back upon with lunging, as a man might 
look back on the l.ist pains in a paralyzed limb. It was 
just after the close of iny father’s last illness, which had ne- 
cessarily^ withdrawn us from society and thrown us more upon 
each other. It was the evening of my father's death. On 
that evening the veil which had shrouded Beytha’s soul from 
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me — ^had made me find in her alone among my fellow-beings 
the blessed possibility of mystery, and doubt, and expectation 
—was first withdrawn. Perhaps it was the first clay since the 
beginning of my passion for her, in which that passion was 
completely neutralized by the presence of an absorbing feel- 
ing of another kind. I had been watching by my father's 
death-bed: I had been witnessing the last fitful yearning 
glance his soul had cast back on the spent inheritance of life 
— the last faint consciousness of lore he had gathered from 
the pressure of my hand. What are all our personal loves 
when we have been sharing in tliat supreme agony ? In the 
fiwt moments when we come a^vay from tlie presence of death, 
every other relation to the living is merged, to our feeling, in 
the great relation of a common nature and a common destiny. 

In that state of mind I joined Bertha in her private sitting- 
room. She was seated in a leaning posture on a settee, with 
her back towards the door ; the great rich coils of her pale 
blond hair surmounting her small neck, visible above the back 
of the settee. I remember, as I closed the door behind me, 
a cold tremulousness seizing me, and a vague sense of being 
hated and lonely — vague and strong, like a presentiment. I 
know how I looked at that moment, for I saw myself in 
Bertha’s thought as she lifted her cutting gray eyes, and 
looked at me : a miserable ghost-seer, surrounded by phantoms 
in the noon-day, trembling under a breeze when the leaves 
were still, without appetite for the common objects of human 
desire, but pining after the moonbeams. We were front to 
front with each other, and judged each other, Tlie terrible 
moment of complete illumination had come to me, and I saw 
that the darkness had hidden no landscape from me, but only 
a blank prosaic wall : from that evening forth, through the 
sickening years which followed, T saw all round the narrow 
room of this woman’s soul — saw petty artifice and mere nega- 
tion where I had delighted to believe in coy sensibilities and 
in wit at war with latent feeling — saw the light fioating 
vanities of the girl defining themselves into the systematic 
coq^uetry, the schein ing selfishness, of the woman — saw 
repulsion and antipathy harden into cruel hatred, giving pain 
only for the sake of wreaking itself. 

For Bertha too, after her kind, felt the bitterness of disil- 
lusion. She had believed that my wild poet’s passion for her 
would make me her slave ; and that, being her slave, I should 
execute her will in all things. With the essential shallowness 
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ceive the fact that sensibilities were anything else than 
nesses. She had thought my weaknesses would put mo m 
power, aud she found them unmanageable forces. Our 
tions w'ere reversed. Before marriage she had completely 
mastered my imagination, for she was a secret to ; and S 
created the unknown thought before which I trembled as if 
were hers. But now that her soul was laid open to me, no^vf; 
that I was compelled to share the privacy of her motives, toi 
follow all the petty devices that preceded lier words and acts^^ 
she found herself powerless with me, except to produce in me - 
the chill shudder of repulsion — powerless, because I could be 
acted on by no lever within her reach. I was dead to worldly 
ambitions, to social vanities, to all the incentives within the 
compass of her narrow imagination, and I lived under influ- 
ences utterly invisible to her. 

She was really pitiable to have such a husband, and so all 
the world thought. A graceful, brilliant woman, like Bertha, 
who smiled on morning callers, made a figure in ball-rooms, 
and was capable of that hglit repartee which, fiom such a 
woman, is accepted as wit, Avas secure of carrying off all sym- 
pathy from a husband who was sickl}', abstracted, and, as some 
suspected, crack-brained. Even the servants in our house gave 
her the balance of their regard and pity. For there jvere 
audible quarrels between us; our alienation, our rcpulsieffi 
from each other, lay within the silence of our own liearts; 
if the mistress went out a great deni, and seemed to dislim 
the master’s society, was it not natural, poor thing ? Th« 
master was odd, 1 was kind and just to my dependants, bii^ 
I excited in them a shrinking, half-contemptuous pity; 
this class of men and women are but slightly determined 
their estimate of others by general considerations, or eve^ 
experience, of character. They judge of persons as 
judge of coins, and value those who pass current at a h^ra 
rate. M 

After a time I interfered so little with Bertha’s habiw 
that it might seem wonderful how her hatred towards u® 
could grow so intense and active as it did. But she hw 
begun to suspect, hy some involuntary betiayals of mine,tl^ 
tliere was an abnormal power of penetration in me — thfi^ 
fitfully, at least, I was strangely cognizant of her though^ 
and intentions, and she began to be haunted by a f^^ror^ 
me, which alternated every now and then with defiance. Sw 
meditated continually how tlie incubus could be shaken'^ 
her life — how she could be freed from this hateful bond td w 
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being whom she afc once despised as an imbecile; and dreaded 
as an inquisitor. For a long while she lived in the hope that 
my evident wretchedness would drive me to tlie commission 
of suicide; but suicide was not in my nature. I was too 
completely swayed by the sense that I was in the grasp of 
unknown forces, to believe in my power of self-release. 


Towards my own destiny I had become entirely passive ; for 
my one ardent desire had spent itself, ajjd impulse no longer 
predominated over knowledge. For this reason I never 

S of taking any steps towards a complete separation, 
rould have made our alienation evident to the world, 
ould I rush for help to a new course, when I was only 


oae who desires to gratify, and I had no desires. But 

Betlili&aiidmal C lived more and more aloof from each other. The 
rick find it ftW-njasy to live married and apart. 

That corfr Wr&e of our life which I have indicated in a few 
fhe space of years. So much misery — so 

hideous a S™"’™ “ iudge oimjwbe com- 

llfgi^into a sentence! “'““iVLv enitoraize the expevi- 


WflwuwBtfw space ox years, oo mucn misery — so 

hideous a S™"’“ ^ “ iudge oimjwbe com- 

into a sentence! And men ,, 

through this sninmary • -jiidgnient on lnm 

See of -their fellow-mortal, J, ,^tuous 

in neat syntax, i,,4;nns they define in well-selected 

conquerors over the ^ ° tchedness glide glibly over the 

predicates. counted them out in moments 

lips of the man who lias cou throh^ngs, of 

of chill disappointment, of heafi^^^ learn 

"tr T™l‘'5S‘»y 

dim firelight “rbe^ my father's - when Bertha 

the leather chair that used o he J advanced 

appeared at the door w th a the while 

towards me. I knew the the light of 

ball-dress, witli the gieen je ^^1 of the dying ^1®°' 

the wax candle which j P to me before 

SS o“ f'S™* 
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habitual place, for months. Why did she stand before me . 
with the candle in her hand, with her cruel contemptuous 
eyes fixed on me, and the glittering serpent, like a familiar 
demon, on her breast ? For a moment I thought this fulfil- 
ment of my vision at Vienna marked some dreadful crisis iu 
my fate, but I saw nothing in Bertha’s mind, as she stood 
before me, except scorn for the look of overwhelming misery 
with which I sat before her. . . . **Fool, idiot, why don't 
you kill yourself then?” — that was her thought But at 
length her thoughts reverted to her errand, and she spola" ac^. 
aloud, Tlie apparently indifferent nature of the eauce in inj 
seemed to make a ridiculous anticlimax to my previsia I could be 
my agitation. i to worldly 

“ I have had to hire a new maid, Fletcher is gves within the 
married, and she wants me to ask you to let her hu ed under infiu- 
the public-house and farm at Ifolton. I wish hir_ 

You must give the promise now, because Fletcli?and, and so all 
to-morrow morning — and quickly, because Fm in like Bertha, 

tffYery well; you may promise her,” I said, indijx ball-rooms, 
and Bertha swept out of library again. 

1 oiirank. from the sight of a new person, and all 

more when it was a person whose mental life was likely to 
weary my reluctant insight with worldly ignorant trivialities. 

But I shrank especially from the sight of this new maul, 
because her advent had been announced to me at a moment 
to which I could not cease to attach some fatality : I had a 
vague dread that I should find her mixed up with the dreary 
drama of my life — that some new sickening vision would 
reveal her to me as an evil genius. When at last I did 
unavoidably meet her, the vague dread was changed into 
definite disgust. She was a tall, wiry, dark-eyed woman, this 
Mr^ Archer, with a face handsome enough to give her coarse 
hard nature the odious finish of bold, self-confident coquetry, 
inat was enough to make me avoid her, quite apart from the 
contemptuous feeling with which she contemplated me. I 
seldom saw her; but I perceived that she rapidly became a 
favorite wuh her mistress, and, after the lapse of eight or 
nine months, ! began to be aware that there had arisen in 
isertbas mind towards this woman a mingled feeling of fear 
dependence, and that this feeling was associated with ill- 
defaned images of candle-light scenes in her dressing-room, 
the locking-up of something in Bertha’s cabinet. My 
mterviews with my wife had become so brief and so rai«Iy 
ury, that I had no opportunity of perceiving these images 
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m her mind with more definiteness. The recollections of the 
■past became contracted in the rapidity of thought till they 
sometimes bear hardly a more distinct resemblance to the 
external reality than the forms of an oriental alphabet to the 
objects that suggested them, 

‘ Besides, for the last year or more a modification had been 
going forward in my mental condition, and was growing more 
and more marked. My insight into tlie minds of those around 
me was becoming dimmer and more fitful, and the ideas that 


crowded my dotible consciousness became less and less depend- 
-- on any personal contact. All that was personal in me 
to be suffering a gradual death, so that I was losing 
organ through which the personal lagitations and ])rojects 
s^fe^^hers could affect me. But along with this relief from 
insight, there was a new development ot what I 
— as I have since found rightly — to be a prevision 
Mp^temal scenes. It was as it tlie relation between me and 
WB^ollow-men was more and more deadened, and my relation 
;j||^ yhat we call the inanimate was quickened into new life. 

more I lived apart from societ}', and in proportion as iny 
fflpteetchedness subsided from the violent throb of agonized pas- 
I'feion into the dulness of habitual pain, the more frequent and 
i'tfivid became such visions as that I had had of Prague — of 


^^ange cities, of sandy plains, of gigantic ruins, of midnight 
ses with strange bright constellations, ot mountain-passes, 
(^grassy nooks flecked with the afternoon sunshine through 
boughs ; I was in the midst of such scenes, and in all of 
jin one presence seemed to w’eigh on me in all these mighty 
spes — the presence of something unknown and pitiless, 
c continual suffering had annihilated religious faith within 
; to the utterly miserable — the unloving and the unloved 
there is no religion possible, no worship but a worship of 
vils. And beyond all these, and continually recurring, was 
e vision of my death — the pangs, the suffocation, the last 
'nggle, when life would be grasped at in vam. 

Things were in this state near tbe end of the seventh year, 
had become entirely fi*ee from insight, from my abnormal 
gnizance of aii}' other consciousness than my own, and in- 
6ad of intruding involuntarily into the world of other minds, 
s living continually in my own solitary future. Bertha was 
'are that I was greatly changed. To my surprise she had of 
e seemed to seek opportunities of remaining in my society, 
5. had cultivated that kind of distant yet familiar talk which 
customary between a husband and wife who live in polite 
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and irrevocable alienation. I bore this with languid submis- 
sion, and without feeling enough interest in her motives to be 
roused into keen observation ; yet I could not help perceiving 
something triumphant and excited in her carriage and the ex- 
pression of her face — something too subtle to express itself 
in words or tones, but giving one the idea that she lived in a 
state of expectation or hopeful suspense. ISly chief feeling 
was satisfaction that her inner self was once more shut out 
from me ; and I almost revelled for the moment in the absent 
melancholy that made me answer her at cross purposes, and 
betray utter ignorance of what she had been saying. 1 remem- 
ber well the look and the smile with which she one day said, 
after a mistake of this kind on my part : ‘‘I used to think you 
were a clairvoy’ant, and that was the reason wliy you were so 
bitter against other clairvoyants, wanting to keep your monop- 
oly ; but 1 see now you have become rather duller than the 
rest of the world.’^ 

I said nothing in reply. It occurred to me that her recent 
obtrusion of herself upon me might have been prompted by the 
wish to test my power of detecting some of her secrets; but I 
let the thought drop again at once : her motives and her deeds 
had no interest for me, and whatever pleasures she might lie 
seeking, I had no wish to balk her. There was still pity in my 
soul for every living thing, and Bertha was living — was sur- 
rounded with possibilities of misery. 

Just at this time there occurred an event which roused i 
somewhat from my inertia, and gave me an interest in the pa& 
ing moment tliat 1 had thought impossible for me. It was 
visit from Charles Meunier, who had written me word that 1 
was coming to England for relaxation from too strenuous labo 
and would like to see me. Meunier had now a European re 
utation ; but his letter to me expressed that keen remembranc 
of an early regard, an earl)" debt of sympathy, which is insei 
arable from nobility of character : and I too felt as if his pres 
encc would be to me like a transient resurrection into a happiei 
pre-existence. 

He came, and as far as possible, T renewed our old pleas 
ure of making tete*‘a-tet6 excursions, thougli, instead of moun- 
tains and glaciers and the wide blue lake, we had to content 
ourselves with mere slopes and ponds and artificial plantations 
The years had changed us both, but with what different result* 
Meunier was now a brilliant figure in society, to whom ele 
gant women pretended to listen, and whose acquaintance was 
boasted of by noblemen ambitious of brains. He repressed 
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with the utmost delicacy all betrayal of the shock which I 
am sure he must have received from our meeting, or of a 
desire to penetrate into my condition and circumstances, and 
sought by the utmost exertion of his charming social powers 
to make our reunion agreeable* Bertha was much struck by 
the unexpected fascinations of a visitor whom she had expected 
to find presentable only on the score of his celebrity, and put 
forth all her coquetries and accomplishments. Apparently she 
succeeded in attracting his admiration, for his manner towards 
her was attentive and flattering. The effect of liis presence on 
me was so benignant, especially in those renewals of our old 
tete^tete wanderings, when he poured forth to me wonderful 
narratives of his professional experience, that more than once, 
when his talk turned on the psychological relations of disease, 
the thought ciossed my mind that, if his stay with me were 
long enough, J might possibly bring myself to tell this man 
the secrets of my lot, Miglit there not lie soiue remedy for 
me, too, in his science ? Might there not at least lie some 
comprehension and sympathy ready for me in his large and sus- 
ceptible mind ? But the thought only flickered feebly now 
and then, and died out before it could become a wish. The 
horror I had of again breaking in on the privacy of another 
soul, made me, by an irrational instinct, draw the shroud of 
concealment more closely around my own, as we automatically 
perform the gesture we feel to be wanting in another. 

When Meunier's visit was approaching its conclusion, there 
happened an event which caused some excitement in our 
household, owing to the surprisingly strong effect it appeared 
to produce on Bertha — on Bertha, the self-possessed, who 
usually seemed inaccessible to feminine agitations, and did 
even her hate in a self-restrained liygienic manner. This 
event was the sudden severe illness of her maid, Mrs. Archer. 
I have reserved to this moment the mention of a circumstance 
which had forced itself on my notice shortly before Meunier’s 
arrival, namely, tliat there had been some quarrel between 
Bertha and this maid, apparently during a visit to a distant 
family, in which she had accompanied her mistress. I had 
Overheard Archer speaking in a tone of bitter insolence, 
which I should have thought an adequate reason for im- 
mediate dismissal. No dismissal followed ; on the contrary, 
Bertha seemed to be silently putting up with personal incon- 
veniences from the exhibitions of this woman’s temper. I 
was the more astonished to observe that her illness seemed a 
cause of strong solicitude to Bertha ; that she was at the bed« 
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side night and day^ and would allow no one else to officiate 
as head-nurse. It happened that our family doctor was out 
on a holiday, an accident which made Meunier^s presence in 
the house doubly Aveloome, and he apparently entered into 
the case with an interest which seemed so much stronger 
than the ordinary professional feeling, that one day when he 
had fallen into a long fit of silence after visiting her, I said 
to him, — 

“ Is this a very peculiar case of disease, Meunier ? ” 

“ ISTo," he answered, ‘‘it is an attack of peritonitis, which 
will be fatal, but which does not differ physically from many 
other cases that have come under my observation. But Fll 
tell you what I have on my mind, I want to make an expe- 
riment on this woman, if you will give me permission. It 
can do her no harm — will give her no pain — for I shall not 
make it until life is extinct to all purposes of sensation. I 
want to try the effect of transfusing blood into her arteries 
after the heart has ceased to beat for some minutes. 1 have 
tried the experiment again and again with animals that have 
died of this disease, with astounding results, and I want to 
try it on a human subject. I have the small tubes necessary, 
in a case I have with me, and the rest of the apparatus could 
be prepared readily. I should use my own blood — take it 
from my own arm. This woman won^t live through the 
night, I'm convinced, and I want you to promise me your 
assistance in making the experiment. I can't do without 
another hand, but it Avould perhaps not be well to call in a 
medical assistant from among your provincial doctors. A 
disagreeable foolish version of the thing might get abroad.” 

“ Have you spoken, to iny wife on the subject ? ” I said, 
“because she appears to be peculiarly sensitive about this 
woman; she has been a favorite maid.” 

“ To tell you the truth,” said Meunier, “ I don’t want her 
to know about it. There are always insuperable difficulties 
with women in these matters, and the effect on the supposed 
dead body may be startling. You and I will sit up together, 
and be in readiness. When certain symptoms appear 1 shall 
take you in, and at the right moment we must manage to get 
every one else out of the room.” 

I need not give our farther conversation on the subject. 
He entered very fully into the details, and overcame my 
repulsion from them, by exciting in me a mingled awe and 
curiosity concerning the possible results of his experiment. 

We prepared everything, and he instructed me in my part 
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aa assistant. He had not told Bertha of his absolute convic- 
tion that Archer would not survive through the night, and 
endeavored to persuade her to leave the patient and take a 
night's rest. But she was obstinate, suspecting the fact that 
death was at hand, and supposing that he wished merely to 
save her nerves. She refused to leave the sick-room. Meunier 
and I sat up together in the library, he making frequent visits 
to the sick-room, and returning with the information that the 
case was taking precisely the course he expected. Once he 
said to me, “ Can you imagine any cause of ill feeling this 
woman has against her mistress, who is so devoted to her ? " 

« I think there was some misunderstanding between them 
before her illness. Why do you ask ? ” 

Because T have observed for the last five or six hours — 
since, I fancy, she lias lost all hope of recovery — there seems 
a strange prompting in her to say something which pain and 
failing strength forbid her to utter; and there is a look of 
hideous meaning in her eyes, which she turns continually 
towards her mistress. In this disease the mind often remains 
singularly clear to the last." 

"I am not surprised at an indication of malevolent feeling 
in her," I said. “ She is a woman who has always inspired 
me with distrust and dislike, but she managed to insinuate 
herself into her mistress's favor.” He was silent after this, 
looking at the fire with an air of absorption, till he went 
up-stairs again. He stayed away longer than usual, and oii 
returning, said to me quietly, ^*00106 now." 

I followed him to the chamber where death was hovering. 
The dark hangings of the large bed made a background that 
gave a strong relief to Bertha's pale face as I entered. She 
started forward as she saw me enter, and then looked at 
Heunier with an expression of angry inquiry ; but he lifted 
up his hand as if to impose silence, while he fixed his glance 
on the dying woman and felt her pulse. The face was 
pinched and ghastly, a cold perspiration was on the forehead, 
and the eyelids Wei’s lowered so as almost to conceal the large 
dark eyes. After a minute or two, Meunier walked round to 
the other side of the bed where Bertha stood, and with his 
usual air of gentle politeness towards her begged her to leave 
the patient under our care — ever3’thing should be done for 
her-— she was no longer in a state to be conscious of an affec- 
tionate presence. Bertha was hesitating, apparently almost 
willing to believe his assurance and to comply. She looked 
round at the ghastly dying face, as if to read the confirmation 
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of that assurance, when for a moment the lowered eyelids 
were raised again, and it seemed as if the eyes were looking 
towards Bertha, but blankly. A shudder passed tlu-ough 
Bertha’s frame, and she returned to her station near the 
pillow, tacitly implying that she would not leave the room. 

The eyelids were lifted no more. Once I looked at Bertha 
as she watched the face of the dying one. She wore a rich 
peignoir, and her blond hair was half covered by a lace cap : 
in her attire she was, as always, an elegant woman, fit to 
hgure in a picture of modern aristocratic life : but 1 asked 
myself how that face of hers could ever have seemed to me 
the face of a woman born of woman, with memories of child- 
hood, capable of pain, needing to be fondled ? The features 
at that moment seemed so preternaturally sharp, the eyes 
were so hard and eager — she looked like a cruel immortal, 
finding her spiritual feast in the agonies of a dying race. 
For across those hard features there came souiething like a 
hash when the last hour had been breathed out, and we all 
felt that the dark veil had completely fallen. What secret 
was there between Bertha and this woman? I turned my 
eyes from her with a horrible dread lest my insight should 
return, and I should be obliged to see what had been breed- 
ing about two unloving women’s hearts. I felt that Bertha 
had been watching for the moment of death as the sealing of 
her secret: I thanked Heaven it could remain sealed for me. 

Meunier said quietly. “ She is gone.” He then gave his 
arm to Bertha, and she submitted to be led out of the room. 

I suppose it was at her order that two female attend- 
ants came into the room, and dismissed the younger one who 
had been present before. When they entered, Sfeunier had 
already opened the artery in the long thin neck that lay rigid 
on the pillow, and I disinissed thejn, ordering them to remain 
at a distance till we rang: the doctor, J said, had an operation 
to perform — he was not sure about the death. For the next 
twenty minutes I forgot everything but Meunier and the ex- 
periment in which he was so absorbed, that I think his senses 
would have been closed against all sounds or sights which 
had no relation to it. It was my task at first to keep up the 
artificial respiration in the body after the transfusion had 
been effected, but presently Meunier relieved me, and I could 
see the wondrous slow return of life ; the breast began to 
heave, the inspirations became stronger, the eyelids quivered, 
and the soul seemed to have returned beneath them. The 
artificial respiration was withdrawn : still the breathing con- 
tinued, and there was a movement of the lips. 
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Just then I heard the handle of the door moving : I sup- 
pose Bertha had heard from the women that they had been 
dismissed : probably a vague fear had arisen in her mind, for 
she entered with a look of alarm. She came to the foot of 
the bed and gave a stifled ciy. 

The dead woman^s eyes were wide open, and met hers in 
full recognition — the recognition of hate. With a sudden 
strong effort, the hand that Bertha had thought forever still 
was pointed towards her, and the haggard face moved. The 
gaspmg eager voice said, — 

« You mean to poison your husband . . . the poison is in 
the black cabinet ... I got it for you , . . you laughed at 
me, and told lies about me behind my back, to make me dis- 
gusting , . . because you were jealous ... are you sorry 
. . . now ? ” 

The lips continued to murmur, but the sounds were no 
longer distinct. Soon there was no sound — only a slight 
movement ; the flame had leaped out, and was being extin- 
guished the faster. The wretched woman’s heart-strings had 
been set to hatred and vengeance ; the spirit of life had swept 
the chords for an instant, and was gone again forever. Great 
God \ Is this what it is to live again ... to wake up with 
our unstilled thirst upon us, with our unuttered curses rising 
to our lips, with our muscles ready to act out their half-com- 
mitted sins ? 

Bertha stood pale at the fool of the bed, quivering and 
helpless, despairing of devices, like a cunning animal whose 
hiding-plaoes are surrounded by swift^dvancing flame. Even 
Meunier looked paralyzed ; life for that moment ceased to be 
a scientific problem to him. As for me, this scene seemed of 
one texture with the rest of my existence : horror ivas my 
familiar, and this new revelation was only like an old pain 
recurring with new circumstances. 

Since then Bertha and I have lived apart — she in her own 
neighborhood, the mistress of half our wealth. I as a wanderer 
in foreign countries, until I came to this Devonshire nest to 
die, Bertha lives pitied and admired ; for what had I against 
that charming woman, whom every one but myself could have 
been happy with ? There had been no witness of the scene 
in the dying room except Meunier, and while Meunier lived 
his lips were sealed by a promise to me. 

Once or twice, weary of wandering, I rested in a favorite 
spot, and my heart went out towards the men and women and 
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children whose faces were becoming familiar to me : but t 
was driven away again in terror at the approach of my oM 
insight — driven away to live continually with the one 
Unknown Presence revealed and yet hidden by the moving 
curtain of the earth and sky. Till at last disease took hold 
of me and forced me to rest here — forced me to live in 
dependence on my servants. And then the curse of insight — 
of my double consciousness, came again, and has never left 
me. I know all their narrow thoughts, their feeble regard, 
their half-wearied pity. 


It is the 20th of September, 1850. I know these figures I 
have just written, as if they were a long familiar inscription, 
1 have seen them on this page in my desk unnumbered times, 
when the scene of my dying struggle has opened upon 

me. . . . 

(1859.) 
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BKOTHER JACOB 


**Trompenr9, o’est pour vous 
Amndez rouz k la pare 


gue^i-ecrto. 


— La Fohtaiite. 


CHAPTER I. 

Among the many fatalities attending the bloom of young 
desire^ that of blindly taking to the confectionery line has not, 
perhaps, been sufficiently considered. How is the son of a 
British yeoman, who has been fed principally on salt pork and 
yeast dumplings, to know that there is satiety for the human 
stomach even in a paradise of glass jars full of sugared almonds 
and pink lozenges, and that the tedium of life can reach a pitch 
where plum^buns at discretion cease to offer the slightest entice< 
ment? Or how, at the tender age when a confectioner seems 
to him a very prince whom all the world must envy, — who 
breakfasts on macaroons, dines on marengs, sups on twelfth- 
cake, and fills up the intermediate hours with sugar-candy or 
peppermint, — how is he to foresee the day of sad wisdom, when 
he will discern that the confectioner’s calling is not socially 
infiuential, or favorable to a soaring ambition ? I have known 
a man who turned out to have a metaphysical genius, incau- 
tiously, in the period of youthful buoyancy, commence his 
career as a dancing-master; and you may imagine the use that 
was made of lliis initial mistake by opponents who felt them- 
selves bound to warn the public against his doctrine of the In- 
conceivable. He could not give up his dancing-lessons, because 
he made his bread by them, and metaphysics would not have 
found him in so much as salt to his bread. It was really the 
same with Mr. David Faux and the confectionery business. 
His uncle, the butler at the great house close^by Brigford, had 
made a pet of him in his early boyhood, and it was on a visit 
to this uncle that the confectioners’ shops in that brilliant town 
had, on a single day, fired his tender imagination. He carried 
home the pleasing illusion that a confectioner must be at once 
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the happiest and the foremost of men, since the things he made 
were not only the most beautiful to behold, but the very best 
eating, and such as the Loid Mayor must always order largely 
for his private recreation ; so that when his father declared he 
must be put to a trade, David chose his line without a moment’s 
hesitation ; and, with a rashness inspired by a sweet tooth, wed- 
ded himself irrevocably to confectionery. Soon, however, the 
tooth lost its relish and fell into blank indifference ; and all 
the while, his mind expanded, his ambition took new sliapes, 
which could hardly be satisfied withiu the sphere his youthful 
ardor had chosen. But what was he to do He was a }oung 
man of much mental activity, and, above all, gifted Avith a 
spirit of contrivance; but then, his faculties would not tell 
with great effect in any other medium tliau that of candied 
sugars, conserves, and pastry. Say what yon will about the 
identity of the reasoning process in all branches of tliought, or 
about the advantage of coming to subjects with a fresh mind, 
the adjustment of butter to flour, and of heat to pastry, is not 
the best preparation for the office of prime minister; besides, 
in the present imperfectly -organized state of society, there are 
social barriers. David could invent delightful things in the 
way of drop-cakes, and he had the widest view's of the sugar 
department ; but in other directions be certainly felt hampered 
by the want of knowledge and practical skill ; and the world 
is so inconveniently constituted, that the vague consciousness 
of being a fine fellow is no guaranty of success in any line of 
business. 

This difficulty pressed with some severity on Mr. David 
Faux, even before his apprenticeship w’as ended. His soul 
swelled with an impatient sense that he ought to become 
something very remarkable — that it was quite out of the 
question for him to put up with a nairow lot as other men 
did : he scorned the idea that he could accept an average. He 
was sure there was notliing average about him : even such a 
person as Mrs. Tibbits, the washerwoman, perceived it, and 
probably had a preference for his linen. At that particular 
period he was weighing out gingerbread-nuts ; but such an 
anomaly could not continue. No position could be suited to 
Mr. David Faux that was not in the highest degree easy to 
the flesh and flattering to the spirit. If he had fallen on the 
present times, and enjoyed the advantages of a Mechanics’ 
Institute, he would certainly have taken to literature and 
have written reviews ; but his education bad not been liber* 
al. He had read some novels from the adjoining circulating 



BROTHER JACOB. 


205 


librajj; and had even bought the story of Inkle and Yarico/^ 
which had made him feel very sorry for poor lllr. Inkle ; so 
that his ideas might not have been below a certain mark of 
the literary calling j but his spelling and diction were too 
unconventional . 

When a man is not adequately appreciated or comfortably 
placed in his own country, his thoughts naturally turn towards 
foreign climes; and David’s imagination circled round and 
round the utmost limits of his geogiupliical knowledge, in 
search of a country where a young gentleman of pasty visage, 
lipless mouth, and stumpy hair, would be likely to be received 
with the hospitable enthusiasm which he had a right to expect. 
Having a general idea of America as a country where the popu- 
lation was chiefly black, it appeared to him the most i)ropi- 
tious destination for an emigrant who, to begin with, had the 
broad and easily recognizable merit of w'hiteness; and this 
idea gradually took such strong possession of him that Satan 
seized the opportunity of suggesting to him that he might 
emigrate under easier circumstances, if he supplied himself 
with a little money from his master’s till. But that evil spirit, 
whose understanding, I am convinced, has been much over- 
rated, quite wasted his time on this occasion. David would 
certainly have liked well to have some of his master’s money 
in his pocket, if he had been sure his master would have been 
the only man to suffer for it ; but he was a cautious youth, 
and quite determined to run no risks on his own account. So 
he stayed out his apjirenticeship, and committed no act of dis- 
honesty that was at all likely to be discovered, reserving his 
plan of emigration for a future opportunity. And the circum- 
stances under which he carried it out were in this wise. Hav- 
ing been at home a week or two partaking of the family beans, 
he had used his leisure in ascertaining a fact which was of 
considerable importance to him, namely, that his mother had 
a small sum in guineas painfully saved from her maiden peiv' 
quisites, and kept in the corner of a drawer where her bab^’ 
linen had reposed for the last twenty years — ever since her. 
son David had taken to his feet, with a slight promise oft 
bow-legs which had not been altogether unfulfilled. Mr.Yaua^ 
senior, had told his son very frankly, that he must not look 
being set-up in business by him : with seven sons, and one of' 
them a very healthy and well-developed idiot, who consumed 
a dumpling about eight inches in diameter every day, it 
pretty well if they got a hundred apiece at his death. TTnd^^ 
these circumstances, what was David to do ? It was certaii^< 
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hard that he should take his mother’s money ; but he saw no 
other ready means of getting any, and it was not to be expected 
that a young man of his merit should put up with incou- 
veniences that could be avoided. Besides, it is not robbery 
to take property belonging to your mother : she doesn’t prose- 
cute you. And David was very well behaved to his mother ; 
he comforted hex by speaking highly of himself to her, and 
assuring her that he never fell into the vices he saw practised 
by other youths of his own age, and that he was particularly 
fond of honesty. If his mother would have given him her 
twenty guineas as a reward of this noble disposition, he really 
would not have stolen them from her, and it would have been 
more agreeable to his feelings. Nevertheless, to an active 
mind like David’s, ingenuity is not without its pleasures: 
it was rather an interesting occupation to become stealtliily 
acquainted with the wards of liis mother's simple key) not in 
the least like Chubb’s patent), and to get one that would do 
its work equally well ; and also to arrange a little drama by 
which he would escape suspicion, and run no risk of forfeiting 
the prospective hundred at his father’s death, which would be 
convenient in the improbable case of his not making a large 
fortune in the Indies.” 

T'irst, he spoke freely of his intention to start shortly for 
Liverpool and take ship for America : a resolution which cost 
his good mother some pain, for, after Jacob the idiot, there 
was not one of her sons to wliom her heart clung more than 
to her youngest-born, David. Next, it appeared to him that 
Sunday afternoon, wlien everybody was gone to church except 
Jacob and the cow-boy, was so singularly favorable an oppor- 
tunity for sons who wanted to appropriate their mothers’ 
guineas, tliat he half thought it must have been kindly in- 
tended by Providence for such purposes. Especial Ij' the third 
Sunday in Lent ; because J acob had been out on one of bis occa- 
sional wanderings for the last two days ; and David, being a 
timid young man, had a considerable dread and hatred of Jacob, 
as of a large personage who went about habitually with a pitch- 
fork in his hand. 

Nothing could be easier, then, than for David on this Sun- 
day afternoon to decline going to church, on the groiind that 
he was going to tea at Mr. Lunn’s, whose pretty daughter 
Sally had been an early flame of his, and, when the church- 
goers were at a safe distance, to abstract tlie guineas from 
their woodeu box and slip them into a small canvas bag — 
nothing easier than to call to the cow-boy that he was going, 
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and tell him to keep an eye on the house for fear of Sunday 
tramps. David thought it would be easy, too, to get to a 
small thicket and bury his bag in a hole he had already made 
and covered up under the roots of an old hollow ash, and he 
had, in fact, found the hole without a moment's difficulty, had 
uncovered it, and was about gently to drop the bag into it, 
when the sound of a large body rustling to-wards him with 
something like a bellow was such a surprise to David, who, as 
a gentleman gifted with much contrivance, was naturally only 
prepared for what he expected, that instead of dropping the 
bag gently he let it fall so as to make it untwist and vomit 
forth the shining guineas. In the same moment he looked 
up and saw his dear brother Jacob close upon him, holding 
the pitchfork so that the bright smooth prongs were a yard 
in advance of his own body, and about a foot off David’s. (A 
learned friend, to whom I once narrated this history, observed 
that it was David's guilt which made these prongs formidable, 
and that the mens nil conscia sihi strips a pitch'^ork of all 
terrors. I thought this idea so valuable, that I obtained his 
leave to use it on condition of supj>re3siug his name.) Never- 
theless, David did not entirely lose bis presence of mind; for 
in that case he would have sunk on the earth or started back- 
ward; whereas he kept his ground and smiled at Jacob, who 
nodded his head up and down, and said, Hoich, Zavy ! *' in a 
painfully equivocal manner. David’s heart was beating audi- 
Wy, and if he had had any lips they would have been pale ; 
but his mental activity, instead of being paralyzed, was stimu- 
lated. While he was inwardly praying (he always prayed 
when he was much frightened), — ‘‘ Oh, save me this once, 
and ril never get into danger again !” — he was thrusting his 
hand into his pocket in search of a box of yellow lozenges, 
which he had brought with him from Brigford among ofiier 
delicaicies of the same portable kind, as a means of conciliat- 
ing proud beauty, and more particularly the beauty of Mias 
Sarsm Lunn. Nob one of these delicacies had he ever offered 
to poor Jacob, for David was not a young man to waste his 
jujubes and barley-sugar in giving pleasure to people from 
whom he expected nothing. But an idiot with equivocal 
intentions and a pitchfork is as well worth flattering and 
cajoling as if he were Louis Napoleon. So David, with a 
promptitude equal to the occasion, drew out his box of yellow 
lozenges, lifted the lid, and performed a pantomime with his 
mouth and fingers, which was meant to imply that he was 
delighted to see his dear brother Jacob, and seized the oppor- 
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tunity of making him a small present, which he would find 
particularly agreeable to the taste» Jacob, you understand, 
was not an iuteuse idiot, but within a certain limited range 
knew how to choose the good and reject the evil ; he took one 
lozenge, by way of test, and sucked it as if he had been a 
philosopher; tlien, in as great an ecstasy at its new and com- 
plex savor as Caliban at the taste of Trinculo’s wine, chuckled 
and stroked this suddenly beneficent brother, and held out 
his hand for more ; for, except in fits of anger, Jacob was not 
ferocious or needlessly predatory. David's courage half re- 
turned, and he left off praying ; pouring a dozen lozenges into 
Jacob’s palm, and trying to look very fond of him. He con- 
gratulated himself that he had formed the plan of going to 
see Miss Sally Lunn this afternoon, and that, as a consequence, 
he had brought with him these propitiatory delicacies : he 
was certainly a lucky fellow; indeed, it was always likel}* 
Providence should be fonder of him than of other apprentices, 
and since he it^ns to be interrupted, why, an idiot was prefer- 
able to any other sort of witness. For the first time in his 
life, David thought he saw the. advantage of idiots. 

As for Jacob, he had thrust his pitchfork into the ground, 
and had thrown himself down beside it, in thorough abandon- 
xnent to the unprecedented pleasure of having five lozenges 
in bis mouth at once, blinking meanwhile, and making inartic- 
ulate sounds of gustative content. He had not yet given any 
sign of noticing the guineas, but in seating himself he had 
laid his broad right hand on them, and unconsciously kept it 
in that position, absorbed in the sensations of his palate. If 
he could only be kept so occupied with the lozenges as not to 
see the guineas before David could manage to cover them ! 
That was David’s best hope of safety; for Jacob knew his 
mother’s guinea'^ ; it had been part of their common experi- 
ience as boys to be allowed to look at these handsome coins, 
and rattle thein in their box on high days and holidays, and 
among all Jacob’s narrow experiences as to money, this was 
likely to be the most memorable, 

“ Here, Jacob,” said David, in an insinuating tone, handing 
the box to him, “I’ll give ’em all to you. Run! — make 
haste! — else somebody ’ll come and take ’em.” 

David, not having studied the psychology of idiots, was not 
aware that they are not to be wrought upon by imaginative 
fears. Jacob took the box with his left hand, but saw no 
necessity for running away. Was ever a promising young 
man wishing to lay the foundation of his fortune by appropri- 
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ating his mother’s guineas obstructed by such a day-mare as 
this ? But the moment must come when Jacob would move 
his right hand to draw off the lid of the tin box, and then 
David would sweep the guineas into the hole with the utmost 
address and swiftness, and immediately seat himself upon 
them. Ah, no ! It’s of no use to have foresight when you 
are dealing with an idiot : he is not to be calculated upon. 
Jacob’s right hand was given to vague clutchijig and throw- 
ing ; it suddenly clutched the guineas as if they had been so 
many pebbles, and was raised in an attitude which promised 
to scatter them like seed over a distant bramble, when, from 
some prompting or other — probably of an unwonted sensa- 
tion — it paused, descended to Jacob’s knee, and opened 
slowly under the inspection of Jacob’s dull ej’es. David 
began to pray again, but immediately desisted — another re- 
source having occurred to him. 

“Mother I zinuies 1 exclaimed the innocent Jacob. Then, 
looking at David, he said, interi-ogatively, “Box ? ” 

“ Hush ! hush ! ” said David, surainoning all his ingenuity 
in this severe strait. “See, Jacob!” lie took the tin box 
from his brother’s hand, and emptied it of the lozenges, re- 
turning half of them to Jacob, but secretly keeping the rest 
in his own hand. Then he held out the empty box, and said, 
“Here’s the box, Jacob! The box for the guineas!” gently 
sweeping them from Jacob’s palm into the box. 

This procedure was not objectionable to Jacob ; on the con- 
trary, the guineas clinked so pleasantly as they fell, that he 
wished for a repetition of the sound, and seizing the box, began 
to rattle it very gleefully. David, seizing the opportunity, 
deposited his reserve of lozenges in the ground and hastily 
swept some earth over them, “Look, Jacob!*' he said, at 
last. Jacob paused from his clinking, and looked into the 
hole, while David began to scratch away the earth, as if in 
doubtful expectation. When the lozenges were laid bare, he 
took them out one by one, and gave them lo Jacob. 

“Hush!” he said, in a loud whisper, “Tell nobody — all 
for Jacob — hush — sh — sh! Put guineas in the hole — 
they’ll come out like this ! ” To make the lesson more com- 
plete, he took a guinea, and lo\vering it into the hole, said, 
“ Put in so.” Then, as he took the last lozenge out, he said, 
“Come out so,” and put the lozenge into Jacob’s hospitable 
mouth. 

Jacob turned his head on one side, looked first at his brother 
and then at the hole, like a reflective monkey, and, finally, 
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laid the box of guineas in the hole with much decision. David 
made haste to ^d every one of the stray coins, put on the lid, 
and covered it well with earth, saying in his most coaxing 
tone, — 

“Take out to-morrow, Jacob; all for Jacob! Hush — 
sh — sh!'' 

Jacob, to whom this once indifferent brother had all at once 
become a sort of sweet-tasted fetish, stroked David's best 
coat with his adhesive fingers, and then hugged him with an 
accompaniment of that mingled chuckling and gurgling by 
which he was accustomed to express the milder passions. 
But if he had chosen to bite a small morsel out of his be- 
neficent brother's cheek, David would have been obliged to 
bear it. 

And here I must pause, to point out to you the shoit-sightecl- 
ness of human contrivance. 'J'bis ingenious young man. l^Ir. 
David Faux, thought he had achieved a triumph of cunning 
when he had associated himself in his brother s rudimentary 
mind with the flavor of yellow lozenges. But he had y et to learn 
that it is a dreadful thing to make an idiot fond of you, when 
you yourself are not of an affectionate disposition ; especially 
an idiot with a pitchfork — obviously a difficult friend to shake 
off by rough usuage. 

It may seem to y-ou rather a blundering contrivance for a 
clever young man to bury the guineas. But, if everything 
had turned out as David had calculated, you would have seen 
that his plan was worthy of his talents. The guineas \\ould 
have lain safely in the earth while the theft as discovered, 
and David, with the calm of conscious innocence, would have 
lingered at home, reluctant to say’ good-by to his dear mother 
while she was in grief about her guineas ; till at length, on the 
eve of his departure, he would have disinterred them in the 
strictest privacy, and carried tliem on his oun person without 
inconvenience. But David, you perceive, had reckoned lyith- 
out liis host, or, to speak more precisely’, without his idiot 
brother — an item of so uncertain and fluctuating a character, 
that I doubt whether he would not liave puzzled the astute 
heroes of M. de Balzac, whose foresight is so remarkably at 
home in the future. 

It was clear to David now that he had only one alternative 
before him : he must either renounce the guineas, by quietly 
putting them back in his mother's drawer (a course not un- 
attended with difficulty) ; or he must leave more than a sus- 
picion behind him, by departing early the next morning with- 
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out giving notice, and with, the guineas in his pocket. For if 
he gave notice that he was going, his mother, he knew, would 
insist on fetching from her box of guineas the three she had 
dways promised him as his share; indeed, in his original 
plan, he had counted on this as a means by which the theft 
would be discovered under circumstances that would them- 
selves speak for his innocence ; but now, as I need hardly 
explain, that well-combined plan was completely frustrated. 
Even if David could have bribed Jacob with perpetual lozenges, 
an idiot’s secrecy is itself betrayal. He dared not even go to 
tea at Mr. Lunn’s, for in that case he would have lost sight of 
Jacob, who, in his impatience for the crop of lozenges, might 
scratch up the box again while he was absent, and carry it 
home — depriving him at once of reputation and guineas. 
No ! he most think of nothing all the rest of tliis day, but of 
coaxing Jacob and keeping him out of mischief. It was 
a fatiguing and anxious evening to David; nevertheless, he 
dared not go to sleep without tying a piece of string to his 
thumb and great toe, to secure his frequent waking ; for he 
meant to be up with the -first peep of dawn, and be far out of 
reach before breakfast-time. His father, he thought, would 
certainly cut him off witli a shilling ; but what then ? Such 
a striking young man as he would be sure to be well received 
in the West Indies ; in foreign countries there are always 
openings — even for cats. It was probable that some Princess 
Yarico would want him to marry her, and make him pres- 
ents of very large jewels beforehand ; after wliich, he needn't 
marry her unless he liked, David had made up his mind not to 
steal any more, even from people who were fond of him ; it 
was an unpleasant way of making 3’^our fortune in a world 
where you were likely to be surprised in the act by brothers. 
Such alarms did not agree with David’s constitution, and he 
had felt so much nausea this evening that no doubt his liver 
was affected. Besides, he would have been greatly hurt not 
to be thought well of in the world : he always meant to make 
a figure, and be thought worthy of the best seats and the best 
morsels. 

Kum mating to this effect on the brilliant future in. reserve 
for him, David by the help of his check-string kept himself 
on the alert to seize the time of earliest dawn for liis rising 
and departure. His brothers, of course, were early risers, but 
he should anticipate them by at least an hour and a half, 
and the little room which he had to himself as only an occa- 
sional visitor, had its window over the horse-block, so that he 
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could slip out through the window without the least diffi- 
culty. Jacob, the horrible Jacob, had an awkward trick of 
getting up before everybody else, to stem his hunger bv 
emptying the milk-bowl that was '^duly set ” for him ; but of 
late he had taken to sleeping in the hay-loft, and if he came 
into the house, it would be on the opposite side of that from 
which David was making his exit. There was no need to 
think of Jacob j yet David was liberal enough to bestow a 
curse on him — it Avas the only thing he ever did bestow gra- 
tuitously. His small bundle of clothes was ready packed, 
and he Avas soon treading lightly on the steps of the horse- 
block, soon walking at a smart pace across the fields towards 
the thicket. It wbuld take him no more than two minutes to 
get out the box ; he could make out the tree it was under by 
the pale strip where the bark was off, although the dawning 
light was rather dimmer in the thicket. But Avhat, in the 
name of — burnt pastry — was that large body Avith a staif 
planted beside it, close at the foot of the ash-tree ? David 
paused, not to make up liis mind as to the nature of the 
apparition — he had not the happiness of doubting for a 
moment that the staff was Jacob’s pitchfork — but to gather 
the self-command necessary for addressing his brother with a 
sufficiently honeyed accent. Jacob Avas absorbed in scratch- 
ing up the earth, and had not heard Da\dd’s approach. 

“I say, Jacob,” said David in a loud Avhisper, just as the 
tin box Avas lifted out of the hole. 

Jacob looked up, and discerning liis sweet-flavored brother, 
nodded and grinned in the dim light in a way that made him 
seem to David like a triumphant demon. If he had been of 
an impetuous disposition, he Avould have snatched the pitch- 
fork from the ground and impaled tliis fraternal demon. 
But David was by no means impetuous ; he was a young man 
greatly given to calculate consequences, a habit which has 
been held to be the foumlation of virtue. But somehow it 
had not precisely that effect in David: he calculated whether 
an action Avoiild harm himself, or Avhether it A^'Oiild only harm 
other people. In the former case he was very timid about 
satisfying his immediate desires, but in the latter he would 
risk the result with much courage. 

‘'Give it Jacob,” he said, stooping down and patting 
his brother, “ Let us see.” 

Jacob, finding the lid rather tight, gave the box to his 
brother in perfect faith. David raised the lid, and shook his 
bead, while Jacob put his finger in and took out a guinea to 
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taste whether the metamorphosis into lozenges was complete 
and satisfactory. 

^'No, Jacob; too soon, too soon,'^ said JJavid, when the 
guinea had been tasted. Grive it me ; we'll go and bury 
it somewhere else ; we^ll put it in yonder,” he added, point- 
ing vaguely toward the distance. 

David screwed on the lid, while Jacob, looking grave, rose 
and gi‘asj)ed his pitchfork. Then, seeing David’s bundle, he 
snatched it, like a too officious Newfoundland, stuck his pitch- 
fork into it and carried it over his shoulder in triuinpli as 
he accompanied David and the box out of the thicket. 

What on earth was David to do ? It would have been easy 
to frown at Jacob, and kick him, and order him to get away ; 
but David dared as soon have kicked the bull. Jacob was 
quiet as long as he was treated indulgently; but on the 
slightest show of anger, he became unmanageable, and was 
liable to fits of fury which would have made him formidable 
even without his pitchfork. There was no mastery to be 
obtained over him except by kindness or guile. David tried 
guile. 

*^Go, Jacob,” he said, when they were out of the thicket — 
pointing towards the house as ho spoke ; “go and fetch me a 
spade — a spade. But give me the bundle,” he added, trying 
to reach it from the fork, where it hung lugh above JacoVs 
tall shoulder. 

But Jacob showed as much alacrit)’ in obeying as a wasp 
shows in leaving a sugar-basin. Near David, he felt himself 
in the vicinity of lozenges: he chuckled and rubbed his 
brother’s back, brandishing the bundle higher out of reach. 
David, with an inward groan, changed his tactics, and walked 
on as fast as he could. It was not safe to Unger, Jacob 
would get tired of following him, or, at all events, could be 
eluded. If they could once get to the distant highroad, a 
coach would overtake them, David would mount it, having 
previously by some ingenious means secured his bundle, and 
then Jacob might howl and flourish his pitchfork as mucli as 
he liked. ^lean while he was under the fatal necessity of 
being very kind to this ogre, and of providing a lai^e break? 
fast for him when they stopped at a roadside inn. It was 
sdready three hours since they had started, and David was 
tired. Would no coach be coming up soon ? he inquUed. 
No coach for the next two hours. But there was a carrier’s" 
cart to come immediately, on its way to the next town. If 
he could slip out, even leaving his bundle behind, and get 
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into tlie cavt without J acob ! But there was a new obstacle. 
Jacob had recently discovered a remnant of sugar-candy in 
one of his brother’s tail-pockets ; and, since then, had cau- 
tiously kept his hold on that limb of the garment, perhaps 
with an expectation that there would be a further develoj}- 
ment of sugar-candy after a longer or shorter interval. Now 
every one who has worn a coat will understand the sensibil- 
ities that must keep a man from starting away in a hurry 
when there is a grasp on his coat-tail. David looked forward 
to being well received among strangers, but it might make a 
difference if he had only one tail to his coat. 

He felt himself in a cold perspiration. He could walk no 
more: he must get into the cart and let Jacob get in with 
him. Presently a cheering idea occurred to him ; after so 
large a breakfast, Jacob would be sure to go to sleep in the 
cart ; you see at once that David meant to seize his bundle, 
jump out, and be free. His expectation was pjirtly fuliilled ; 
Jacob did go to sleep in the cart, but it was in a peculiar atti- 
tude — it was with his arras tightly fastened round his dear 
brother’s body; and if ever David attempted to move, the 
grasp tightened with the force of an affectionate boa-con- 
strictor. 

‘^Th’ innicent’s fond on you,” observed the carrier, thinking 
that David was probably an amiable brother, and wishing to 
pay him a compliment. 

David groaned. The ways of tliieving were not ways ot 
pleasantness. Oh, why had he an idiot brother ? Or, why, 
in general, was the world so constituted that a man could not 
take his mother's guineas comfortably ? David became grimly 
speculative. 

Copious dinner at noon for Jacob ; but little dinner, because 
little appetite, for David. Instead of eating, he plied Jacob 
with beer; for through this liberality he descried a hope. 
Jacob fell into a dead sleep, at last, without having his arms 
round David, who paid the reckoning, took his bundle, and 
walked off. In another half-hour he was on the coach on his 
way to Liverpool, smiling the smile of the triumphant wicked. 
He was rid of Jacob — he was bound for the Indies, where a 
gullible princess awaited him. He would never steal any 
more, but there would be no need ; he would show himself so 
deserving, that people would make him presents freely. He 
must give up the notion of his father’s legacy ; but it was not 
likely he would ever want that trifie; and even if he did— 
why, it was a compensation to think that in. being forever 
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divided from his family he was divided from Jacob, more ter- 
rible than Gorgon or Demogorgon to David’s timid green eyes. 
Thank heaven, he should never see Jacob any more I 


CHAPTER IL 

It was nearly six years after the departure of Mr. David 
Faux for the West Indies, that the vacant shop m the market- 
place at Grimworth was understood to have been let to the 
stranger with a sallow complexion and a buff cravat, whose 
first appearance had caused some excitement in the bar of the 
Woolpack, where he had called to wait for the coach. 

Grimworth, to a discerning eye, was a good place to set 
up shopkeeping in. There uas no competition in it at pres- 
ent; the Church-people had their own grocer and draper; the 
Dissenters had theirs ; and the two or three butchers found a 
ready market for their joints witiiout strict reference to reli- 
gious persuasion — except that the Rector’s wife had given a 
general order for the veal sweet-breads and the mutton kid- 
neys, while Mr. Rodd, the Baptist minister, bad requested 
that, so far as was compatible with the fair accommodation of 
other customers, the sheep’s trotters might be reserved for 
him. And it was likely to be a growing place, for tlie trustees 
of Mr. Zephauiab Ciypt's Charity”, under the stimulus of a 
late visitation by commissioners, were beginning to apply 
long-accumulating funds to the rebuilding of the Yellow Coat 
School, which was henceforth to be carried forward on a 
greatly-extended scale, the testator having left no restrictions 
concerning the curriculum, but only concerning the coat. 

The shopkeepers at Grimworth were by no means unani- 
mous as to the advantages promised by this prospect of in- 
creased population and trading, being substantial men, who 
liked doing a quiet business in which they were sure of their 
customers, and could calculate their returns to a nicety. Hith- 
erto, it had been held a point of honor by the families in Grim- 
worth parish, to buy their sugar and their flannel at the shops 
where their fathers and mothers had bought before them; 
but, if new-comers vrere to bring in the system of neck-and- 
neck trading, and solicit feminine eyes by gown-pieces laid 
In fan-like folds, and surmounted by artifici^ flowers, giving 
them a factitious charm (for on what human figure would a 
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gown sit like a fan, or what female head was like a bunch of 
China-asters ?), or, if new grocers were to fill their windows 
with mountains of currants and sugar, made seductive by con- 
trast and tickets, — what security was there for Grimworth, 
that a vagrant spirit in shopping, once introduced, would not 
in tlie end carry the most important families to the larger 
market town of Cattleton, w’here, business being done ou a 
system of small profits and quick returns, the fashions w'cre of 
the freshest, and goods of all kinds might be bought at an 
advantage ? 

With this view of the times predominant among the trades- 
people at Grimworth, their uncertainty concerning the natnie 
of the business which the sallow-corn plexioued stranger was 
about to set up in the vacant shop, naturally gave some ad- 
ditional strength to the fears of the less sanguine. If he was 
going to sell drapery, it was probable that a jiale-faced fellow 
like that would deal in showy and inferior articles — printed 
cottons and muslins which would leave their dye in the wash- 
tub, jobbed linen full of knots, and flannel that would soon look 
like gauze. If grocery, then it was to be hoped that no 
mother of a family would trust the teas of an untried grocer. 
Such things had been known in some parishes as trs^esmen 
going about canvassing for custom w'ith cards in their pock- 
ets : when people came from nobody knew where, there was 
no knowing \vhat they might do. It was a thousand pities 
that Mr. Jkloffat, the auctioneer and broker, had died without 
leaving anjbody to follow him in the business, and Mrs. 
elevens trustee ought to have knowm better than to let a 
shop to a stranger. Even tlie discovery that ovens were 
being put up on the premises, and that the shop was, in fact, 
being fitted up for a confectioner and pastry-cook’s business, 
hitherto unknown in Grimworth, did not quite suffice to turn 
the scale in the new-comer's favor, though the landlady at the 
Woolpack defended him warmly, said he seemed to be a very 
clever young man, and from what she could make out, came 
of a very good family ; indeed, was most likely a good many 
people’s betters. 

It certainly made a blaze of light and color, almost as if a 
rainbow had suddenly descended into the market-place, when, 
one fine morning, the shutters were taken down from the new 
shop, and the two windows displayed their decorations. On 
one side, there were the variegated tints of collai’ed and marble 
meats, set off by bright green leaves, the pale brown of glazed 
pies, the rich tones of sauces and bottled fruits enclosed in their 
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veil of glass — altogether a sight to bring tears into the eyes 
of a Dutch painter j and on the other, there was a predominance 
of the more delicate hues of pink, and white, and yellow, and 
buff, in the abundant lozenges, candies, sweet biscuits and 
icings, which to the eyes of a bilious person might easily have 
been blended into a fafiry landscape in Turner's latest style. 
What a sight to dawn upon the eyes of Grim worth children 1 
They almost forgot to go to their dinner that day, their appe- 
tites being preoccupied with imaginary sugar-plums j and I 
think even Punch, setting up his tabernacle in the market- 
place, would not have succeeded in drawing them away from 
those shop-windows, where they stood according to gradations 
of size and strength, the biggest and strongest being nearest 
the window, and the little ones in the outermost rows lifting 
wide-open eyes and mouths towards the upper tier of jars, like 
small birds at meal-time. 

The elder inhabitants pished and pshawed a little at the folly 
of the new shopkeeper in venturing on such an outlay in goods 
that would not keep ; to be sure, Christinas was coining, but 
what housewife in Grimworth would not think shame to fur- 
nish forth her table with articles that were not home-cooked ? 
No, no. Mr. Edward Freely, as he called himself, was deceived, 
if he thought Grimworth money was to flow into his pockets 
on such terms. 

Edward Freely was the name that shone in gilt letters on a 
mazarine ground over the doorplace of the new shop — a gen- 
erous-sounding name, that might have belonged to the open- 
hearted, improvident hero of an old comedy, who would have 
delighted in raining sugared almonds, like a new mannsugift, 
among that small generation outside the windows. But Mr. 
Edward Freely was a man whose impulses w^ere kept in due 
subordination : he held that the desire for sweets and pastiy 
must only be satisfied in a direct ratio with the power of paying 
for them. If the smallest child in Grimworth would go to 
him with a halfpenny in its tiny fist, he would, after ringing 
the halfpenny, deliver a just equivalent in rock.” He was 
not a man to cheat even the smallest child — he often said so, 
observing at the same time that he loved honesty, and also 
that he was very tender-hearted, though he didn^t show his 
feelings as some people did. 

Either in rewai-d of such virtue, or according to some more 
hidden law of sequence, Mr. Freely^s business, in spite of 
prejudice, started under favorable auspices. For Mrs. Chal* 
oner, the Bector’s wife, was among the earliest customers at 
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the shop, thinking it only right to encourage a new parishioner 
who had made a decorous appearance at church ; and she found 
Mr. Ereely a most civil, obliging young man, and intelligent 
to a surprising degree for a confectioner ; well-principled, too, 
for in giving her useful hints about choosing sugars he had 
thrown much light on the dishonesty of other tradesmen. 
Moreover, he had been in the West Indies, and had seen the 
very estate which had been her poor grandfather’s property ; 
and he said the missionaries were the only cause of the negro's 
discontent — an observing young man, evidentl3^ Mrs, Chal- 
oner ordered wiue-biscuits and olives, and gave Mr. Freely to 
understand that she should hud his shop a great convenience 
So did the doctor's wife, aud so did Mrs. Gate, at the large 
carding-mill, who, having high connections frequently visiting 
her, might be expected to have a large consumption of ratafias 
and macaroons. 

The less aristocratic matrons of Grim worth seemed likely 
at first to justify their husbands’ confidence that they would 
never pay a percentage of profits on drop-cakes, instead of 
making their own, or get up a hollow show of liberal house- 
keeping by purchasing slices of collared meat, when a neighbor 
came in for supper. But it is my task to narrate the gradual 
corruption of Grimworth manners from their primitive sim- 
plicity — a melancholy task, if it were not cheered by the 
prospect of the fine peripateia or downfall by which the pro- 
gress of the corruption was ultimately checked. 

It was young Mrs. Steen e, the veterinary surgeon’s wife, 
who first gave way to temptation. I fear she had been rather 
over-educated for her station in life, for she knew by heart 
many passages in “ Lalla ftookh,” the Corsair,” and the 

Siege of Corinth,” which had given her a distaste for domes- 
tic occupations, and caused her a withering disappointment at 
the discovery that Mr. Steen e. since his marriage, had lost all 
interest in the “ bulbul,” openly preferred discussing the nature 
of spavin witli a coarse neighbor, and was angry if the pudding 
turned out watery — indeed, was simply a top-booted “vet.,” 
who came in hungry at dinner-time ; and not in the least like 
a nobleman turned Corsair out of pure scorn for his race, or 
like a renegade with a turban and crescent, unless it were in 
the irritability of his temper. And scorn is such a very dif- 
ferent thing m top-boots ! 

This brutal man had invited a supper-party for Christmas 
eve, when he would expect to see mince-pies on the table. 
Mrs. Steene had prepared her mince-meat, and had devoted 
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mucli butter, fine flour, and labor, to the making of a batch of 
pies in the morning j but they proved to be so very heavy when 
they came out of the oven, that she could only think with 
trembling of the moment when her husband should catch sight 
of them on the supper-table. He would storm at her, she was 
certain; and before all the company; and then she should 
never help crying: it was so dreadful to think she had come 
to that, after the bulbul and everything! Suddenly the 
thought darted through her mind that 'this once she might send 
for a dish of mince-pies from Freely s ; she knew lie liad some. 
But what was to become of the eighteen heavy inince-pies ? 
Oh, it was of no use thinking about that ; it w as very expensive 
— indeed, making mince-pies at all was a great expense, when 
they were not sure to turn out well: it would be much better 
to buy them read^'-made. You paid a little more for them, but 
there was no risk of waste. 

Such was the sophistry with which this misguided young 
woman — enough. Mrs. Steen#^ sent for tlie iiiince-pies, and, 
I am grieved to add, garbled her household accounts in order 
to conceal the fact from her husband. This was the second 
step in a downward course, all ouing to a 3’oung woman’s 
being out of harmony with her circumstances, yearning after 
renegades and bulbuls, and being subject to claims from a vet- 
erinary surgeon fond of niince-j»ies. The third step Avas to 
harden herself by telling the fact of the bought mince-pies to 
her intimate friend Mrs. Mole, who had alreadj' guessed it, 
and who subsequently encouraged herself in buying a mould 
of jelly, instead of exerting her own skill, by the reflection 
that “other people” did the same sort of thing. The infec- 
tion spread ; soon there Avas a party or cbque in Grim worth 
on the side of “ buying at Freely’a ; ” and many husbands, 
kept for some time in the dark on this point, innocently swal- 
lowed at two mouthfuls a tart on Avhich they were paying a 
profit of a hundred per cent, and as innocently encouraged a 
fatal disingenuousness in the partners of their bosoms by 
praising the pastry. Others, more keen-sighted, winked^ at 
the too frequent presentation on Avashing-daj's, and at im- 
promptu suppers, of superior spiced-beef, which flattered their 
palates more than the cold I'emnants they^ had formerly been 
contented with. Every housewife Avho had once “bought at 
Freely ’s ” felt a secret joy when she detected a similiar per- 
version in her neighbor’s practice, and soon only two or three 
old-fashioned mistresses of families held out in the protest 
against the growing demoralization, saying to their neighbors 
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who came to sup with them, “I can’t offer you Freely’s beef, 
or Freely’s cheese-cakes; everything in our house is home- 
made ; I’m afraid you’ll hardly have any appetite for our plain 
pastry.’^ The doctor, whose cook was not satisfactory, the 
curate, who kept no cook, and the mining agent, who was a 
great bon vivant, even began to rely on Freely for the greater 
part of their dinner, when they wished to give an entertain- 
ment of some brilliancy. In short., the business of manufac- 
turing the more fanciful viands was fast passing out of the 
hands of maids and matrons in private t'ainilies, and was 
becoming the work of a special commercial organ. 

I am not ignorant that this sort of thing is called the inevi- 
table course of civilization, division of labor, and so forth, 
and that the maids and matrons may be said to have had 
their hands set free from cookery to add to the wealth of 
society in some other way. Only it happened at Grim worth, 
which, to be sure, was a low place, that the maids and matrons 
could do nothing with their hands at all better than cooking; 
not even those who had alwaj's made heavy cakes and lentliery 
pastry. And so it came to pass, that tlie progress of civiliza- 
tion at Grim worth was not otherwise apparent than in the im- 
poverishment of men, the gossiping idlen<^ss of women, and 
the heightening prosperity of Mr. Edward Freely. 

The Yellow Coat School was a double source of profit to 
the calculating confectioner ; for he opened an eating-room for 
the superior workmen employed on the new school, and he 
accommodated the pupils at the old school by giving great 
attention to the fanc;y -sugar department. When I think of 
the sweet-tasted swans and other ingenious white shapes 
crunched by the small teeth of that rising generation, T am 
glad to remember that a certain amount of calcareous food 
has been held good for j'ouug creatures whose bones are not 
quite formed; for 1 have observed these delicacies to have an 
inorganic flavor whicli would have recommended them greatly 
to that young lady of the “ Siiectator’s ” acquaintance who 
habitually made her dessert on the stems of tobacco-pipes. 

As for the confectioner himself, he made his way gradually 
into Grinnvorfch homes, as his commodities did, in spite of 
some initial repugnance. Somehow or other, his reception as 
a guest seemed a thing tliat required justifying, like the pur- 
chasing of his pastry. In the first place, he was a stranger, 
and therefore open to suspicion ; secondly, the confectionery 
business was so entirely new at Griinworth, that its place in 
the scale of rank had not been distinctly ascertained. There 
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no doubt about drapers and grocers, when they came of 
good old Grimworth families, like Mr. Luff and Mr. Pretty- 
man : they visited with the Palfreys, who farmed their own 
land, plaj ed many a game at whist with the doctor, and con- 
descended a little towards the timber-merchant, who had 
lately taken to the coal-trade also, and had got new furniture ; 
but whether a confectioner should be admitted to this higher 
level of respectability, or should be understood to find his 
oasooiates among butchers and bakers, was a new question on 
which tradition threw no light. His being a bachelor was in 
his favor, and would perhaps have been enough to turn the 
scale, even if Mr. Edward Freely 's other personal pretensions 
had been of an entirely insignificant cast. But so far from 
this, it veiy soon appeared that he was a remarkable young 
man, who nad been in the West Indies, and had seen many 
wonders by sea and land, so that he could charm the ears of 
Grimworth Desdemonas with stories of strange fishes, espe- 
cially sharks, which he bad stabbed in the nick of time by 
bravely plunging overboard just as the monster was turning 
on his side to devour the cook’s mate } of terrible fevers which 
he had undergone in a land where the winds blow from all 
quarters at once; of rounds of toast cut straight from the 
bread-fruit trees; of toes bitten off by land-crabs; of large 
honors that had been offered to him as a man who knew what 
was what, and was therefore particularly needed m a tropical 
climate ; and of a Creole heiress who had wept bitterly at his 
departure. Such conversational talents as these, we know, will 
overcome disadvantages of complexion; and young Towers, 
whoso cheeks were of the finest pink, set off by a fringe 
of dark whisker, was quite eclipsed by the presence of the 
sallow Mr. Freely. So exceptional a confectioner elevated his 
business, and might well begin to make disengaged hearts 
flutter a little* 

Fathers and mothers were naturally more slow and cautious 
in their recognition of the new-comer’s merits. 

“He’s an amusing fellow,” said Mr. Prettyraan, the highly 
respectable grocer. (Mrs. Prettyman was a Miss Fothergill, 
and her sister had married a liondon mercer.) “He’s an 
amusing fellow : and I’ve no objection to his making one at 
the Oyster Club ; but he’s a bit too fond of riding the high 
horse. He’s uncommonly knowing, I’ll allow ; but how came 
he to go to the Indies ? I should like that answered. It's 
unnatural in a confectioner. I’m not fond of people that 
have been beyond seas, if they can’t give a good account how 
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they happened to go. When folks go so far off, it’s because 
theyVe got little credit nearer home — that’s my opinion. 
However, he’s got some good rum ; but I don’t want to be 
hand and glove with him, for all that.” 

It was this kind of dim suspicion which beclouded the view 
of Mr. Fieely’s qualities in the maturer minds of Grijn worth 
through the early months of his residence there. But wlien 
the confectioner ceased to be a novelty, the susjncions also 
ceased to be novel, and people got tired of hinting at them, 
especially as they seemed to be refuted by his advancing pros- 
perity and importance. Mr. Freely was becoming a person of 
influence in the parish : he was found useful as an overseer 
of the poor, having great Arm ness in enduring other people’s 
pain, which flrmness, he said, was due to his great benevo- 
lence; he always did what was good for people in the end. 
Mr. Chaloner had even selected him as cJergj man’s church- 
warden, for he was a very hand}'’ man, and much more of Mr. 
Chaloner's opinion in everything about church business than 
the older parishioners. Mr. Freely was a very legular church- 
man, but at the Oyster Club he was sometimes a little free in 
his conversation, more than hinting at a life of Sultanic self- 
indulgence which he had passed in the West Indies, shaking 
his head now and then and smiling rather bitterly, as men are 
wont to do when they intimate that they have become a little 
too wise to be instructed about a world which has long been 
flat and stale to them. 

For some time he was quite general in hia attentions to the 
fair sex, combining the gallantries of a lady’s man with a 
severity of criticism on the person and manners of absent 
belles, which tended rather to stimulate in the feminine breast 
the desire to conquer the approval of so fastidious a judge. 
Nothing short of the very best in the department of female 
charms and virtues could suffice to kindle the ardor of Mr. 
Edward Freely, who had become familiar with the most luxu- 
riant and dazzling beauty in the West fndies. It may seem 
incredible tliat a confectioner should have ideas and conver- 
sation so ranch resembling those to be met with in a higher 
walk of life, but it must be remembered that be had not 
merely travelled, he had also bow-legs and a salloAv, small- 
featured visage, so that nature herself had stamped him for a 
fastidious connoisseur of the fair sex. 

At last, however, it seemed clear that Cupid had found a 
s^rper arrow than usual, and that Mr. Freely’s heart was 
pierced. It was the general talk among the young people at 
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Grimworth. But was it really love ? and not rather ambi- 
tion? Miss Fuliilove, the timber-raerchant^s daughter, was 
quite sure that if slie were Miss Penny Palfrey, she would be 
cautious; it was not a good sign when men looked so much 
above themselves for a wife. For it was no less a person than 
Miss Penelope Palfrey, second daughter of the Sfr. Palfrey 
who farmed his own land, that had attracted Mr. Freely ’s 
peculiar regard, and conquered his fastidiousness ; and no won- 
der ; for the Ideal, as exhibited in the finest waxwork, was 
perhaps never so closely approached by the Real as in the per- 
son of the pretty Penelope. Her yellowish flaxen hair did not 
eurl naturally, I admit, but its bright crisp ringlets were such 
smooth, perfect miniature tubes, that you would have longed 
to pass your little finger through them, and feel their soft 
elasticity* She wore them in a crop, for in those days, when 
society was in a healthier state, young ladies wore crops long 
after they were twent}', and Penelope was not yet nineteen. 
Like the waxen ideal, she had round blue eyes, and round 
nostrils in her little nose, and teeth such as the ideal would 
be seen to have, if it ever showed them. Altogether, she was 
a small, round thing, as neat as a pink and white double daisy, 
and as guileless ; for I hope it does not argue guile in a pretty 
damsel of nineteen, to think that she should like to have a 
beau and be engaged, when her elder sister had already 
been in that position a year and a half. To be sure, there 
was young Towers always coming to the house; but Penny 
felt convinced he only came to see her brother, for he never 
had anything to say to her, and never offered her his arm, and 
was as awkward and silent as possible. 

It is not unlikely that Mr. Freely had early been smitten 
by Penny’s charms, as brought uuder his observation at church, 
but he had to make his way iu society a little before he could 
come into nearer contact with them ; and even after he was 
well received in Qrim worth families, it was a long while before 
he could converse with Penny otherwise than in an incidental 
meeting at Mr. Luff’s. Ifc was not so eas3' to get invited to 
Long Meadows, the residence of the Palfreys; for though 'Mr. 
Palfrey had been losing money of late years, not being able 
quite to recover his feet after the terrible murrain which forced 
him to borrow, his family were far from considering them- 
selves on the same level even as the old-established trades- 
people with whom they visited. The greatest people, even 
kings and queens, must visit with soniebodj', and the equals 
of the great are scarce. They were especially scarce at Grim* 
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worth, which, as I have before observed, was a low parish, 
xaentioned with the most scornful brevity in gazetteers. Even 
the great people there were far behind those of their own 
standing in other parts of this realm. Mr. Palfrey's farmyaiil 
doors had the paint all worn off them, and the front garden 
walks had long been merged in a general weediuesa. Still, 
his father had been called Squire Palfrey, and had been 
respected by the last Grimworth generation as a man who 
could afford to drink too much in his own house. 

Pretty Penny was not blind to the fact that Mr. Freely 
admired her, and she felt sure that it was he who had sent her 
a beautiful valentine \ but her sister seemed to think so liglitly 
of him (all young Ijidies think lightly of the gentlemen to 
whom they are not engaged), that Penny never dared mention 
him, and trembled and blushed whenever they met him, think- 
ing of che valentine, which was very strong in its expressions, 
and wliich she felt guilty of knowing by heai't. A man who 
had been to the Indies, and knew the sea so w-ell, seemed to 
her a sort of public character, almost like Robinson Crusoe or 
Captain Cook; and Penny had always wished her husband 
to be a remarkable personage, likely to be put in MangnalVs 
Questions, with which register of the immortals she had be- 
come acquainted during her one ye^v at a boarding-school. 
Only it seemed strange that a remarkable man should be a 
confectioner and pastry-cook, and tliis anomaly quite disturbed 
Penny's dreams. Her brothers, she knew, laughed at men who 
couldn't sit on horseback well, and called them tailors ; but 
her brothers were very rough, and were quite without that 
power of anecdote which made Mr. Freely such a delightful 
companion. He was a very good man, she thought, for she 
had heard him say at Mr. Luff's, one day, that he always 
wished to do his duty in whatever state of life he might be 
placed j and he knew a great deal of poetry, for one day he had 
repeated a verse of a song. SVie wondered if he had made the 
words of the valentine ! — it ended in this way : — 

“ Without thee, it ie pain to live, 

But with thee, it were sweet to die 

Poor Mr. Freely I her father would very likely object — she 
felt sure he would, for he always called Mr. Freely that sugar- 
plum fellow.” Oh, it was very cruel, when true love was crossed 
in that way, and all because Mr, Freely was a confectioner : 
well, Penny would be true to him, for all that, and since his 
being a confectioner gave her an opportunity of showing her 
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Mthfulness; she was glad of it, Edward Freely was a pretty 
name, much better than John Towers. Young Towers had 
offered her a rose out of his button-hole the other day, blush- 
ing very much ; but she refused it, aud thought with delight 
how much Mr. Freely would be comforted if he knew her firm- 
ness of mind. 

Poor little Penny 1 the days were so very long among the 
daisies on a gi-azing farm, aud thought is so active — how was 
it possible that the inward drama should not get the start of 
the outward? I have known young ladies, much better edu- 
cated, and with an outward world diversilied by iusti-uctive 
lectures, to say notliing of literature and highly-developed 
fancy-work, who have spun a cocoon of visionary joys and 
sorrows for themselves, just as Fenny did. Her elder sister 
Letitia, who had a prouder style of beauty, and a more worldly 
ambition, was engaged to a wool-lactor, who came all the way 
from Cattelton to see her; and everybody^ knows that a wool- 
factor takes a very high rank, sometimes driving a double- 
bodied gig. Letty's notions got higher eveiy day, and Penny 
never dared to speak of her cheiished griefs to her lofty sis- 
ter — never dared to propose that they should call at Mr. 
Freely ’s to buy licorice, though she had prepared for such an 
incident by mentioning a slight sore throat. So she had to 
pass the shop on the other side of the market-place, and reflect, 
with a suppressed sigh, that behind tJiose pink and white jars 
somebody was thinking of her tenderly, unconscious of the 
small space that divided her from him. 

Aud it was quite true that, when business permitted, Mr, 
Freely thought a great deal of Penny. He thought her pret- 
tiness comparable to the loveliest things in confectionery ; he 
judged her to be of submissive temper — likely to wait upon 
him as well as if she had been a ncgress, and to be silently 
terrified when his liver made him irritable ; and he considered 
the Palfrey family quite the best in the parish, possessing 
marriageable daughters. On the whole, he thought her wor- 
thy to become Mrs. Edward Freely, and all the more so, be- 
cause it would probably require some ingenuity to win her. 
Mr. Palfrey was capable of horse-whipping a too rash pre- 
tender to his daughter’s hand; and, moreover, he had three 
tall sons: it was clear that a suitor would be at a disad- 
vantage with such a family, unless travel and natural acumen 
had given him a countervailing power of contrivance. And 
the first idea that occurred to him in the matter was, that Mr. 
Palfrey would object less if he knew tliat the Freelys were 
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Or mucli higher family than liis own. It had been foolish 
modesty in him hitherto Jbo conceal the fact that a branch of 
the ]?'reelys held a manor in Yorkshire, and to shut up the 
portrait of his great uncle the admiral, instead of hanging it 
up where a family portrait should be hung — over the mantel- 
piece in the parlor. Admiral Freely, K. C. B,, once placed m 
this conspicuous position, was seen to have had one arm only, 
and one eye, — in these points resembling the heroic Nelson,— 
while a certain pallid insignificance of feature confirmed the 
relationship between himself and his grand-nephew. 

Next, Mr. Freely was seized with an irrepressible ambition 
to possess Mrs, Palfrey *s receipt for brawn, hers being pro- 
nounced on all hands to be superior to his own — as he 
informed her in a very flattering letter carried by his errand- 
boy^. Now Mrs. Palfrey, like other geniuses, wrought by 
instinct rather than by rule, and possessed no receipts,— 
indeed, despised all people who used them, observing that 
people who pickled by book, must pickle by weights and 
measures, and such nonsense ; as for herself, her weights and 
measures were the tip of her finger and the tip of her tongue, 
and if you went nearer, why, of course, for dry goods like 
flour and spice, you went by handfuls and pinches, and for 
wet, there was a middle-sized jug — quite the best thing 
whether for much or little, because you might know how much 
a tcacupful was if you’d got any use of your senses, and you 
might be sure it would take five middle-sized jugs to make a 
gallon. Knowledge of this kind is like Titian’s coloring, dif- 
ficult to communicate ; aud as Mrs. Palfrey, once remarkably 
handsome, had now become rather stout and asthmatical, and 
scarcely ever left home, her oral teaching could hardly be 
given anywhere except at Long Meadows. Even a matron is 
not insusceptible to flattery, and the prospect of a visitor 
whose great object would be to listen to her conversation, was 
not without its charms to Mrs. Palfrey. Since there was no 
receipt to be sent in reply to Mr. Freely’s humble request, she 
called on her more docile daughter. Penny, to write a note, 
telling him that her mother would be glad to see him and 
talk with him on brawn, any day that he could call at Long 
Meadows. Fenny obeyed with a trembling liand, thinking 
how wonderfully things came about in this world. 

In this way, Mr. Freely got himself introduced into the 
home of the Palfreys, and notwithstanding the tendency in 
the male part of the family to jeer at him a little as peaky ” 
and bow-legged, he presently established his position as an 
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^cepted and frequent guest. Young Towers looked at him 
with increasing disgust when they met at the house on a 
Sunday, and secretly longed to try his ferret upon him, as a 
piece of vermin which that valuable animal would be likely to 
tackle with unhesitating vigor. But — so blind sometimes are 
parents — neither Mr. nor Mrs. Palfrey suspected that Penny 
would have anything to say to a tradesman of questionable 
rank whose youthful bloom was much withered. Young 
Towers, they thought, had an eye to her, and that was likely 
enough to a match some day ; but Penny was a child at 
present. And all the while Penny was imagining the circum- 
stances under which Mr. Freely would make her an offer; 
perhaps down by the row of damson-trees, when they were in 
the garden before tea; perhaps by letter — in which case, how 
would the letter begin ? Dearest Penelope ? or " My dear 
Miss Penelope ? ’’ or straight off, without dear anything, as 
seemed the most natural when people were embarrassed? 
But, however he might make the offer, she would not accept 
it without her father's consent : she would always be true to 
Mr. Freely, but she would not disobey her father. For Penny 
was a good girl, though some o£ her female friends were after- 
wards of opinion that it spoke ill for her not to have felt an 
instinctive repugnance to Mr. Freely. 

But he was cautious, and wished to be quite sure of the 
ground he trod on. His views on marriage were not entirely 
sentimental, but were as duly mingled with considerations of 
what would be advantageous to a man in his position, as if he 
had had a very large amount of money spent on his education. 
He was not a man to fall in love in the wrong place ; and so, 
he applied himself quite as much to conciliate the favor of 
the parents, as to secure the attachment of Penny. Mrs. Pal- 
frey had not been inaccessible to flattery, and her husband, 
being also of mortal mould, would not, it might be hoped, be 
p^f against rum — that very fine Jamaica rum of which Mr. 
Freely expected always to have a supply sent him from 
Jamaica. It was not easy to get Mr. Palfrey into the parlor 
behind the shop, wliere a mild back-street light fell on the 
features of the heroic admiral ; but by getting hold of him 
rather late one evening as he was about to return home from 
Grimworth, the aspiring lover s\icceeded in persuading him to 
sup on some collared beef which, after Mrs. Palfrey's brawn, 
he would find the very best of cold eating. 

From that hour Mr. Freely felt sure of success : being iu 
privacy with an estimable man old enough to be his father, 
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and being rather lonely in the world, it was natural he should 
unbosom himself a little on subjects which he could not speak 
of in a mixed circle — especially concerning his expectations 
from his uncle in Jamaica, who had no children, and loved his 
nephew Edward better than any one else in the world, though 
he had been so hurt at his leaving Jamaica, that he had 
threatened to cut him off with a shilling. However, he had 
since written to state his full forgiveness, and though he uas 
an eccentric old gentleman and could not bear to give a^ra} 
money during his life, Mr, Edward Freely could show Wi 
Palfrey the letter which declared, plainly enough, who would 
be the affectionate uncle's heir. hlr. Palfrey actually saw the 
letter, and could not help admiring the spirit of the nephew 
who declared that such brilliant hopes as these made no dif- 
ference to his conduct; he should work at his humble busi- 
ness and make his modest fortune at it all the same. If the 
Jamaica estate was to come to him — well and good. It was 
nothing very surprising for one of the Freely family to have 
an estate left him, considering the lands that family had pos- 
sessed in time gone by, — nay, still possessed in the ll^orth- 
umberland branch. Would not Mr. Palfrey take another glass 
of rum ? and also look at the last year's balance of the ac- 
counts ? Mr. Freely w’as a man wdio cared to possess personal 
virtues, and did not pique himself on his family, though some 
men would. 

We know how easily the great Leviathan may be led, when 
once there is a hook in his nose or a bridle in his jaw's. Mr. 
Palfrey was a large man, but, like Leviathan's, his bulk went 
against him when once he had taken a turning. He was 
not a mercurial man, who easily changed his point of view. 
Enough. Before two months were over, he had given hia 
consent to Mr. Freely 's marriage with his daughter Penny, 
and having hit on a formula by which he could justif}’ it, 
fenced off all doubts and objections, his own included. The 
formula was this; not a man to put my head up an 

entry before I know where it leads.” 

Little Penny was very proud and fluttering, but hardly so 
happy as she expected to be in an engagement. She wondered 
if young Towers cared much about it, for he had not been 
to the house lately, and her sister and brothers were rather 
inclined to sneer than to sympathize. Grimworth rang with 
the news. All men extolled Mr. Freely's good fortune ; while 
the women, with the tender solicitude characteristic of the 
sex, wished the marriage might turn out well. 
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While affairs were at this triumphant juncture, Mr. Freely 
one morning observed that a stone-carver who had been break- 
fasting in the eating-room had left a newspaper behirul. It 

was the X shire Gazette^ and X shire being a county 

not unknown to Mr. Freely, he felt some curiosity to glance 
over it, and especially over the advertisements. A slight flush 
came over his face as he read. It was produced by the fol- 
lowing announcement: — “If David Faux, sou of Jonathan 
Faux, late of Gilsbrook, will apply at the office of Mr. fcitrutt, 
attorney, of Kodham, he will hear of something to his ad- 
vantage.” 

“Father’s dead!” exclaimed Mr, Freely, involuntarily. 
“Can he have left me a legacy ? ” 


CHAPTER III. 

Pebhaps it was a result quite different from your expecta- 
tions, that Mr. David Faux should have returned from the 
West Indies only a few years after his arrival there, and have 
set up in his old business, like any plain man who had never 
travelled. But these cases do occur in life. Since, as we 
know, men change their skies and see new constellations with- 
out changing their souls, it will follow sometimes that they 
don’t change their business under those novel circumstances. 

Certainly, this result was contrary to David’s own expecta- 
tions. He had looked forward, you are aware, to a brilliant 
career amoug “ the blacks ; ” but, either because they had 
already seen too many white men, or for some other reason, 
they did not at once recognize liim as a superior order of 
human being ; besides, there were no princesses among them. 
Nobody in Jamaica was anxious to maintain Davul for the 
mere pleasure of his society ; and those hidden merits of a 
man which are so well known to himself were as litrle recog- 
nized there as they notoriously are in the effete society of the 
Old World. So that in the dark hints that David threw out 
at the Oyster Club about that life of Sultaiiie self-indulgence 
spent by him in the luxurioii.s Indies, I really think he was 
doing himself a wrong; I believe he worked for his bread, 
and, in fact, took to cooking again, as, after all, the only 
department in which he could offer skilled labor. He had 
formed several ingenious plans by which he meant to rnroum? 
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vent people of large fortune and small faculty ; but then lie 
never met with exactly the right people under exactly the 
right circumstances. David's devices for getting rich without 
work had apparently no direct relation with the world outside 
him, as his coufectionery receipts had. It is possible to pass 
a great many bad halfpennies and bad half-crowns, but I believe 
there has no instance been known of passing a halfpenny or 
a half-crown as a sovereign. A sharper can drive a brisk 
trade in this world; it is undeniable that there may be a line 
career for him, if he will dare consequences ; but David was 
too timid to be a sharper, or venture in any way among the 
man-traps of the law. He dared rob nobody but his mother. 
And so he had to fall back on the genuine value there was iu 
him — to be content to pass as a good halfpenny, or, to speak 
more accurately, as a good uontectioner. For in spite of some 
additional reading and observation, there was nothing else 
he could make so much money by ; na^", he found in himself 
even a capabiliU of extending his skill in this direction, aiul 
embracing all forms of cookery; while, iu other branches of 
human labor, be began to see that it was not possible for him 
to shine. Fate was too strong for him; he had thought to 
master her inclination and had fled* over the seas bo that end; 
but she caught him, tied an apron round him, and snatching 
him from all other devices, made him devise cakes and patties 
in a kitchen at Kingstown, lie was getting submissive to 
her, since she paid him with tolerable gains ; but fevers and 
prickly heat, and other evils incidental to cooks in ardent 
(diinates, made him long for his native land ; so he took ship 
once more, earr^dng his six years’ savings, and seeing dis- 
tinctly, this time, what were Fate’s intentions as to his career. 
If you question me closely as to whether all the money with 
which he set up at Grim worth consisted of pure and simple 
earnings, T am obliged to confess that he got a sura or two 
for charitably abstaining from mentioning some other people’s 
misdemeanors. Altogether, since no prospects were attached 
to his famil}' name, and since a new christening seemed a 
suitable coinmenceinent of a new life, ^Ir. David Faux thought 
It as well to call himself Mr. Edward Freel3^ 

But lo ! now, iu opposition to all calculable probability, 
some benefit appeared to be attached to the name of David 
Faux. Should he neglect it, as beneath the attention of a pros- 
perous tradesman ? It might bring him into contact with his 
family again, and he felt no 3'earnings in that direction : more- 
over, he had small belief that the something to his advan- 
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could be anything considerable. On the other hand, 
even a small gain is pleasant, and the promise of it in this in- 
stance was so surprising, that David felt his curiosity awak- 
ened. The scale dipped at last on the side of writing to the 
lawyer, and, to be brief, the correspondence ended in an ap- 
pointment for a meeting between David and his eldest brother 
at Mr. Strutt's, the vague ‘^something" having been defined 
as a legacy from his father of eighty-two pounds three shillings. 

David, you know, had expected to be disinherited; and so 
be would have been, if he had not, like some other indifferent 
sons, come of excellent parents, whose conscience made them 
scrupulous where much more highly-instructed people often 
feel themselves warranted in following the bent of their indig- 
nation. Gk>od Mrs. Faux could never forget t])at she had 
brought this ill-conditioned son into the world wlien he was 
in that entirely heljdeBS state which excluded the smallest 
choice on his part ; and, somehow or other, slie felt that his 
going wrong would be his father's and mother's fault, if they 
failed in one tittle of their parental duty. Her notion of 
parental duty was not of a higli and subtle kind, but it in- 
cluded giving him his due share of tlie family property ; for 
when a man had got a little honest money of his own. was he 
so likely to steal ? To cut the delinquent son off with a shil- 
ling, was like delivering him over to his evil propensities. 
No ; let the sum of twenty guineas which he had stolen be 
deducted from his share, and then let the sum of three guineas 
be put back from it, seeing that Ins mother had always con- 
sidered three of the twenty guineas as his ; and, though he 
had run away, and was, perhaps, gone across the sea, let the 
money be left to him all the same, and be kept in reserve for 
his possible return. Mr. Faux agreed to his wife's views, and 
made a codicil to his wnli accordingly, in time to die with a 
clear conscience. But for some time his family thought it 
likely that David would never reappear; and the eldest son, 
who had the charge of Jacob on his hands, often thought it a 
little hard that David might perhaps be dead, and yet, for 
want of certitude on that point, his legacy could not fall to 
his legal heir. But in this state of things the opposite certi- 
tude — namely, that David was still alive and in England — 
seemed to be brought by the testimony of a neighbor, who, 
having been on a journey to Cattelton, was pretty sure he 
had seen David in a gig, with a stout man driving by his side. 
He could ** swear it was David,” though he could “ give no 
account why, for he had no marks on him ; but no more had 
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a white dog, and that didn't hinder folks from knowing a 
white dog." It was this incident which had led to the adver- 
tisement. 

The legacy was paid, of course, after a few preliminary dis- 
closures as to Mr. David’s actual position. He begged to send 
his love to his mother, and to say that he hoped to pay her a 
dutiful visit by and by ; but, at present, his business iiiul near 
prospect of marriage made it difficult for him to leave home. 
His brother replied with much frankness. 

*‘My mother may do as she likes about having you to see 
her, but, for my part, 1 don't want to catch sight of you on 
the premises again. When folks have taken a new name, 
they'd better keep to their new ’quinetance," 

David pocketed the insult along \vith the eighty -two pounds 
three, and travelled home again in some triumph at the ease 
of a transaction which had enriched him to this extent. He 
had no intention ot offending Jiis brother by further claims 
on his fraternal recognition, and relapsed witii full content- 
ment into the character of Mr. Kilward Freely, the orphan, 
scion ot a great but reduced family, with an eccentric uncle 
in the West Indies. (1 have already hinted that he hnd 
some acquaintance with imaginative literature ; and being of 
a practical turn, he had, you perceive, applied even this lorm 
of knowledge to jiractical purposes.) 

It was little moi*e than a week after the return from his 
fruitful journey, that the day of his marriage with Penny 
having been fixed, it was agreed that Mrs. Palfrey should 
overcome her reluctance to move from home, and that she and 
her husband should liring their two daughters to inspect little 
Penny's future abode and decide on the new arrangements to 
be made for the reception of the bride, ^fr. Freely meant her 
to have a iiouse so pretty and comfortable that she need not 
envy even a wool-factor's wife. Of course, the upper room 
over the shop was to be the best sitting-ioom ; Imt aKo the 
parlor behind the shop was to be made a suitable bower for 
the lovely Peun 3 ‘, who would naturally wish to be near her 
hmsband, though Mr Freely declared his resolution never to 
allow ?iis wife to wait in the shop. The decisions about th(* 
parlor furniture were left till last, because the party was to 
take tea there; and, about five o'clock, they were all seated 
there with the best muftin? and buttered buns before them, 
little Penny blushing and smiling, with her ^‘crop" in the 
best order, and a blue frock showing her little white shoulders, 
while her opinion was being always asked and never given. 
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She secretly wished to have a particular sort of chimney orna- 
mentS; but she could not have brought herself to men tion it. 
Seated by the side of her yellow and rather withered lover, 
who, though he had not reached his thirtieth year, had already 
ciowVfeet about his eyes, she was quite tremulous at t)ie 
greatness of her lot in being niarned to a man who had trav- 
elled so much — and before her sister Leity ! The handsome 
Letitia looked rather proud and contemptuous, tliought her 
future brother-in-law an odious person, and was vexed with 
her father and mother for letting Fenny marry him. Dear 
little Fenny t fcihe certainly did look like a fresh wliite-heart 
cherry going to be bitten otf the stem by that lipless mouth. 
Would no deliverer come to laaku a slip between that cherry 
and that mouth witiiout a lip ? 

“Quite a fiauniiy likeness between the admiral and you, Mr. 
Freely," observed iErs. Falfrey, who was looking at the 
family portrait for the tirst tiiue. It's wonderful ! and only 
a grand-uneie. Do you feature the i^st of your tamilj^, as you 
know of ? " 

“I can’t say/' said 3tr. Fre-ily with a sigh, '^My family 
have mostly thought titemselres too high to take any notice 
of me.” 

At this moment an extraordinary ilisturbance was heard in 
the shop, as of a h^UTy animal Siam ping about and making 
aii^y noises, and then of a glass vessel falling in shivers, 
wMle the voice of the apprentice was heard calling iMiist.er “ 
in great alarm. 

Mr. Freely rose in anxions astonisiimcnt, and hastened into 
the shop, followed by tin* four F.il treys, who imide a groU]! at 
the parlornioor. transfixed whh wonder .it soring a largo man 
in a smockfrock. with a idtohfork in his hand, ru^h up lo Mr. 
Freely and hug him, erviug u:it, — “Zav>, Zavy* li’otln^r 
Zavy ! " 

It was Jaeob, and for roonifints Daviil lost all prcnom^?^ 
of mind. Tic ivilt arrested for liaving eioleti hiH mother'^ 
guineas. He turntrl oohl, and tn^'nilded iu his l>r(»fchorV 

“Why. bow‘s Palfrey, advaneiug from to 

door. “ Who is he ? 

Ja^b srqipuod thf^ answer by hig i)Vt*V and agabu “ 
Zaeob. bVjth^r Zj>e^ia Crime U) Ziuy' 
hunger prompted hiM t^/ n-lax hin grjwp, and to A 
rais^ pie, wldrh li* lifted to hi-< mouth. 

By this ttfue Davbr>» d<*virM’ hrtd b»^gUH to IVTVWUj 

but it was a v*‘ry tor lil^ lirndMuoe to lUaftl^r hlS 

rage and hatred toward*!? poor Ja&iAj, 
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I don’t know who he is ; he must be drunk/' he said, In 
a low tone to Mr. Palfrey. But he’s dangerous with that 
pitchfork. He'll never let it go." Then checking himself on 
the point of betraying too great an intimacy with Jacob's 
habits, he added, “ You watch him, while I run for the con- 
stable.” And he hurried out of the shop. 

“ Why, where do you come from, my man ? ” said Mr, Pal- 
frey, speaking to Jacob in a conciliatory tone. Jacob was eat- 
ing his pie by lai^e mouthfuls, and looking round at the other 
good things in the shop, while he embraced his pitchfork with 
his left arm and laid his left hand on some Bath buns. He 
was in the rare position of a person who recovers a long absent 
friend and finds him richer than ever in the characteristics 
that won his heart. 

Zacob — Vother Zacob — 't home. I love Zavy — 
brother Zavy," he said, as soon as Mr. Palfrey had drawn his 
attention. “ Zavy come back from z' Indies — got mother's 
zinnies. Where's Zavy ? ” he added, looking round and then 
turning to the others with a questioning air, puzzled by 
David's disappearance. 

“ It's very odd," observed Mr. Palfrey to his wife and 
daughters. “ He seems to say Freely's his brother come back 
from th' Indies." 

“ What a pleasant relation for us I ” said Letitia, sarcasti- 
cally. “ I think he's a good deal like Mr. Freely. He's got 
just the same sort of nose, and his eyes are the same color." 

Poor Penny was ready to cry. 

But now Mr. Freely re-entered the shop without the con- 
stable. During his walk of a few yards he had had time and 
calmness enough to widen his view of consequences, and he 
saw that to get Jacob taken to the workhouse or to the lock-up 
house as an offensive stranger, might have awkward effects if 
his family took the trouble of inquiring after him. He must 
resign himself to more patient measures. 

second thoughts,” he said, beckoning to Mr. Palfrey 
and whispering to him while Jacob’s back was turned, **he's 
a poor halt-witted fellow. Perhaps his friends will come after 
him. I don’t mind giving him something to eat, and letting 
him lie down for the night. He's got it into his head that he 
knows me — they do get these fancies, idiots do. He'll per- 
haps go away again in an hour or two, and make no more ado. 
I'm a kind-hearted man myself — I shouldn’t like to have the 
poor fellow ill-used.” 

Why, he'll eat a sovereign’s worth in no time,” said Mr^ 
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Palfrey, thinking Mr, Freely a little too magnificent in his 
generosity, 

“Eh, Zavy, come back?” exclaimed Jacob, giving his dear 
brother another hug, which crushed Mr, Freely’a features in- 
conveniently against the stale of the pitchfork. 

“Ay, ay,” said Mr, Freely, smiling, with every capability of 
murder in his mind, except the courage to commit it. He 
wished the Bath buns might hy chance have arsenic in them. 

“Mother’s zinuies?” said Jacob, i)ointing to a glass jar of 
yellow lozenges that stood in the window. “ Zive ’em me.” 

David dared not do otherwise than reach down the glass jar 
and give Jacob a liandful. He received them in his smock- 
frock, which he held out for more. 

“ They’ll keep him quiet a bit, at any rate,” thought David, 
and emptied the jar. Jacob grinned and mowed with de- 
light.” 

“ You're very good to this stranger, Air. Freely,” said Lefci- 
tia; and then spitefully, as David joined the party at the 
parlor-door, “ I think you could hardly treat him better, if ha 
was really your brother.” 

“ Fvb always thought it a duty to be good to idiots,” said 
Mr. Freely, striving after the most moral view of the subject, 
“ We might have been idiots ourselves — everybody might have 
been born idiots instead of having their right senses.” 

“I don’t know where there’d ha’ been victual for us all 
then,” observed Mrs. Palfrey, regarding the matter in a house- 
wifely light. 

“But let us sit down again and finish our tea,” said Mr, 
Freely, “ Let us leave the poor creature to himself.” 

They walked into the parlor again 5 but Jacob, not appar- 
ently appreciating the kindness of leaving him to himself, 
immediately followed his brother, and seated himself, pitch- 
fork grounded, at the table. 

“ Well,” said Miss Letitia, rising, “ I don’t know whether 
^ou mean to stay, mother ; but I shall go home.” 

“ Oh, me too,” said Penny, frightened to death at Jacob, 
who had begun to nod and grin at her. 

“ Well, I think we ?iad better be going, Mr. Palfrey,” said 
the mother, rising more slowly. 

Mr, Freely, whose complexion had become decidedly yel- 
lower during the last half-houi’, did not resist this proposition. 
He hoped they should meet again “under happier circum- 
stances.” 

“ It’s my belief the man is his brother,” said Letitia, when 
they were all on their way home. 
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“ Letty, it’s very ill-natured of you/’ said Penny, beginning 
to cry, 

«!N‘onsense!” said Mr. Palfrey, ^'Freely’s got no brother 
— he’s said so many and many a time ; he's an orphan ; he’s 
got nothing but undos — leastwise, one. hat’s it matter 
what an idiot says ? What call had Freely to tell lies ? 

Letitia tossed her head and was silent. 

Mr. Freely, left alone with liis affectionate brother Jaeoh, 
brooded over the possibility of luring him out of the town 
early the next morning, and getting him conveyed to Gilsbmuk 
without further betrayals. But the thing \^as difhcult. lie 
saw clearly that if he took .lacob away himself, his absence, 
conjoined with the disappearance of the stranger, u ould oitliei 
cause the conviction that he was really a relatno, or ■would 
oblige him to the dangerous course ol inventing a stoiy to lu- 
count for his disappearance, and his own absence at the same 
time. Da\id gioaned. Tliere come occasioijs when falsehood 
is felt to be inconvenient. It would, perhajis, have berii a, 
longer-headed device, if he had never told any of tho'^e clever 
fibs about ins uncles, grand and otherwise ; tor the Paltieys 
were simple people, and shared the popular prejudice against 
lying. Even if he could get Jacob away this time, what secu- 
rity w'as there that he would not come again, having once 
found the way ? O guiiipas ^ O lozenges! what enviable 
people those were who had never robbed their mothers, and 
had never told fibs ! 

David spent a sleepless night, while Jacob was snoring close 
by. Was this the upshot of travelling to the Indies, and 
acquiring experience combined with anecdote ? 

He rose at break of d ly, as he had once before done when 
he was in fear of Jacob, and took all gentle means to rouse 
this fatal brother from liis deep sleep ; he dared not be loud, 
because his appientice was in tlie house, and would report 
everything. But Jficob was not to be roused. He fought out 
with his ■fist at the unknown cause of disturbance, turned over, 
and snored again, lie must be left to wake as he would. 
David, with a cold pcr‘^piration on his brow, confessed to him- 
self that Jacob could not be got away that day. 

Mr. Palfrey came over to (rnm worth before noon, with a 
natural curiosity to see how bis future son-in-law got on with 
the stranger to w^honi he was so benevolently inclined. He 
found a crowd round the shop. All Grimworth by this time 
had heard how Freely had been fastened on by an idiot, who 
called him ” Brother Zavy ; ” and the younger population 
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seemed to find the singular stranger an luuvearying source of 
fascination> wliiie the householders dropped in one by ono to 
inquire into the incident. 

Why don't you send him to the workhouse?" said Mr. 
Prettyman. '‘You'll have a row with him and the chdflren 
presently, and he'll eat you up. The wurkluuitie is the proper 
place ior him; let his kin claim him. if he's got »iny/' 

Those maj be yowr Icfiiugs, Mr. }*reityiiuin." said Dave I, 
his mind quite euf4.ebled bv the torture of lii^* position. 

<*What! is he your brother, ihtui?" haid 5lr. rretfcyman, 
looking at his neiglil»or FiveU rather .sharply. 

*^All men are our broihei-s. and iduds particular so," said 
Mr. Freely, who* like many other travelled men, was nut 
master of the English language. 

“Come, come, it Ws yotir brother. tell tlie truth, mviii,” said 
Mr. Prettyman. ivith growing suspicion. Don't be ashamed 
of your own flesh uiul blood.'* 

Mr. Palfrey m as preseid, and also had liis eye on Freely. It 
is difficult for a man to believe in the advantage of a truth 
which will disclose him to have been a liar. In this critical 
moment, David s^hrank from this immediate disgrace in the 
eyes of Ins future father-in-law. 

“ Mr. Prett} man," he said, " I take your observations as an 
insult. I*ve no reason to be otheru i^e than proud of my own 
flesh and blood. I£this])uor man ^Yas luy brfdher more than 
all men are, I should say so," 

A tall figure darkened the door, and David, lifting his e_>es 
in that direction, saw his eldest brolljer, Jonathan, on the 
door-sill. 

“ ril sUy ivi' Zavy,'* shouted Jacob, as he, too, caught sight 
of his eldest brother ; and. miming behind the counter, he 
clutched David hard. 

“What, he is In-re? .said Jonathan F.iux, coming forward. 
“My mother would have no nay, as he’d been away so long, 
but I must see after him. And it struck me lie was very like 
come after yon, because we'd been talking of you o* late, and 
where you lived.’’ 

David saw there uas no esciipe ; he smiled a ghastly smile. 

“What ! is this a relation of j'ours, sir? said Mr. Palfrey 
to Jonathan. 

“Ay, it’s my innieent of a brother, sure enough,” said honest 
Jonathan. ‘-A fine trouble and co&t he i-a to us, in th’ eating 
aad other things, but we must bear wliat's laid on us.” 

“And your name’s Freely, is it? ” said Mr. Prettyinam 
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^^‘N’ay, nay, my name’s Faux, I know nothing o’ Freely s/’ 
said Jonathan, curtly. “Come,” he added, turning to David, 

“ I must take some news to mother about Jacob. Shall I take 
him with me, or will you undertake to send him back ? ” 

“Take him, if you can make him loose his hold of me,” 
said David, feebly. 

“Is this gentleman here in the confectionery line your 
brother, then, sir ? ” said Mr. Frettyman, feeling that it wa-i 
an occasion on which formal language must be used. 

“ I don’t want to own him,’’ said Jonathan, unable to re<=tisl 
a movement of indignation that had never been allowed to 
satisfy itself. “ lie run away from lioine with good reasons 
in his pocket years ago : he didn't want to be owned again, I 
reckon.” 

Mr. Palfrey left the shop ; he felt his own pride too severely 
wounded by the sense that he had let himself be fooled, to feol 
curiosity for further details. The most pressing business was 
to go home and tell his daughter that Freely was a poor sneak, 
probably a rascal, and that 3ier engagement was broken of£. 

Mr. Frettyman stayed, with some internal self-gratulation 
that Ae had never given in to Freely, and that ]Mr. Chaloner 
would see now what sort of follow it was that he had put 
over the heads of older parishioners. He considered it duo 
from him (Mr. Frettyman) that, for the interests of the parish, 
he should know all that was to be known about this inter- 
loper.” Grim worth would have people coming from Botany 
Bay to settle in it, if things went on in this way. 

It soon appeared that Jacob could not be made to quit his 
dear brother David except by force. ITe understood, with a 
clearness equal to that of tlie most intelligent mind, that Jon- 
athan would take him back to skimmed milk, apple-dumpling, 
broad-beans, and pork. And be had found a paradise in his 
brother’s shop. It was a difficult matter to use force with 
Jacob, for he wore heavy nailed boots ; and if bis pitchfork 
bad been mastered, be would have resorted without hesitation 
to kicks. Nothing short of using guile to bind liim hand and 
foot would have made all parties safe, 

“Let him stay,” said David, with desperate resignation, 
frightened above all things at the idea of further disturbances 
in bis shop, which would make his exposure all the more con- 
spicuous. “ You go away again, and to-morrow I can, per- 
haps, get him to go to Gilsbrook with me. He'll follow me 
fast enough, I dare say,” he added, with a half-groan. 

“ Very well,” said Jonathan, gruffly. “ I don’t see why you 
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shouldn’t have some trouble and expense with him as well as 
the rest of us. Bat mind you bring him back safe and soon, 
else mother ’ll never rest.” 

On this arrangement being concluded, Mr. Pretiyman begged 
Mr. Jonathan Faux to go and take a snack with him, an 
invitation which was quite acceptable ; and as honest Jon- 
athan had nothing to be ashamed of, it is probable that he 
was very frank in his communications to the civil draper, 
who, pursuing the benefit of the parish, hastened to make all 
the information be could gather about Freely common paro- 
chial property. You may imagine that tlie meeting of the 
Club at the Woolpack that evening was unusually lively. 
Every member was anxious to prove that he iiad never liked 
Freely, as he called liimself. Faux was his name, was it ? 
Fox would have been more suitable. The majority expressed 
a desire to see him hooted out of the town. 

Mr. Freely did not venture over his door-sill that day, for 
he knew Jacob would keep at his side, and there was every 
probability that they would have a train of juvenile followers. 
He sent to engage the Woolpack gig lor an early hour the 
next morning; but this order was not kept religiously a 
secret by the landlord. ^Ir. Freely was informed tliat he 
could not have the gig till seven ; and the Grimworth people 
were early risers. Perhaps they were more alert than usual 
on this particular morning ; for when Jacob, with a bag of 
sweets ill his hand, was induced to mount the gig with his 
brother David, the inhabitants of the market-place were look- 
ing out of their doors and windows, and at the turning of the 
street there was even a muster of apprentices and sclioolbo,ys, 
who shouted as they passed in what Jacob took to be a very 
merry and friendly way, nodding and grinning in return. 
** Huzzay, David Faux : liow’s your uncle ? ” was their morn- 
greeting. Like other pointed things, it was not alto- 
gether impromptu. 

Even this public derision was not so crushing to David as 
the liorrible thought that though he might succeed now in 
getting Jacob home again there would never be any security 
against his coming back, like a wasp to the honey-pot. As 
long as David lived at Grimworth, Jacob’s return would be 
banging over him. But could he go on living at Grimworth 
— an object of ridicule, discarded by the Palfrej^'S, after hav- 
ing revelled in tlie consciousness that lie was an envied and 
prosperous confectioner? David liked to be envied; he 
minded less about being loved. 
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His doubts on this point were soon settled. The mind of 
Grimworth became obstinately set against him and his viaiulu 
and the new school being finished, the eating-room was closed! 
If there had been no other reason, sympathy with the Pal- 
freys, that respectable family who Imd lived in the paii^h 
time out of iniud, would have determined all w ell-tonlo people 
to ‘decline Freely’s goods. Besides, he had absconded ^\ull 
his mother's guineas : who knew what else he had done. ni 
Jamaica or elsewhere, before he came to Grimworth, w'onnni«{ 
himself into families under false jiretences ? Females shiui- 
dered. Dreadful suspicions gathered round him: his gn^eu 
eyes, bis bo>v-legs, hatl a crinniial aspect. The Kertor di&liked 
the sight of a man tv ho had imposed upon him ; iiiul all boys 
who could not afford to pnrcliasc. hooted David Faux ” as 
they passed his sliop. Certainly no man now would pay any- 
thing for the good-widl ” of Mr. Frcely^s business, and he 
Tvould be obliged to quit it w'lthout a peculium so desirable 
towards defraying the expense of moving. 

In a few months the sho]j in the market-place was again to 
let, and ^Ii. David Faux, alias Wr. Edw'ard Freely, had gone 
— nobody at Grimworth knew Tvliither. In this Tvay the 
demoralization of Grimworth women was checked. Young 
Mrs. Steene reiiew’erl her effoits to make light miiu'e-i)ies, and 
having at last made a batch so excellent that Mr. Steene looked 
at her Tvith complacency as he ate thorn, and said they were 
the best he had ever eaten in his life, she thought less of bul- 
buls and renegades ever after. The secrets of the finer cook- 
ery Tvero revived in the breasts of matronly housewives, and 
dnuijhters w'ere again anxious to be initiated in them. 

You will further, I hope, be glad to hear, that some pur- 
chases of drapery made by ])rctty Fenny, in preparation for 
her marriage with Mr. Freely, came in quite as well for her 
wedding with young Towers as if they had been made ex- 
pressly for the latter occasion. For Penny’s complexion had 
not altered, and blue always became it best. 

Here ends the .stoiy of Mr. David Faux, confectioner, and 
his brother Jacob. And we see in it, I think, an admirable 
instance of the unexpected forms in which the great ITeinesig 
hides herself. 

^1860.) 
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